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No,  chum,  it  isn't  that  easy  . . . 


This  is  a picture  of  a day- 
dream. Many  young  men 
imagine  that  in  order  to  be 
called  to  the  Priesthood,  they 
should  have  a special  call  from 
God.  Well,  that’s  right  — they 
should.  But  not  in  the  manner 
shown  in  the  picture.  No,  chum,  it 
isn’t  that  easy  . . . 

Figure  it  out  for  yourself.  How 
many  of  the  great  saints  actually 
had  a direct  call  from  Almighty 
God  to  enter  the  religious  life?  Not 
too  many.  How  many  saints  had  to 
figure  out  their  vocation  by  using 
their  powers  of  reason?  (With  the 
help  of  God’s  grace,  of  course.) 
You  can  probably  name  dozens! 

So  that’s  the  way  it  will  be  with 
you.  Don’t  you  have  the  same 
powers  to  reason  the  saints  had? 
Of  course  you  have!  Don’t  you 
have  the  same  opportunities  to 
receive  the  sacraments  that  they 
had?  Certainly,  if  anything,  the 
opportunities  are  far  greater! 

All  right.  If  you  hadn’t  con- 


sidered the  idea  before,  think  about 
it  now.  The  prospect  of  becoming 
a servant  of  Christ,  an  administra- 
tor of  His  sacraments,  is  not  only 
extremely  pleasant  but  very  re- 
warding in  God’s  grace.  Can  you 
think  of  a priest  of  your  acquaint- 
ance who  was  dissatisfied  with  his 
choice?  Neither  can  we.  What 
other  vocation  can  make  a prom- 
ise like  that?  Come  to  think  of  it, 
what  other  job  can  claim  Our 
Blessed  Lord  as  its  employer? 

These  are  just  a few  of  the  as- 
tonishing facts.  We’ve  furnished 
you  with  the  outline,  chum,  but 
you  have  to  fill  in  the  rest  of  tiie 
picture.  So,  if  you  have  (1)  Aver- 
age Intelligence,  (2)  Good  Health, 

(3)  Good  Moral  Character,  and 

(4)  A desire  to  be  a Missionary 
Priest — write  to: 

Rev.  Father  Rector, 

St.  Francis  Xavier  Seminary, 
Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society, 
Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ont. 
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EDITORIAL 


So  Yon  Are  Going  to  Rednce! 

i 

A RESOLUTION  that  does  not  wait  until  the  new  year  to  be 
made — in  fact,  it  is  made  just  when  the  spirit  moves  one — is 
the  resolution  to  reduce.  Every  once  in  a while  persons  be- 
laboured with  varying  degrees  of  avoirdupois  decide  to  take  the  bull 
by  the  horns  and  get  tough  with  themselves.  The  varying  results  of 
such  drastic  actions  depend  entirely  upon  the  intestinal  fortitude  of  i 
the  individuals  concerned.  Those  who  fail  to  persevere  seldom  blame 
themselves.  The  fault  lies,  so  they  say,  in  their  social  life.  One 
cannot  keep  up  one’s  social  engagements  and  at  the  same  time  adhere 
to  strict  diet. 

We  find  that  very  much  the  same  argument  is  expounded  to  those 
who  make  New  Year’s  Resolutions  to  reduce  their  faults.  A resolution 
is  made  because,  like  the  fat  man,  a person  sees  that  certain  habits  he 
has  formed  are  unhealthy.  He  realizes  that,  as  overweight  endangers  j 
the  health  of  the  body,  so  do  repeated  moral  lapses  play  havoc  with  | 
one’s  spiritual  health.  He  finds,  however,  that  perseverance  in  a I 
particular  resolution  interferes  with  certain  social  connections.  He  j 
soon  realizes  that  his  resolution  is  somewhat  at  variance  with  those  ij 
persons,  places  and  things  that  are  in  apposition  to  the  moral  reforma-  ll 
tion  he  resolved  to  make.  Too  frequently  the  demands  of  human  'i 
respect,  like  the  demands  of  appetite  to  the  fat  man,  break  down  his  j 

resolve  and  he  soon  finds  that  his  fine  resolutions  have  fallen  by  the  | 

wayside.  j 

If  you  are  going  to  reduce  your  faults  then  you  must  be  prepared 
to  face  the  barbs  of  human  respect  and  be  prepared  to  cut  out  of  your  j 
lives  those  associations  which  hinder  you  and  which  will  eventually 
cause  you  to  forget  your  resolution.  If  you  are  going  to  make  a l! 
resolution,  then  you  must  have  the  good  will  to  make  the  sacrifices 
required  to  keep  it.  i 
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ON  NOVEMBER  24,  at  the  age  of  85,  Rev.  William  Fraser  died 
in  Our  Lady  of  Mercy  Hospital,  Toronto.  Born  in  Toronto  on 
April  2,  1867,  Father  Fraser  was  ordained  to  the  Holy  Priest- 
hood in  the  Cathedral  at  Genoa,  Italy,  June  17,  1905,  by  Archbishop 
Pulciano.  The  following  year  he  went  to  China  to  join  his  brother. 
Father  John  Fraser.  In  1911  he  returned  to  Canada  and  served  as 
a curate  in  St.  Ann’s  Parish  and  St.  Francis’  Parish,  Toronto.  Later 
he  was  appointed  Pastor  of  the  Parish  of  Albion,  Ontario. 

On  August  10,  1926,  having  resigned  his  parish,  he  returned  to 
China  to  assist  his  brother  in  the  Vicariate  of  Chuchow  (now  the 
Diocese  of  Lishui).  His  main  occupation  was  to  supervise  the 
building  of  churches  in  the  new  territory.  The  first  church  to  be 
built  was  that  of  St.  John  the  Evangelist,  Sungyang,  a gift  of  the 
late  Mrs.  Ambrose  Small,  Toronto.  The  picture  above  was  taken 
October  17,  1926,  and  shows  Father  John  Fraser  (now  Rt.  Rev. 
Monsignor  Fraser,  S.F.M.,  P.A.),  with  trowel  in  hand,  laying  the 
corner-stone  of  this  church,  while  Father  William  Fraser  assists 
him.  When  the  church  was  completed.  Father  William  Fraser  was 
appointed  pastor,  a position  he  held  until  his  return  to  Canada  in 
1930.  Shortly  after  his  return  he  was  appointed  chaplain  to  Loretto 
Abbey,  Armour  Heights,  Toronto,  an  office  he  held  for  22  years. 

Father  William  Fraser  leaves  behind  him  three  brothers:  the 
Rt.  Rev.  John  Fraser,  S.F.M.,  P.A.,  Japan;  Alex  and  Charles  Fraser, 
Chicago;  and  one  sister.  Sister  M.  St.  John  the  Evangelist,  Good 
Shepherd  Convent,  Toronto.  Other  close  relations  are  an  uncle. 
His  Excellency  the  Most  Rev.  F.  P.  Carroll,  D.D.,  Bishop  of  Calgary 
and  a niece,  Mrs.  Teresa  Rolston,  Toronto. 

MAY  HE  REST  IN  PEACE. 
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Jhsi  StaA  o^Jthji  £aii 

By 

Craig  Strang,  S.F.M. 


JANUARY  6th  is  the  time  when 
the  Christmas  holidays  are  over 
for  the  children;  stock  taking  for 
the  merchants  has  been  completed;  it 
is  Twelfth  Night  and  visiting  day  for 
the  ladies;  it  is  also  called  Little 
Christmas,  with  emphasis,  it  seems, 
on  the  Little.  It  is  more  properly 
called  The  Epiphany,  the  showing 
forth.  It  is  actually  a greater,  not 
a smaller  feast  than  Christmas,  but 
those  in  Religion  are  about  the  only 
ones  who  celebrate  it  so.  True  there 
is  no  midnight  Mass  nor  any  other 
special  ceremony  to  distinguish  it 
from  the  four  or  five  other  holidays 
that  are  to  follow  it  in  the  course  of 
the  newly  born  year  (unless  we  ex- 
cept the  ceremony  of  the  placing  of 
the  figures  of  the  Magi  from  out- 
side to  inside  the  crib),  yet  the 
Office  and  Mass  of  the  Feast  remain 
the  same  for  the  whole  octave  which 
ends  with  the  close  of  Christmas-tide 
on  January  13th. 

But  even  if  we  do  not  give  it  the 
solemnity  and  joyfulness  with  which 
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we  greet  Christmas  (or  even  the  Cir- 
cumcision, New  Year’s  Day),  it  is 
not  fitting  that  we  should  let  it  pass 
by  without  some  thought  and  devo-  I* 
tion.  It  is  essentially  the  commemora- 
tion— or  rather  the  prolonged  cele- 
bration of  the  announcement  of  a 
Redeemer  to  those  not  hitherto  of  I 

God’s  chosen  people,  the  Jews,  i.e.,  ^ 

to  the  Gentiles  which  includes,  thank 
God,  me  and  nearly  all  the  readers 
of  this  magazine.  In  that  sense  the 
Jews  have  a bigger  reason  to  celebrate 
Christmas  than  we  have,  but  January  | 

6th  is  our  day.  An  angel  directed  the  i 

Jews  to  their  new  born  Saviour,  a i j 

Star  led  the  Gentiles.  We  can  easily  | 

imagine  that  those  simple  shepherds  | 

brought  what  little  offerings  they  tj 

could,  we  know  that  the  Magi  brought  ] 

what  they  considered  fitting  gifts  to 
the  Child  and  His  Mother.  Both  came 
and  adored;  the  Jews  had  at  last 
their  Messias  amongst  them;  but  this 
One  promised  to  them  by  their 
prophets  was  also  come  to  those  who  ^ 

had  no  promises  to  strengthen  and 
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comfort  them.  The  Jewish  Babe,  Who, 
it  was  foretold,  would  receive  the 
throne  of  David,  was  also  to  be 
King  of  the  World;  He  was  to  be 
called  Son  of  the  Most  High,  was 
to  be  the  God  of  every  tribe  and 
country,  of  every  nation  and  con- 
tinent and  in  every  era  from  that 
momentous  January  6th. 

It  was  on  this  day  that  we,  non- 
jews,  received  our  greatest  inherit- 
ance, the  knowledge  of  our  Redeemer 
and  the  gift  of  Faith  whereby  we  are 
brought  back  into  the  very  life  of 
God  and  a reason  was  given  for  our 
existence.  We  were  shown  not  only 
the  way  to  heaven  and  not  only  the 
gate  of  heaven,  but  we  were  also 
given  the  best  possible  means  by 
which  we  could  travel  that  road  and 
enter  that  blessed  door. 

No  wonder  it  is  a great — ^a  very 
great — feast  for  us.  It  is  a feast  of 
Thanksgiving  in  which  we  thank  God 
that  the  Peace  and  Blessings  of 
Christmas  have  come  to  us  so  far 
away  from  Bethlehem  and  born  long 
after  the  Star  appeared  in  the  East. 
There  are  many  Jews  and  non- Jews 
who  are  much  nearer  Bethlehem  to 
whom  the  Star  means  nothing,  and 
there  are  many  much  more  closer 
in  time  to  that  blessed  day  but  the 
Good  Tidings  of  the  Redeemer  never 
reached  them.  And,  more  practical 
for  us,  there  are  now  many  souls 
further  away  in  time  and  space  who 
are  still  waiting  for  this  good  news 
even  if  they  do  not  know  it.  But 
we  know  it  and  we  know  we  can  and 
even  should  help  them  to  know  it. 
Missionaries  have  gone  forth  and  are 
going  forth  from  every  nation  in 
search  of  these  souls  and  the  Chris- 
tians who  remain  home  are  helping 
these  missionaries.  It  is  not  an  affair 


of  governments,  but  of  the  people 
themselves  — of  Catholics  — - of  you. 
The  Star  has  shone  for  you  as  it  did 
for  the  Magi.  The  Star  was  brought 
to  you  by  your  parents  or  by  some 
other  Catholic;  it  is  not  one  bit  less 
than  your  bounden  duty  to  help  that 
Star  shine  for  someone  else. 

The  Foreign  Mission  Society  estab- 
lished in  your  country  is  the  obvious 
means  by  which  you  can  fulfill  this 
duty.  This  Society  is  essentially 
wholly  star-bearing;  its  only  reason 
for  existence  is  to  make  the  Star 
shine  for  all  nations — a work  that  is 
being  done  by  God’s  command  as 
well  as  by  His  indulgence;  the  Light 
which  gave  the  Faith  to  its  members 
also  gives  them  the  light  and  grace  to 
bring  it  to  others. 

Are  you  young  and  do  you  feel  a 
call  from  Our  Dear  Lord  to  do  great 
things  for  Him?  This  Society  may 
easily  be  your  answer  — your  life 
work.  The  need  for  other  “wise- 
men”  is  immense ; if  you  feel  the 
least  inclination  to  fill  this  need  for 
the  sake  of  an  untold  number  of 
souls,  give  it  your  serious  attention; 
ponder  and  pray  over  it  and  ask 
advice.  Even  if  you  do  not  feel 
such  a call  and  even  if  you  are  not 
young,  there  are  many  ways  in 
which  you  can  help  this  great  work; 
in  fact,  this  most  important  part  of 
the  Church  Militant  actually  depends 
upon  your  helping  it  one  way  or  the 
other.  Do  you  wish  to  pass  the 
great  feast  of  The  Epiphany  devoutly 
and  thank  God  for  the  unmerited  gift 
of  Faith?  Then  on  that  day  pray 
for  the  foreign  missions,  and  if  you 
can  spare  anything  at  all,  send  it  in 
the  name  of  the  Infant  Christ  to  His 
“other  Christs”  who  depend  upon  yon 
to  help  them. 


“The  whole  of  a new  year  is  before  you.  You  may  make  it  just  what 
you  like.  If  you  are  satisfied  with  mediocrity,  there  is  no  use  encouraging 
you  to  try  to  do  better.  But  if  you;  have  any  spirit  at  all,  you  will  roll 
up  your  sleeves,  grit  your  teeth  and  go  at  your  work  with  the  mind  of  a 
conqueror.”  Character  Calendai*. 
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The  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission 
Society  extends  congratulations 
to  His  Eminence  Paul-Emil  Car- 
dinal Leger,  D.D.,  Archbishop  of 
Montreal  on  his  appointment  to 
the  Sacred  College  of  Cardinals 
thereby  making  him  Canada’s 
sixth  cardinal  and  the  fifth  in  the 
Province  of  Quebec  since  the 
year  1886. 

We  wish  his  Eminence  God’s 
blessing  and  the  hope  of  many 
more  years  of  fruitful  service  to 
the  Church  in  Canada. 
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Pope  Blesses  Scarhoros  Work 


The  above  photograph  was  taken  October  24  when  the  Holy  Father  graciously 
granted  an  audience  to  three  Scarboro  priests:  Rt.  Rev.  Wm.  McGrath,  S.F.M.,  P.A.; 
Very  Rev.  A.  Chafe,  S.F.M.  and  Rev.  D.  Stringer,  S.F.M.  In  speaking  with  Father  Chafe, 
His  Holiness  said:  "I  bless  the  holy  and  apostolic  work  of  your  Society." 

On  the  occasion  of  this  visit  the  Holy  Father  gave  a special  blessing  to  the  Pilgrim 
Virgin  Statue,  which,  for  the  past  five  years,  has  been  used  in  the  United  States  to 
bring  the  message  of  Fatima  to  more  than  ten  million  people  in  over  one  hundred  dioceses. 

The  Scarboro  priests  visited  Rome  following  their  pilgrimage  to  the  Shrine  of  Our 
Lady  of  Fatima,  Fatima,  Portugal,  to  commemorate  the  Fifth  Anniversary  of  the  blessing 
of  America's  Pilgrim  Virgin  Statue  at  Fatima,  October  13,  1947.  Enroute  to  Fatima,  the 
statue  was  highly  honoured  by  two  days  of  special  devotion  presided  over  by  His 
Eminence  Cardinal  Segura  in  the  great  Cathedral  of  Seville,  Spain.  On  board  the 
S.S.  Independence  the  statue  attracted  great  attention  and,  through  the  courtesy  of  the 
officials  of  the  American  Export  Line,  it  was  publicly  displayed  for  the  veneration  of  the 
passengers.  On  its  departure  from  and  arrival  back  in  New  York  the  statue  was  given 
much  publicity  through  the  press,  radio  and  television. 
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He  never  did  become  a Cath- 
olic. He  went  just  so  far  in 
his  search  for  the  truth,  in 
search  for  a way  of  living  compatible 
with  his  conscience.  He  did  not  find 
an  answer  for  all  his  questions  but 
he  died  for  the  answers  that  he  did 
find. 

I first  met  him  on  a beautiful 
spring  day  just  a few  weeks  before 
the  Reds  took  Lanchi  and  brought 
a living  death  to  my  beloved  Chinese 
friends.  I was  enjoying  myself  on 
my  motorcycle,  speeding  along  a 
road  that  wound  shelf-like  around  a 
mountain.  The  beautiful  scenery  in 


the  valley  below,  the  rushing  Avincl  in 
my  face,  the  thrill  of  pitting  my  skill 
with  the  curves  on  the  shelf,  these 
all  helped  me  to  forget  for  a moment 
the  horror  of  realizing  that  China  was 
about  to  undergo  the  greatest  tragedy 
in  all  her  history.  I heard  the  roar 
of  a motor  behind  me  and  a moment 
later  a motorcycle  pulled  up  beside 
me.  I was  very  surprised  and  thought 
the  driver  must  be  a white  man 
hidden  under  goggles  and  helmet.  1 
waved  for  him  to  stop. 

We  both  pulled  up,  swept  off  our 
goggles  and  stood  regarding  each 
other.  I saw  a young  Chinese,  tall, 
handsome  and  athletic-looking.  He 
smiled  and  put  out  his  gloved  hand 
to  shake  mine. 

“You  don’t  know  me,  Shen  Fu,” 
he  said.  “However,  I understand 
that  my  father  is  a friend  of  yours — 
Mr.  Yang  of  the  Anglo-American  Oil 
Company.” 


We  raced  and  Hsi-yung  was  my 
guest  for  supper  that  night.  He 
stayed  the  whole  evening  and  before 
we  parted  we  knew  each  other  well 
and  were  close  friends.  During  the 
weeks  that  followed  Hsi-yung  became 
a daily  visitor  to  my  house.  I found 
the  young  man  to  be  a brilliant  in- 
tellectual. He  had  cut  short  his 
studies  a few  months  before  obtain- 
ing a degree  in  philosophy.  He  hated 
Communism  and  all  it  stood  for.  He 
was  still  a pagan  for  he  lacked  faith 
in  God  but  no  pagan  ever  lived  who 
admired  the  Catholic  Church  more 
than  he. 

One  evening  he  expressed  his 
thoughts  to  me  in  words  I will  never 
forget.  We  had  been  discussing  the 
gift  of  faith  and  how  necessary  it 
was.  Hsi-yung  became  very  serious. 
He  stood  up  and  walked  up  and  down 
the  room  and  talked. 


“For  thus  also  Thy  saints,  O Lord,  who  now  exult  with  Thee  in  the 
kingdom  of  heaven,  during  life  awaited  in  faith  and  much  patience  the 
coming  of  Thy  glory.  What  they  believed,  I believe;  what  they  hoped,  I 
hope  for;  and  whither  they  arrived,  I trust  that  I also,  through  Thy 
grace,  shall  arrive;”  (Imitation:  Book  IV). 


“Then  you  must  be  Hsi-yung,”  1 
said.  “I  thought  you  were  safe  in  a 
Japanese  university.  Why  did  you 
return  to  China?  Are  you  a Com- 
munist? Don’t  you  realize  that  China 
is  losing  her  very  soul?” 

I was  very  upset  for  Hsi-yung’s 
father  was  a close  friend  of  mine  and 
1 knew  that  the  boy’s  return  to  China 
was  not  according  to  the  old  man’s 
plans  for  him. 

Hsi-yung  just  laughed  at  me.  “You 
are  just  as  my  father  said  you  would 
be.  Here  it  is  the  first  time  you  have 
ever  seen  me  and  already  you  are 
directing  my  life.  This  is  no  place 
to  talk.  I’ll  race  you  to  your  mis- 
sion in  Lanchi  and  there  I’ll  tell  you 
all  about  myself.  Let  the  loser  in- 
vite the  other  to  supper  tonight.” 


“You  don’t  have  to  convince  me, 
Shen  Fu,”  he  said.  “I’d  give  my 
right  arm  to  have  the  faith  you  have. 
I realize  that  the  life  of  a convinced 
Catholic  must  be  a paradise  on  earth. 
Think  of  it — to  go  through  life  con- 
vinced that  my  God  died  for  me  to 
give  me  eternal  life — believing  that 
He  has  remained  with  me  ever  since 
in  the  Blessed  Sacrament  that  I can 
receive  Him  any  day  of  the  year  into 
my  very  soul — that  even  if  I drive 
Him  out  of  my  heart.  He  will  wait 
outside  for  me  to  call  Him  back  in. 
Why  you  people  could  never  be  un- 
happy! You  Catholics  believe  that 
any  calamity:  suffering,  sorrow,  sick- 
ness and  even  death  is  allowed  by  a 
God  of  Love  in  order  to  help  you 
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obtain  Eternal  Happiness.  To  live 
my  whole  life  positive  that  I am 
nothing  but  a tiny  dependent  creature 
of  God,  I cannot  conceive  of  any 
greater  happiness.  I tell  you  this, 
Shen  Fu,  that  if  I should  ever  be 
blessed  by  this  gift  of  faith  I will  go 
the  whole  way.  Nothing  but  the  life 
of  a Cistercian  monk  will  ever  satisfy 
me.” 

. A few  days  later  the  Reds  took 
Lanchi  and  Hsi-yung  was  told  by  the 
Communists  that  his  father  would  be 
arrested  if  he,  Hsi-yung,  continued  to 
visit  the  foreign  imperialist.  A few 
months  later  the  father  was  arrested 
— as  were  all  the  wealthy  men  in 
Lanchi — and  charged  with  being  a re- 
actionary. Hsi-yung  was  ordered  to 
testify  against  his  father  but  the 
young  man  refused.  The  father  was 
shot  and  the  son  sent  to  prison  for 
a brain  wash. 

The  Reds  evidently  were  anxious 
to  convert  this  brilliant  young  man 
to  their  cause.  Hsi-yung  spent  seven 
months  in  prison — a living  death  for 
this  boy  who  had  been  raised  in  lux- 
ury. This  pagan  boy  experienced 
what  all  our  people  are  enduring 
throughout  China.  He  was  kept  in 
chains  with  conditions  increasingly 
made  worse  in  an  effort  to  force  him 
to  capitulate.  After  each  ordeal  he 
was  taken  before  judges  and  given  a 
chance  to  prove  that  he  was  finally 
rid  of  all  reactionary  ideas.  Each 
time  his  answer  was  the  same.  Each 
time  he  told  them,  “You  can  take 
away  my  physical  freedom  but  you 
can  never  take  away  my  freedom  to 
think  the  thoughts  in  which  I believe.” 

Finally  Hsi-yung  was  taken  out  of 
his  cell  one  dark  night  and  brought 
by  guards  (carried,  I heard.,  for  by 
this  time  he  was  nothing  but  a crip- 
pled emaciated  skeleton)  to  the  side 
of  a hill  just  back  of  the  Lanchi 
prison.  There  he  was  forced  to  kneel 
and  a Communist  officer  shot  him 
through  the  back  of  the  head. 
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A THOUGHT  FOR  JANUARY 


Sasebo,  Japan. 

A STRANGE  custom  features  the  completion  of  a Buddhist  picture  or 
statue.  It  is  known  as  the  eye-opening  ceremony  in  which  a soul  is 
considered  to  be  implanted  into  the  work  of  art. 

In  this  special  service  a brush  is  drawn  in  front  of  the  eyes  in  the 
symbolic  act  of  opening  them,  and  thereby  instilling  a soul  into  the  object 
which  enables  it  to  establish  contact  with  other  people.  Henceforth  the 
painting  or  statue  is  worthy  of  worship. 

Surely  one  of  the  most  precious  gifts  God  has  given  us  is  the  sense  of 
sight.  Occasionally  we  all  think  of  what  a tragedy  it  would  be  to  live  without 
being  able  to  see.  One  of  the  most  touching  stories  in  Holy  Scripture  is  that 
of  the  blind  man  who  sat  by  the  wayside  begging  the  day  that  Christ  was  on 
his  way  to  Jericho.  When  he  learned  that  Our  Lord  was  passing  by,  the  blind 
man  cried  out  repeatedly  for  the  Son  of  David  to  have  mercy  on  him.  When 
Christ  asked  him  what  he  wanted,  he  replied  simply:  “Lord,  that  I may  see.” 
To  this  request  came  the  divinely  simple  answer  : “Receive  thy  sight,  thy  faith 
has  saved  thee.” 

No  better  prayer  could  be  ours  at  the  beginning  of  a new  year  than 
simply:  “Lord,  that  I may  see.”  That  we  may  see  how  things  stand  between 
ourselves  and  God,  between  ourselves  and  our  neighbour.  That  we  may 
see  if  we  are  making  any  progress  in  virtue.  That  we  may  see  the  reasons 
why  we  are  not  doing  so  well  and  how  we  can  do  better.  That  we  may 
see  how  we  can  draw  closer  to  Christ  by  more  frequent  confession  and  Com- 
munion, by  more  attentive  attendance  at  Mass,  by  more  care  in  reciting  the 
daily  Rosary. 

Begin  the  New  Year  with  a sincere  prayer  for  sight  and  God  will  surely 
bless  you  as  He  did  the  blind  man  who  sat  by  the  roadside  begging. 


“There  is  nothing  in  the  world  that  is  real  misfortune  except  sin. 
All  other  things  that  seem  misfortune  end  in  less  than  a hundred  years 
mostly.  Sin  and  its  consequences  last  through  life  and  may  extend 
into  eternity.  Think  about  it.”  Character  Calendar. 
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FEAST 

OF  THE 

KINGS 


By 

Francis  J.  O'Crady,-  S.F.M. 


IN  Spain  and  in  countries  having 
Spanish  traditions,  the  biggest 
feast  of  the  year,  as  far  as  the 
children  are  concerned,  is  the  Feast 
of  the  Kings.  You  probably  call  it 
Little  Christmas,  or  the  Feast  of  the 
Magi,  but  in  the  Dominican  Republic 
it’s  the  Feast  of  the  Kings.  On  this 
day  the  children  receive  their  gifts 
just  as  Canadian  boys  and  girls  re- 
ceive theirs  on  Christmas  morning. 
A further  difference  is  that  the  young- 
sters here  never  heard  of  Santa  Claus. 
They  believe  that  the  Three  Kings 
brought  gifts  to  the  Christ  Child  and 
that  now  they  bring  them  to  all  good 
children  on  January  6th. 

In  Bani,  there  is  great  interest 
stirred  up  among  the  children  the  day 
before  the  Feast  of  the  Kings  when 
word  gets  around  that  the  Kings  are 
arriving.  Soon  all  children  rush  to 
the  edge  of  town  to  greet  them.  Sure 
enough  they  appear,  crowns  on  their 
heads,  riding  their  handsome  horses 
over  the  Bani  bridge  into  town. 
Behind  them  come  their  three  or 
more  pack  mules,  laden  down  with 
the  gifts.  The  children  follow  them 
as  they  ride  through  the  streets  and 
you  soon  have  a howling  mob  of 
anywhere  from  five  hundred  to  one 
thousand  small  kiddies.  The  Kings 


ride  up  to  our  hotel,  dismount  and 
enter  there  for  the  night.  Horses  and 
pack  mules  disappear  into  the  patio 
and  quiet  is  restored. 

Next  morning  the  Three  Kings, 
richly  dressed  in  flowing  robes  of 
bright  colour,  go  to  the  Children’s 
Mass.  Here  they  doff  their  crowns 
and  slowly  approach  the  crib  where 
they  place  their  gifts  for  the  Infant 
Christ.  They  sit  on  special  thrones 
for  the  Mass  and  one  should  say  that 
the  kiddies,  who  jam  the  church  on 
that  day,  have  quite  some  trouble 
being  quiet.  The  excitement  is  in- 
tense. After  Mass  will  come  the  gifts 
to  the  other  children. 

Usually  there  is  a further  proces- 
sion to  the  school  and  here  the  Kings 
give  away  toys,  clothes  to  the  poor, 
and  candies  to  all.  In  the  afternoon 
they  ride  up  to  the  hospital  and  all 
the  sick  children  receive  their  gifts. 
It’s  worth  a lot  to  see  the  eyes  of 
a sick  child  lighting  up  when  he 
actually  sees  the  Three  Kings  come 
into  the  ward  and  over  to  his  bed. 

After  the  hospital  visit,  the  Kings 
ride  away  for  another  year,  leaving 
behind  them  the  memory  of  their 
homage  to  the  Child  in  the  Crib 
and  their  kindness  to  all  good  chil- 
dren everywhere. 


Page  Fourteen 


SCARBORO 
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WITH  YOU 


“I  hope  you’re  getting  on  nicely  at 
school,”  said  Mrs.  Jones  to  her  small 
niece.  “Now,  I wonder  if  you  can  spell 
‘horse’?” 

For  a minute  the  little  girl  thought 
hard,  then  a relieved  look  dawned  in 
her  eyes. 

“I  could  if  I wanted  to,  aunty,”  she 
said  scornfully,  “but  don’t  you  think 
it  is  rather  old-fashioned?” 

★ 

A soldier  on  the  march  felt  something 
in  his  boot.  His  toe  became  painful  and 
he  was  limping  badly  by  the  time  he 
got  to  camp. 

He  took  off  his  boot  and  sock  to  bathe 
his  blistered  foot  and  found  lodged  in 
the  toe  of  the  sock  a pellet  of  paper  on 
which  was  written:  “God  bless  the 
soldier  who  wears  these  socks!” 


“Did  you  know  that  Jones  died  and 
left  everything  he  had  to  an  orphans’ 

home?” 

“No!  What  did  he  leave?” 

“Ten  children.” 

★ 

He:  “Those  two -hour  lectures  always 
make  a new  man  of  me.” 

Co-ed:  “You  mean  they  give  you 
something  you’ve  been  lacking?” 

He:  “Yes,  sleep!” 

★ 

“Honey,  madam?  Yes,  we  have  two 
brands — the  Quality  of  Mercy  brand 
and  the  Kristal  Clear  brand.” 

“Is  there  any  difference  between 
them?” 

“Yes,  madam:  the  first  is  not 

strained.” 

★ 

Pretty  Lady  (smiling  at  little  lad, 
aged  three,  proudly  watching  over  his 
little  brother,  aged  two  months) — What 
is  your  little  brother’s  name? 

Big  brother — We  don’t  know  yet:  he 
isn’t  old  enough  to  talk. 


Two  laborers  were  working  on  a very 
tall  building.  Suddenly  the  man  at  the 
top  of  the  ladder  called  to  his  mate  at 
the  bottom,  “I  say,  Jim,  come  up  here 
a minute  and  listen.” 

His  mate  slowly  climbed  the  ladder 
and  at  last,  quite  out  of  breath,  reached 
the  top,  “I  can’t  hear  anything,”  he 
said,  after  listening  intently  for  a while. 

“No,”  said  the  other.  “Ain’t  it  quiet?” 

★ 

A gentleman  was  dining  at  the  house 
of  a friend  when  he  noticed  the  very 
small  but  dignified  daughter  of  the 
house  trying  to  take  care  of  a very 
large  fork. 

His  eyes  twinkling  with  mischief,  he 
said  kindly,  “Why  don’t  you  give  up 
forks,  my  dear,  and  use  your  fingers? 
You  know,  fingers  were  made  before 
forks.” 

At  once  came  the  swift  reply:  “Mine 
weren’t.” 

★ 

Wife — What  did  you  ever  do  that 
benefitted  any  fellowman? 

Hubby — I married  you,  didn’t  I? 

★ 

Wifie  was  vigorously  powdering  her 
face  before  going  out. 

Hubby — Why  do  you  go  to  all  that 
trouble? 

Wife — Modesty,  my  dear. 

Hubby — Modesty? 

Wifie — Yes.  I’ve  no  desire  to  shine  in 
public. 

★ 

“Do  you  think  the  congregation  ap- 
proved of  my  sermon?”  asked  the  new 
rector. 

“I  think  so,”’  said  the  churchwarden, 
“some  of  ’em  were  nodding.” 
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His  Grace,  Octavio  A.  Beras,  D.D.,  Co-adjutor 
Archbishop  of  Santo  Domingo,  intones  the 
Litany  of  the  Saints  which  precedes  the 
Blessing  of  the  new  St.  Anthony's  Church, 
Guerra.  To  his  left  are:  Rev.  D.  McNeil, 

S.F.M.,  former  pastor,  and  Very  Rev.  R.  Hymus, 
S.F.M.,  Regional  Superior.  In  the  background 
are  the  local  officials  of  Guerra  (population 
500). 


Extra! 


Daniel  i 


iiT^ADRE,  when  is  the  Archbishop  coming?”  was  the  oft-repeated 
question  asked  me  by  my  parishioners  during  the  months  of  June 
and  July.  The  same  question  a year  earlier  would  have  carried  less 
significance  and  would  have  required  more  conjecture  to  answer  it.  Now 
parochial  progress  and  the  “signs  of  the  times”  gave  more  meaning  to  the 
filial  query  of  our  people.  After  all  an  Archbishop  can  come  to  make  specific 
enquiries  into  some  aspect  of  parish  management,  or  he  may  come  to  inspect 
the  “Books”,  or  he  may  be  on  a perfectly  legitimate  Pastoral  Visitation — all 
these  are  occasions  when  the  people  themselves  play  a minor  role  in  the 
episcopal  visit. 

But  in  this  parish  of  Guerra,  not  too  long  ago,  the  people’s  question  was 
answered,  for  that  was  the  day  the  Archbishop  came,  and  he  came  for  the 
people  and  the  people  were  glad.  In  this  modern  world,  with  so  much 
anxiety  on  one  hand  and  desire  for  mundane  entertainment  on  the  other,  it 


When  the  church  had  been  blessed,  the  statue 
of  St.  Anthony  was  carried  in  solemn  pro- 
cession from  the  old  church  to  its  stand  beside 
the  main  altar  of  the  new  church.  A wood- 
carved  statue  of  the  Infant  Jesus  was  carried 


at  the  head  of  the  procession. 


When  the  statue  of  St. 
of  the  Infant  is  now  in 
Father  McNeil  celebrated 
the  new  church.  All  av 
taken  up  by  the  large  ni 
in  t 


it 

dinary 

il,  S.F.M. 


Following  the  Litany  of  the  Saints,  Archbishop 
Beras  proceeds  with  the  blessing  of  the 
church.  He  is  assisted  by  Rev.  Ramberto 
Cruz,  a native  priest.  The  members  of  the 
parish  follow  in  the  procession  as  it  proceeds 
around  the  outside  of  the  church. 


is  encouraging  that  the  presence  of  a Prelate  can  gladden  the  hearts  of  his 
people.  However,  we  will  have  to  get  at  the  bottom  of  all  this,  so  we  will 
ask  little  Pedro  for  enlightenment:  “Pedro,  why  are  you  glad  the  Archbishop 
is  here  today?”  “Oh  Padre,  because  I was  confirmed  today,”  replies  Pedro 
with  condescension.  “But  aren’t  you  glad  for  any  other  reason?”  I per- 
sisted. “Oh  yes,  we  had  the  big  procession  of  St.  Anthony,”  Pedro  adds.  “But 
wasn’t  there  something  else?”  “Oh  sure,  the  Archbishop  blessed  the  new 
church!” 

Although  Pedro  took  the  new  church  for  granted,  it  was  the  result  of 
eight  years  of  longing,  praying,  some  meetings  and  some  collections  on  the 
part  of  priest  and  parishioners.  Even  all  this  proved  inadequate  to  defray 
the  expenses  involved  so  the  government  helped  us  to  build  it.  The  church, 
measuring  seventy-three  feet  long  by  thirty-nine  wide,  is  made  of  concrete 
blocks,  and  can  seat  about  two  hundred  and  fifty  but  there  is  standing  room 


ny  (note  that  the  statue 
ms)  had  been  enshrined, 
St  Mass  to  be  offered  in 
space  in  the  church  was 
af  parishioners  who  were 
nee. 


This  exterior  view  of  the  new  St.  Anthony's 
Church  shows  a part  of  the  crowd  that  could 
not  be  accommodated  in  the  church.  Approxi- 
mately 7000  people  were  present.  They  came 
in  from  all  the  outlying  missions  attached  ^ 
to  the  parish  of  Guerra. 


for  about  a hundred  more.  The  ven- 
erated Patron  of  our  church  is  St. 
Anthony.  Now  the  pastor  and  the 
parish  Society  of  St.  Anthony  are 
taking  up  collections  for  a new  altar 
and  pews.  A year  ago  I wrote  to 
Father  William  Cox,  then  at  St. 
Mary’s,  Ontario,  and  asked  him  to 
look  around  for  a second-hand 
church  organ.  The  organ  is  now  in 
the  new  church  for  the  Glory  of  God 
and  the  delight  of  a grateful  priest 
and  parishioners.  On  it  is  a little 
brass  plate  which  reads  in  Spanish: 
“Dedicated  to  the  Immaculate  Heart 
of  Mary  . . . Guerra  1952  . . . Gift 
of  Father  Cox  and  Benefactors.” 

Not  only  did  the  Lord  get  a new 
home  in  Guerra  this  year  but  the 
pastor  too  secured  a new  house  for 
himself,  thus  ending  seven  years  of 
rented,  leaky  ahodes.  I wish  sincerely 
to  thank  all  my  Canadian  and 
American  friends  who  made  the  new 
house  possible.  May  the  same  Lord 
of  Heaven  always  give  these  bene- 
factors a roof  over  their  heads. 

I didn’t  want  to  question  little 
Pedro  further  but  he  and  the  people 
must  have  been  glad  to  see  the 
Archbishop  the  day  he  blessed  the 
church,  and  put  his  seal  and  blessing 
on  the  new  parish  house,  which  is 
dedicated  to  the  Immaculate  Heart 
of  Mary  in  gratitude  for  her  help. 

A TITLE 

FOR  YOUR  WILL 

The  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission 
Society,  Scarboro  BlufFs,  On- 
tario. 

PURPOSE 

The  education  of  young  men 
for  the  Priesthood. 


The  author,  a native  son  of 
Boisdale,  N.S.,  was  ordained 
December  3,  1937,  and  sailed 
for  China  in  October,  1938. 

In  September,  1944,  he  re- 
turned to  Canada  and  was 
named  a chaplain  in  the 
Canadian  Army  in  December 
of  that  same  year.  Later  he 
was  appointed  to  Santo  Do- 
mingo. Since  writing  the  ac- 
companying article,  he  has 
been  transferred  as  Pastor  to 
the  parish  of  Miches. 

If  little  Pedro  had  been  a theolo- 
gian, he  would  also  have  told  me  that 
he  and  the  people  were  glad  that  day 
to  see  the  Archbishop  come  to  bless 
their  new  parish  buildings  and  to 
witness  the  devotion  of  those  taking 
part  in  the  procession  of  the  Blessed 
Sacrament  and  St.  Anthony  from 
their  old  shack  to  the  new  church, 
for  in  this  day  and  age  people  in 
too  many  countries  see  their  churches 
padlocked  instead.  Since  Sunday 
Mass  is  banned  in  several  hundred 
churches  in  China  and  Europe,  on 
this  day  Christ,  the  High  Priest, 
must  have  been  very  pleased  with  the 
inaugural  Mass  in  Guerra — 'the  reju- 
venated parish  which  hastens  to  make 
up  in  some  small  way  for  that  which 
is  being  lost. 


5n 

iHlemoriam 

Prayers  are  requested  for 
the  repose  of  the  souls  of: 

Mrs.  Margaret  Bradden 
Mr.  John  Keenan 

Mr.  Michael  Graham 
(Kingston  Mills  Parish) 
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SAINTS  WHO  WERE  MISSIONARIES 


Saint 

Haymand  IVonnatus 

By 

Raymond  McCarthy,  Seminarian 

AFRICA!  land  of  the  witch-doctor,  voodooism, 
sorcery  and  black  magic,  the  land  where 
■ one  false  move  may  mean  certain  death  for 
the  tinwary  victim.  This  land  was  to  become  the 
field  of  labour  for  a young  man  who  was  taken 
from  his  mother  after  she  had  died.  That  is,  “he 
was  not  born,”  hence  his  name,  Raymond  Non- 
natus  (non  - not;  natus  - born). 

Raymond  was  the  son  of  a farmer  and  at  an  early  age  he  was  called  to 
ransom  slaves  by  the  Blessed  Virgin  whom  he  had  begged  to  be  his  Mother 
since  he  had  no  earthly  mother.  He  joined  the  Mercedarian  Order  which  at 
that  time  was  engaged  in  ransoming  slaves,  under  the  direction  of  its  founder, 
St.  Peter  Nolasco. 

Shortly  after  his  entrance  into  religious  life,  Raymond,  due  to  his  holiness 
and  zeal  for  souls,  succeeded  his  master  as  ‘Ransomer’  and  thus  began  his 
life  as  a Missionary  in  Africa.  Raymond  sailed  for  Algiers  to  begin  his 
apostolate  of  ransoming  slaves.  While  engaged  in  this  work,  he  made  a large 
number  of  converts.  The  pagans  were  drawn  to  him  because  of  his  many 
acts  of  self-sacrifice  and  his  great  love  for  the  poor  who  were  held  in  the 
bondage  of  slavery. 

The  crowning  glory  of  St.  Raymond’s  labours  and  sacrifices  came  when, 
money  failing,  he,  with  true  Christ-like  charity,  offered  himself  as  a captive  to 
prerent  the  apostasy  of  those  who  remained  unransomed.  He  was  taken  by 
the  cruel  Mohammedans  and  thrown  into  a narrow  cell  where  he  could  neither 
lie  down  nor  stand  up  straight  and  all  the  while  he  was  subjected  to  the  most 
savage  tortures  and  cruel  indignities.  Finally  he  was  made  to  run  the 
gauntlet.  His  captors,  seeing  that  this  did  not  affect  his  indomitable  will, 
sentenced  him  to  death  by  impalement.  Later  this  sentence  was  commuted 
to  imprisonment. 

While  St.  Raymond  was  in  prison,  the  Mohammedans  pierced  his  lips  with 
a red  hot  iron  and  sealed  them  with  a padlock  in  punishment  of  his  greatest 
crime,  the  preaching  of  Christ  to  the  pagans  of  that  land  of  darkness.  Raymond 
was  later  freed  and  he  returned  to  Spain.  He  was  broken  in  health  and  worn 
from  the  trials  and  hardships  of  missionary  life.  The  Church,  through  Pope 
Gregory  IX,  recognizing  his  greatness,  raised  him  to  the  rank  of  Cardinal. 

Although  this  great  Missionary  died  far  from  the  land  of  his  labours,  the 
Church  entered  his  name  in  the  Roman  Martyrology;  thus,  Sain^  Raymond 
Nonnatus’  name  is  added  to  the  glorious  list  of  those  ‘Giants  of  God’,  the 
Missionary  Martyrs. 
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Scarboro  Foreign  Missions 


His  Grace,  the  Most  Rev.  Wtn.  M.  Duke,  D.D.,  Archbishop  of  Vancouver,  officially  opened  the 
1952  Bazaar  at  the  Chinese  Catholic  Mission,  Vancouver.  Pictured  with  him  are  Rev.  James 
Leonard,  S.F.M.,  pastor,  the  Grey  Sisters  of  the  immaculate  Conception  who  are  attached 
to  the  Mission,  the  Chinese  lay  people  who  organized  the  Bazaar  and  some  of  the  Grade 
school  and  kindergarten  children. 


Represesting  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society  at  the  Missionary  Exhibition  held  in  Spring- 
field,  Mass.,  last  fall,  were:  (left)  Rev.  Armand  Clement,  S.F.M.  and  (right)  Rev.  Harold  Oxley, 
S.F.M.  The  Missionary  Exhibition,  sponsored  by  the  Society  for  the  Propagation  of  the  Faith,  ^ 

Springfield,  Mass.,  lasted  for  a whole  week  and  drew  together  priests,  sisters  and  brothers  ^ 

from  practically  every  Missionary  Order  in  Canada  and  the  United  States. 
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Centre  left  is  Mrs.  Arthur  Lee  and  her  daughter,  Janet  Frances  Xavier,  two  recently  baptized 
members  of  the  Chinese  Mission,  Vancouver.  Mrs.  Lee  is  President  of  the  Ladies'  Auxiliary  of 
the  Mission.  To  the  left  are  Sister  Mary  Youville,  Superior,  and  Sister  Mary  Isabel,  two  of  the 
Grey  Sisters  of  the  Immaculate  Conception  (Pembroke,  Ont.)  attached  to  the  Mission. 


4t  Home  And  In  Fields  Afar 


Late  in  November  word  was  received  at  the  Mother  House  of  the  arrival  in  Hong  Kong  of 
Rev,  Craig  Strang,  S.F.M.  (St.  John's,  Nfid.),  in  that  port  of  freedom.  The  above  picture  was 
taken  when  Fr.  Strang  was  attached  to  the  parish  of  Tsingtien,  China.  With  him  are  two 
catechists  who,  in  former  days,  assisted  in  the  task  of  teaching  doctrine  to  the  catechumens. 
Father  Strang  arrived  at  the  Mother  House  of  the  Society  (Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ont.)  on 

December  8th. 

CHILDHOOD  LOVES -THE  SAME  THE  WORLD  OVER 


A boy  and  his  dog!  A girl  and  her  doll!  Is 
anything  more  symbolic  of  the  universality  of 
childhood's  loves? 


THE  BELLS  OF  HOPPniVGI 

By 

Michael  T.  Cox,  S.F.M. 


IT  WAS  a warm,  sunny  morning 
in  September.  The  jeep  motor 
was  humming  which  was  the  sig- 
nal for  us  to  pick  up  our  books  and 
start  out  on  our  first  adventure  at 
the  Japanese  language.  Wending  our 
way  through  the  heavy  early  morn- 
ing traffic,  so  typical  of  Tokyo  streets, 
we  eventually  arrived  at  the  Tokyo 
district  of  Roppongi.  Here  is  situ- 
ated the  language  school  which  was 
established  during  the  summer  by  the 
Franciscan  Fathers  for  the  benefit 
of  missionary  priests  and  sisters  who 
wish  to  study  the  Japanese  language. 

Our  arrival  at  the  school  reminded 
one  of  one’s  first  day  in  college, 
strange  surroundings,  strange  faces 
and  a certain  delight  at  the  starting 
in  of  a new  study.  A cursory  glance 
revealed  that  we  numbered  about 
fourteen  students.  The  opening  day 
was  prefaced  by  a Votive  Mass  of  the 
Holy  Spirit  celebrated  by  the  Apo- 
stolic Delegate  to  Japan,  His  Excel- 
lency, the  Most  Rev.  Maximilien  de 
Furstenberg,  assisted  by  two  of  the 
Franciscan  Fathers.  After  Mass,  His 
Excellency  delivered  a short  message 
of  welcome  and  also  asked  the  bless- 
ing of  God  on  our  work  throughout 
the  year.  Following  this,  we  repaired 
to  the  refectory  for  tea  and  a “get 
acquainted”  session.  Here  we  learned 
that,  besides  ourselves,  there  were  in 
the  group  five  Maryknoll  Fathers 
from  the  United  States,  one  Columban 
Father  from  Ireland,  three  Eucharis- 
tic Sisters  of  the  Most  Holy  Trinity 
from  Mexico  and  three  Franciscan 
Fathers.  During  this  session  we  were 
given  a cordial  welcome  to  the  school 
by  Rev.  Alphonsus  Schneuzenberg, 
Far  East  Superior  of  the  Franciscan 
Fathers. 
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The  Japanese  teacher  poses  with  five  of  his 
pupils.  The  author  (extreme  right),  a native 
of  Glace  Bay,  N.S.,  went  to  Japan  in  Septem- 
ber 1951.  He  is  the  brother  of  Rev.  Wm.  Cox, 
S.F.M.,  Treasurer  General  of  the  Scarboro 
Foreign  Mission  Society  and  a member  of  the 
Society's  General  Council.  Standing  next  to 
Father  Cox  is  Father  Patrick  McNamara, 
S.F.M.  (Toronto). 

The  formal  introductions  being 
over,  “The  Bells  of  Roppongi” 
sounded  for  the  first  time,  indicating 
that  our  first  class  in  the  language 
was  about  to  begin.  We  went  to  our 
respective  seats  in  the  classroom  and 
at  that  moment  a little  Japanese 
teacher  walked  in  and  took  his  place 
behind  the  teacher’s  desk.  From 
the  outset  it  was  evident  who  was 
going  to  be  the  boss  in  the  classroom. 

Our  first  class  consisted  in  going 
over  each  individual  word  in  the 
lesson  and  having  each  student  pro- 
nounce every  word  three  or  four 
times  beginning  with  the  word  for 
good  morning  “ohayoo  gozimasu” 
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anil  ending  with  the  word  for  good- 
bye “sayooiiara.”  Naturally  the  first 
session  proved  very  amusing  to  hear 
the  strange  sounds  uttered  from  the 
lips  of  the  new  students.  During  the 
recess  which  followed,  we  were  so 
confused  that  we  wondered  if  each 
one  of  us  would  apply  to  his  re- 
spective Superior  for  permission  to 
go  back  to  his  homeland.  However, 
we  pulled  ourselves  together  and  be- 
came brave  enough  to  enter  the 
second  class.  Thus  from  day  to  day, 
for  four  hours  a day,  five  days  a 
week,  we  plugged  along.  Now,  as 
we  are  about  to  set  out  for  parish 
w^ork  after  our  year  of  study,  we  are 
stil  not  too  “zyoosu”  (good)  at  the 
language,  yet  we  have  at  least  the 
conviction  that  it  can  be  mastered. 

The  high  light  of  the  school  year 
was  a play  in  Japanese  put  on  by  the 
Franciscan  Fathers  on  the  eve  of 
Ash  Wednesday.  It  was  a play  which 
employed  all  the  grammatical  con- 
structions etc.,  of  the  Japanese  langu- 
age which  we  had  studied  up  to  that 
time.  Besides  the  play,  there  was  a 
musical  programme  put  on  by  the 
teachers  and  pupils.  All  were  in 
agreement  that  it  was  a day  to  be 
remembered  and  a good  break  from 
the  daily  routine  of  class  work. 

Many  amusing  anecdotes  are  told 
about  students  who  are  trying  to 
master  a new  language.  There  are 
two  which  stand  out  in  my  mind  with 
regard  to  our  particular  study.  There 
is  a story  told  about  a student  who 
thought  that  he  would  go  to  a vege- 
table store  to  practice  his  Japanese. 
Instead  of  using  the  word  for  “car- 


rots”, he  used  a similar  word  which 
means  “human  being.”  You  can 
imagine  the  look  on  the  storekeeper’s 
face  when  he  heard,  “How  much  are 
your  human  beings?”  On  another 
occasion  a student  was  driving  along 
in  a taxi  and  said  to  the  driver  in 
his  best  Japanese,  “It’s  raining  quite 
heavily  today.”  To  his  surprise,  the 
driver  replied  in  English,  “Sorry,  1 
don’t  speak  English.”  These  and 
similar  circumstances,  although  em- 
barrassing at  times,  are  certainly 
good  tests  of  one’s  humility  and  pa- 
tience. They  indicate  that  we  must 
get  back  to  the  books. 

The  school-year  officially  termin- 
ated with  Benediction  of  the  Blessed 
Sacrament  given  by  His  Excellency, 
the  Apostolic  Delegate.  It  was 
attended  by  the  teachers  and  pupils 
and  also  the  Superiors  of  the 
various  Orders  and  Societies.  All 
in  all,  the  year  was  a successful  one 
and  we  are  deeply  grateful  to  the 
Franciscan  Fathers  for  establishing 
the  school,  not  only  because  of  the 
language  study,  but  also  because  it 
gave  us  an  opportunity  to  meet  many 
other  missionaries  who  are  also 
working  for  the  salvation  of  souls 
in  this  beautiful  country  of  Japan. 

As  I complete  this  article  on  the 
eve  of  setting  out  for  my  first  assign- 
ment in  parish  work,  “The  Bells  of 
Roppongi”  have  already  sounded  for 
another  year.  We  ask  for  your 
prayers,  dear  reader.  Pray  that  mis- 
sionaries may  grasp  this  language  so 
that  they  can  lead  this  great  nation 
to  a knowledge  and  love  of  the  God 
Who  created  them. 


YOUR  WILL  AND  THE  MISSIONS 


If  you  wish  your  name  to  be  perpetuated  in  grateful  hearts, 
your  will  should  include  the  Missions. 

Our  legal  title: 

'^SCARBORO  FOREIGN  MISSION  SOCIETY,  SCARBORO  BLUFFS,  ONT.  ' 
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PAROCHIAL  SMATTERS 

(Concluded) 

By  John  E.  Gault,  S.F.M. 


Chocolate  Fairyland 

The  irony  of  things!  Did  you  ever  make  your  way,  on  muleback,  through 
a tropical  plantation  of  cacao  trees,  dodging  the  low-lying  branches  while 
munching  on  a ten  cent  chocolate  bar  from  Pennsylvania?  Well,  I did.  One 
could  reach  out  and  pick  olf  more  chocolate  in  two  seconds  than  is  contained 
in  a whole  carton  of  your  favorite  chocolate  bar.  Unfortunately,  nature  in  the 
raw  doesn’t  taste  so  good. 

Circus  Material 

One  day,  as  I was  spurring  a mule  up  a steep  river  bank,  I met  a woman 
descending  the  narrow  path.  On  her  head  she  was  balancing  a wooden  box 
(about  two  feet  square),  filled  with  miscellaneous  articles.  In  her  left  hand 
she  carried  an  ordinary-sized  kitchen  chair.  Her  right  hand  remained  free 
to  manipulate  her  precious  “cachimbo”  (pipe)..  In  order  to  let  me  pass  she 
had  to  change  the  chair  from  one  hand  to  the  other.  She  did  this  without 
effort  while  descending  the  steep,  rough  slope  and  without  losing  the  perfect 
balance  of  the  heavy  box  on  her  head.  Try  it  sometime. 

Goldylocks  and  the  Little  Bare 

A young  girl,  about  eight  years  of  age,  approached  my  confessional  during 
a High  Mass.  Without  her  knowing  it,  her  little  brother  (four  years  old) 
followed  close  behind.  She  was  all  dressed  up  for  the  occasion  but  he  had 
failed  to  put  on  so  much  as  a pair  of  socks.  It  was  only  upon  her  leaving  the 
confessional  that  she  noticed  him  leaning  against  the  nearest  pillar.  She  didn’t 
like  what  she  saw  and  tried  to  lure  the  little  fellow  out  the  back  door  without 
making  any  fuss.  However,  as  she  edged  closer  to  him,  he  slowly  made  his 
way  ahead  of  her  up  the  centre  of  the  church  toward  the  altar  rail.  This  was 
all  taking  place  to  the  solemn  tune  of  “Gloria  in  excelsis  Deo”,  being  sung  by 
a choir  of  four  nuns,  who  looked  down  on  the  scene  from  the  balcony. 

About  halfway  up  the  church  the  girl  managed  to  grip  her  quarry  by 
the  shoulders.  He  slipped  away  but  she  grasped  his  hands.  Immediately,  he 
let  his  feet  slip  from  under  him  so  as  to  give  her  the  full  benefit  of  his  weight. 
Notwithstanding,  she  got  a firm  grip  around  his  waist  and  slipped  a hand 
over  his  mouth  for  fear  a shrill  shriek  might  further  disturb  the  solemn 
ceremonies.  Little  by  little  she  edged  him  toward  the  side  door.  Then  it 
happened.  His  naked  body  eluded  her  grip  and  his  head  smacked  against  the 
concrete  floor.  The  hitherto  frustrated  vocal  expression  of  his  distress  was  let 
loose  with  all  its  fury.  Strange  to  say,  that  solved  the  problem.  Without 
further  ado,  he  darted  from  the  church  and  headed  for  home.  Our  “Goldy- 
locks” then  piously  made  her  way  to  her  place  to  prepare  to  receive  Holy 
Communion. 
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Dear  Buds, 

Christmas  holidays  are  over  and  now  you  are  back  to  your  studies 
for  the  last  term  of  the  school  year.  I hope  that  you  enjoyed  your  little 
break  from  school.  No  doubt  you  find  it  hard  to  get  settled  down  to 
your  studies  again.  Remember  that  all  play  and  no  work  would  be 
dull  too. 

Since  January  is  the  beginning  of  a new  year,  it  is  well  for  you  all  to 
make  the  coming  year  better  than  last  year.  Before  you  make  any 
resolutions,  and  you  shouldn’t  make  too  many,  you  ought  to  do  a wee  bit 
of  thinking  about  your  behaviour  in  the  past  year.  You  ought  to  figure 
out  where  you  failed.  Perhaps  you  have  not  done  your  duty  towards 
your  parents  or  your  teachers.  Whatever  you  have  failed  in,  you  must 
try  to  do  better  this  coming  year.  By  yourselves,  dear  buds,  you  cannot 
do  better.  But  you  can  and  will  do  better  if  you  ask  God  and  His  Mother 
to  help  you  So  be  sure  to  ask  God  to  help  you.  If  you  try  better  each 
year,  with  God’s  help,  you  will  grow  up  to  be  good  women  and  men. 

Don’t  forget  the  Missions  in  your  resolutions.  Are  you  pleased  with 
what  you  have  done  for  the  poor  pagan  children  in  the  past  year?  Can 
you  not  do  better?  They  begin  a new  year  too  but  how  different  it  is 
from  ours!  They  do  not  know  about  Christ,  Heaven,  Our  Blessed  Mother. 
You  can  help  some  of  them  to  receive  the  faith  this  year  by  your  prayers 
and  other  good  works.  How  about  going  to  Mass  and  Holy  Communion 
one  day  each  month  for  them?  Christ  told  us  to  ask  and  we  shall  receive. 
So  won’t  you  ask  for  them?  Your  prayers  will  be  answered  and  in  the 
year  1953  more  pagans  will  be  granted  the  great  gift  of  faith.  They  will 
be  able  too  to  enjoy  the  blessings  that  are  ours.  In  return,  God  will 
bless  you. 

May  you  all  have  a happy  and  holy  New  Year. 

God  bless  you. 

Father  Jim. 


“Let  the  mind  be  trained  to  think  love  of  God,  the  lips  to  elicit  acts 
of  love  of  God,  the  body  and  limbs  to  work  out  of  love  of  God,  so  that  all 
that  we  think  or  say  or  do  will  be  permeated  through  and  through  with 
the  spirit  of  Divine  Love.” 
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Dear  Father  Jim: 

I teould  like  very  much  to  be- 
come a member  of  the  Little 
Flower  s Rose  Garden.  I am  thir- 
teen years  old  and  in  grade  eight 
at  St.  Anne^s  School,  Glace  Bay. 
I pray  hard  for  the  success  of  the 
missions  all  over  the  world. 

I hope  to  hear  from  you  soon. 
Yours  Sincerely, 

Mary  Mischiek, 

8 Essex  St., 

Glace  Bay,  N.S. 

Dear  Mary: 

We  are  glad  to  have  you  in  our 
Rose  Garden.  It  is  good  to  know 
that  young  people  want  to  please 
our  Dear  Lord  by  helping  His 
missions.  St.  Theresa,  I’m  sure, 
must  he  pleased  also  as  she  is  our 
Patroness  Don’t  forget  to  ask 
her  to  help  our  new  mission  in 
Africa  and  also  to  protect  our  mis- 
sionaries in  China.  They  need 
our  prayers  very  badly.  Please 
don’t  forget  them.  They  will  not 
forget  you  . 

Sincerely  yours  in  Christ, 
Father  Jim. 

Dear  Father  Jim: 

I would  like  very  much  to  be- 
come a member  of  the  Little 
FloweFs  Rose  Garden.  I pray 
every  night  for  the  missions  and 
hope  you  will  succeed  in  finding 
new  priests  and  a new  seminary. 


I am  eleven  years  old.  Will  you 
please  send  me  a mite  box  and 
ril  try  to  save  all  the  pennies  I 
can. 

Your  truly, 

Nancy  lacovino, 

254  Darling  St., 
Brantfortl,  Ont. 

Dear  Nancy: 

Thank  you  so  much  for  your 
letter  and  a great  big  welcome  to 
the  Rose  Garden!  You  have  the 
right  idea  praying  for  the  mis- 
sions every  night.  I sure  wish  all 
our  Buds  would  do  that.  Some- 
times I think  we  forget  about  the 
Foreign  Missions.  We  mean  well, 
of  course,  but  other  things  creep 
into  our  lives,  and  the  missions  are 
forgotten.  I’m  glad  you  remem- 
bered our  seminary,  too.  We  still 
need  that  very  badly  and  1 want 
you  to  continue  to  pray  for  more 
vocations  to  the  priesthood. 

We  will  soon  be  opening  a Mis- 
sion in  Africa  so  we  will  be  need- 
ing lots-  of  prayers.  Our  priests 
going  there  will  have  to  undergo 
many  hardships  and  will  be 
counting  on  the  prayers  of  the 
Rose  Buds.  So  please  see  what 
you  can  do  for  them  in  the  way 
of  prayers,  will  you,  Nancy? 

Sincerely  yours  in  Christ, 
Father  Jim. 


Page  Twenty«’Sm 


SCARBORO 


HONOR  ROLL  of  the  SCARBORO  MISSIONS 


Be  it  known  that  by  their  prayers  and  monetary  sacrifices 
which  they  have  offered  to  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission 
Society  the  following  Schools  have  made  a notable  contribu- 
tion to  our  work  and  such  aid  must  be  duly  acknowledged. 

Catholic  School, 
i Boiiavista,  Nfld. 

St.  Joseph’s  School, 
St.  John’s  East,  Nfld. 

All  Hallow's  Convent. 
1 Corner  Brook,  Nfld. 

Grade  8, 

St.  Peter’s  School, 
London,  Out. 

Grades  6,  7,  8, 

De  La  Salle  School, 
Windsor,  Ont. 

St.  Mark’s  Convent, 
Prescott,  Ont. 

St.  Mary’s  School, 
Bradford,  Out. 

St.  Agatha  School 
St.  Agatha,  Ont. 

Room  4, 

Oiir  Lady  of  Lourdes  School, 
Toronto,  Out. 

St.  Patrick’s  High  School, 
Fort  William,  Out. 

Grade  5, 

Cathedral  School, 

Pembroke,  Ont. 

St.  Francis  Xavier’s  Convent, 
Corner  Brook,  Nfld. 

Grade  IX, 

St.  Joseph’s  Academy, 
Lindsay,  Ont. 

St.  Anne’s  School,  Grade  IV, 
Glace  Bay,  N.S. 

St.  Patrick’s  Convent, 

St.  John’s,  Nfld. 

St.  Mary’s  School, 

Lindsay,  Ont. 

Presentation  Convent  School, 
Harbour  Grace,  Nfld. 

Presentation  Convent, 
Ferryland,  Nfld. 

Presentation  Convent, 
Carbonear,  C.B.,  Nfld. 

Convent  of  Mercy, 
Marystown,  Nfld. 

Knight’s  Cove  School, 
Bonavista  Bay,  Nfld. 

St.  Columban’s  Girls’  School, 
Cornwall,  Ont. 

Adjala  Union  Separate  School, 
Colgan,  Ont. 

College  of  Our  Lady  of  Mercy, 
St.  John’s,  Nfld. 

St.  Joseph’s  School, 
Windsor,  Nfld. 

St.  Patrick’s  Girls’  Grammar  Sch. 
Halifax,  N.S. 

St.  Margaret’s  School, 
Alexandria,  Ont. 

_ St.  John’s  School, 
Edmonton,  Alta. 

St.  Gabriel  School, 
Biggar,  Sask. 

St.  Mary’s  School, 
Deep  River,  Ont. 

1 

Holy  Family  School, 

Hamilton,  Ont. 
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Fr.  Stranqs  Crnssword  Puzzle 


ACROSS 

1 — Pussy’s  piece  de  resistance. 

7 — Good  tidings. 

13 —  Falsetto  for  a basso. 

14 —  Members  of  the  Order  of  Mary 
Immaculate  (abbr.) 

IG — Printer’s  measure. 

17 —  These  make  a boat  go. 

18—  Trial. 

19 —  Symbol  for  Our  Lord. 

20 —  A small  place. 

22 — Irritating. 

24— Bustle. 

26 —  Prefix  pluralized. 

27 —  Famous  Chinese  actor  (Chinese  name 
of  Fr.  Macintosh). 

28 —  ^Army  Corp  Administration  (abbr.). 

29 —  Clever. 

31 — Soapstones. 

33 —  System  of  weight  and  measure. 

34 —  Ecclesiastical  banns. 

37 —  Simpletons. 

38 — - - - e:  nimble. 

39—  Still. 

46 —  Great  Lake 

47 —  College  students—contracted. 

48—  The  first  corpse. 


Solution  to  Lost  Month's 
Puzzle 
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•t9 — We  Don’t  Kixow ; artificial  ianguaye. 

.50 — Rest. 

51 —  International  Women’s  Organization 
(abbr.). 

52 —  Religious  ceremony. 

.54 — Obliges. 

5(> — Former  Russian  ruler. 

57 —  ^At  home. 

58 —  Burden. 

GO — Vex. 

()2 — The  smallest  State  (abbr.). 

0.3 — St.  Paul  wrote  an  epistle  to  the  Chris- 
tians of  this  country. 

05 — Canadian  Province. 

07 — Inefficiently. 

0.S — Misfortunes. 

DOWN 

1—  Tricky. 

2 —  A news  agency  (abbr.). 

3 —  Run  with  a peculiar  gait. 

4 man : Syrian  captain  cured  by  Elias. 

5 — “Jesus  of  Nazareth,  King  of  the 
Jews’’. 

0 — Doing  one’s  work  during  vacation — 
proverbial  phrase  (2  wds.  8,7,). 

7 —  Large  church  with  the  pointed  style 
of  mediaeval  architecture  (2  wds. 
6,9). 

8—  Heed. 

9 —  Solicitors  at  Law  (abbr.). 


10 —  Soft  blows. 

11 —  French  and  Latin  “and”. 

12 —  Lexicon. 

13 —  Border  opposite  to  the  nortli  west 
(abbr.  and  4 letter  word). 

15 — Sprinkles. 

21 — Capucian  (abbr.). 

25 — Tropical  edible  plant. 

30 —  Be  in  debt : infinitive  mood  (2  wds. 
2,5). 

31 —  Bunch  of  flexible  things. 

32 —  Heroic  stories. 

33 —  The  countess  of  Canossa,  champion  of 
Gregory  VII  (contracted). 

35 nz;  fortified  city  in  S.W.  Germany. 

.36 — A metal. 

.’19 — Latest  get-up  (2  wds.  3,3). 

40 —  Collection  of  orders,  rubrics,  etc. 

41 —  Colour. 

42 —  Rotate  quickly. 

43 —  A wading  bird. 

44 —  Latest  facilities  (2  wds.  3,4). 

45 —  The  doxology. 

53 —  ^Artificial  language : reading  up : a 

man. 

54 —  Crosspiece  on  the  wicket. 

55 —  Storing  place  for  fodder. 

56 —  Mounds  before  “fore”. 

.59 — Old  Testament  English  (abbr.). 

61 — ^Units  of  weight  (abbr.). 

64 — Southern  State  (abbr.). 

66 — Prefix  again. 


“The  sweet  attractiveness  of  childhood  reaches  its  perfection  in  the 
Divine  Child.  No  wonder  this  same  Divine  Child,  when  He  had  grown 
to  manhood,  taught  us  that  ‘Unless  you  become  as  little  children  you 
shall  not  enter  the  kingdom  of  heaven’.”  Character  Calendar. 


GRAND  DRAW  WINNERS 

The  following  are  the  prize  winners  in  the  Annual  Draw  held  in 
connection  with  Millionaire’s  Night,  Columbus  Hall,  Toronto, 
November  19,  1952. 


1st  prize  — CEDAR  CHEST 

2nd  prize  — CHAIR 

3rd  prize  — BRIDGE  SET 

4th  prize  — KITCHEN  CLOCK 

5th  prize  — SILVER  PLATE 

Draw  for  Seller’s  Prize: 

RADIO 


Mr.  S.  L.  Rich, 

106  Old  Forest  Hill  Drive, 
Toronto. 

Mr.  McCormack, 

27  Glen  Elm, 

Toronto. 

Mrs.  M.  Hurley, 

1110  Danforth  Ave  , 
Toronto. 

Mr.  M.  C.  Knowlton, 

201  Vesta  Drive, 

Toronto. 

Mr.  A.  A.  McNamee, 

• 243  Redpath, 

Toronto. 

Mr.  K.  Boehler, 

77  Chudleigb, 

Toronto. 
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NEVER  TAKE  ND 


The  Wonderful  Story  u 


In  the  small  town  of  Assisi,  a 
familiar  sight  is  the  orphan  boy, 
Peppino,  and  his  donkey,  Vio- 
letta. Peppino’s  Philosophy  is 
“Never  Take  No  For  An  Answer.” 
His  friend  and  confident  is  Father 
Damico. 


One  day,  Violetta,  the  donkey 
falls  sick.  The  local  vet  has  no 
success  affecting  a cure.  Pep- 
pino decides  to  take  his  ailing 
friend  to  the  crypt  of  St.  Francis, 
who  loved  all  animals. 


He  is  refused  by  the  local  authoi 
ities.  So  he  uses  his  small  sa^ 
ings  to  go  to  Rome  where  t 
tries  to  gain  an  audience  wit 
the  Pope  but  he  is  rebufifed  b 
the  Swiss  Guards. 


{English  Dialogue) 


Showings  in  Canada  may  be  arranged  through  the  Scarboro  Foreign 
Mission  Society.  For  bookings,  address  your  inquiries: 

Rev.  John  McGoey,  S.F.M. 

Telephone:  RAndolph  0013  60  Crescent  Rood,  Toronto  5,  Ont. 


The  Latest  Addition  To  Our  Film  Library 


\\ 


ff 


That  I May  See 

(16mm  — 60  minutes) 

A new  approach  to  the  filming  of  the  Passion  of  Christ  produced,  by 
Fr.  Peyton’s  Family  Theatre.  Filmed  in  Ffollywood  and  starring 
NELSON  LEIGH  as  the  Christus  and  RICHARD  HALE  as  Pontius 
Pilate. 

This  film  is  now  available  for  showings  by  priests  of  the  Scarboro 
Foreign  Mission  Society. 

All  proceeds  are  divided  between  the 
Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society 
and  Father  Peyton’s  Family  Theatre. 

Address  inquiries: 

Rev.  John  McGoey,  S.F.M.,  60  Crescent  Rd.,  Toronto  5,  Ont. 
Telephone:  RAndolph  0013 
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Dfl  AN  ANSWER 

Wonderful  Adventure — 


er  days  of  discouragement,  he 
an  inspiration.  He  buys  a 
.quet  of  violets,  attaches  a 
e which  he  hands  to  the  Swiss 
ard.  The  Guard  gives  them  to 
Irish  student. 


The  flowers  pass  from  hand  to 
hand  until  they  reach  their  des- 
tination. The  boy  is  missing  un- 
til the  Swiss  Guards,  after  a 
merry  chase  through  the  corri- 
dors, grab  him. 


They  carry  him  off  for  his  aud- 
ience. His  mission  accomplished, 
Peppino  returns  to  Assisi  and 
his  donkey  . . . rewarded  by 
his  philosophy  — “Never  Take 
No  For  An  Answer”. 


Out  of  Italy  Comes  the  Most  Soul-Stirring  Picture  of  Our  Times 

THE  QIRL 

FROM  THE  MARSHES 

The  dramatic  story  of  Saint  Maria  Goretti 

(Italian  Dialogue  — English  sub-titles) 

16mm.  Rentals  ^25.00  per  showing 

Address  inquiries: 

Rev.  John  McGoey,  S.F.M. 

60  Crescent  Rood 
Toronto  5,  Ont. 

Telephone:  RAndolph  0013 
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CHECK 

Changing  Your  Address?  VAIIB 

Send  Us  This  Address  ■ 

and  New  Address  Three  KlfOlBY 
Weeks  Before  Moving  Date  ■ 

DATE 

HELP  US 

BUILD 

Coose  change  does  the  trick 

BUY  A BRICK 

USE  THIS  HANDY  FORM 

Very  Rev.  Superior  General, 

Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society, 

Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ont. 

Dear  Father  General: 

I realize  that  your  needs  are  most  pressing  right  now  therefore  I 

enclose  $ ; to  huy  Brick  (s)  for  your  new 

seminary.  Please  send  me  an  official  receipt  for  computing  Income  Tax 
Deductions  for  contributions  made  to  religious  and  educational  purposes. 


From  ... 
Address 


February, 1953 


TO  HELP  THE  MISSIONS 
AND  ASSURE  YOURSELF 
A PERAAANENT  INCOME 

Investigate  th4  Scarboro 
Foreign  Mission  Society 

ANNUITY  PLAN 


Your  investment  pays  an  attractive  interest 
payable  monthly,  quarterly,  semi-annuall/  or 
annually,  according  to  your  instructions. 

You  receive  your  interest  cheque  regularly  as 
long  as  you  live. 

Your  investment  supports  you  and  supports  our 
missions  in  China,  Japan  and  Santo  Domingo. 


To  help  yourself  and  the  Missions  write  today  for  details  to: 

VERY  REV.  SUPERIOR  GENERAL, 

SCARBORO  FOREIGN  MISSION  SOCIETY, 

SCARBORO  BLUFFS,  ONT. 

It  will  be  a decision  you  will  never  regret! 
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EDITORIAL 


Let’s  Cut  The  Sentimentality 


IN  the  past  couple  of  months  Jackson  and  Suchan  were  hung  in  Ontario  and 
Mrs.  Pitre  in  Quebec.  The  “sob  sisters”  had  a heyday  of  it  and  the 
newspaper  columns  were  fit  to  jerk  tears  from  the  president  of  Murder 
Incorporated. 

Now  no  sane  person  could  approve  of  the  idea  of  the  unwarranted  taking 
of  human  life.  Over  and  above  the  fact  that  such  an  action  is  contrary  to  the 
Fifth  Commandment  of  God,  there  is  something  innately  repugnant  in  the 
thought.  The  Ten  Commandments  were  given  by  God  as  a guide  to  human 
behaviour,  both  for  the  individual  and  Society.  Man-made  laws  are  only  just 
when  they,  too,  have  the  good  of  the  individual  and  Society  as  their  object  and 
the  closer  they  are  modeled  on  the  principles  of  the  Ten  Commandments,  the 
more  right  and  just  they  are.  Laws,  then,  are  made  to  benefit  the  individual 
and  Society,  and  they  are  good  insofar  as  they  fulfil  this  purpose  when 
interpreted  with  justice  and  equity. 

But  any  law  to  be  effective  must  carry  a penalty  for  the  one  who  breaks  it. 
There  are  penalties  attached  to  the  breaking  of  the  Ten  Commandments  of  God. 
In  like  manner  there  are  penalties  attached  to  the  breaking  of  our  civil  laws. 
The  law  of  our  land  forbids  the  taking  of  another’s  life  and  the  penalty  for 
violating  that  law  is  death  by  hanging.  That  law  is  for  the  protection  of  the 
individual  and  of  Society.  The  law  is  well  promulgated,  and  everyone  knows  it. 
When  the  sentence  of  death  is  passed  on  one  found  guilty  of  a premeditated 
taking  of  another’s  life,  that  is  a just  sentence — any  other  would  be  unjust  and 
an  offence  against  Canada’s  Criminal  Code. 

It  may  be  argued  that  when  a man  shoots  down  another  in  attempting  to 
escape  arrest  or  identification,  that  there  is  a lack  of  premeditation.  Perhaps 
at  the  very  instant  of  firing  the  fatal  shot,  it  was  lacking.  But  there  was 
certainly  no  lack  of  premeditation  in  the  formation  of  his  plans.  Once  he  put  a 
loaded  gun  in  his  pocket,  he  intended  to  kill  if  the  necessity  arose.  He  might 
hope  that  there  will  be  no  need  to  kill  but  he  knows  that  he  will  kill  if  his  escape 
requires  it.  There  is  no  doubt  as  to  the  premeditation  of  his  action. 

We  all  know  that  killings  are  effected  in  different  ways  and  that  some 
killings  are  not  premeditated.  The  law  recognizes  this  and  when  such  is  proven 
to  be  the  fact,  sentence  is  more  lenient.  But  when  premeditation  is  a proven 
fact — and  certainly  to  carry  a loaded  revolver  on  a stick-up  job  or  to  place  a 
time  bomb  on  an  airplane  or  to  spike  someone’s  drink  with  poison  is  proof  of 
intent  to  kill  — it  seems  stupid  to  saturate  the  columns  of  newspapers  with  a lot 
of  bilge  water  that  has  only  the  effect  of  placing  a halo  of  false  martyrdom 
about  the  head  of  the  criminal. 

We  are  jealous  of  our  liberty.  Let’s  protect  it  by  being  equally  jealous 
of  the  laws  that  govern  that  liberty. 
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The  Magi  vs.  Santa  Claus 


By 

Joseph  Murphy,  S.F.M. 


La  fiesta  de  los  Reyes — The 
Feast  of  the  Magi!  We  are  glad 
to  see  it  come;  we  take  to  the 
showers  when  it  is  gone,  and  thank 
God  that  some  of  us  are  still  sane. 
For  this  day  to  the  Dominican 
youngsters  is  what  Christmas  is  to 
Canadian  and  American  kiddies. 

A few  days  before  the  big  day — 
January  6th,  there  mysteriously  ap- 
pear in  our  various  rectories  tiny 
shoes  filled  with  grass.  The  footwear 
belongs  to  the  town  moppets ; the 
grass  is  fodder  for  the  camels  of  the 
Three  Wise  Men.  The  Magij  of  course, 
are  expected  to  feed  their  beasts  with 
this,  and  in  exchange  leave  candy  or 
a toy  in  each  shoe  to  delight  its 
owner’s  young  heart. 

The  story  is  told  of  an  inex- 
perienced pastor  who  made  the  error 
of  “joining  in  the  fun”.  This  good 
Father  extracted  the  grass  from  the 
shoes,  piled  it  neatly  in  a corner,  and 
then  dutifully  filled  the  shoes  with 
candy,  yo-yo  balls,  balloons,  etc.  In- 
nocently, he  stayed  around  to  see  the 
fun.  That  was  fatal.  The  moppet- 
mob  descended  like  a plague  of  lo- 
custs. Hundreds  of  youngsters 
screamed  and  fought  for  their  shoes, 
blew  up  the  balloons  and  burst  them 


in  their  pastor’s  face  and  topped  all 
by  getting  the  idea  that  his  new  white 
cassock  was  a handy  towel  on  which 
to  wipe  their  gooey  hands. 

Seriously  though,  there  is  some- 
thing very  fine  behind  the  Feast  of 
Los  Reyes.  Here  the  children  believe 
that  they  receive  their  gifts  from  the 
Wise  Men — as  did  the  Christ  Child. 
Up  North  you  have  that  good-natured 
commercial  bluffer  — Santa  Claus. 
There  is  little  to  connect  him  with 
the  One  on  Whose  birthday  he  makes 
his  rounds. 

As  we  start  the  New  Year,  all  of  us 
down  here  in  Santo  Domingo  thank 
you,  dear  readers,  for  the  prayers  and 
alms  you  have  offered  in  the  past 
twelve  months  to  support  our  work. 
Like  the  Three  Wise  Men  of  old,  you 
have  brought  your  gifts  to  the  Christ 
Child  Who  is  being  born  anew  in  the 
hearts  and  souls  of  the  people  of  Santo 
Domingo.  We,  as  the  New  Year  be- 
gins, renew  our  pledge  to  give  you 
a daily  remembrance  in  our  Masses 
and  prayers,  begging  the  God  of  all 
blessings  to  be  mindful  of  your  needs 
and  to  reward  your  faith  and  charity 
in  the  manner  best  suited  to  assure 
your  eternal  salvation. 


Father  Craig  Strang  (left), 
author  of  "Journey  Into  Free- 
dom" (next  page),  engages  in 
an  informal  talk  with  a former 
campaigner  in  China,  Father 
Harold  Murphy,  S.F.M.,  Spiritual 
Director  of  St.  Francis  Xavier 
Seminary,  and  a well-known 
contributor  to  "Scarboro 
Missions". 
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^uhmij.  inJb  J’Madom. 

By 

Craig  Strang,  S.F.M. 


IT  is  nearly  four  years  since  the 
“ Chinese  Liberation  Army  ” 
tramped  through  our  Diocese  of 
Lishui  bringing,  instead  of  the  pro- 
mised freedom,  abject  slavery,  utter 
misery  and  terrifying  fear.  During 
the  first  year  mission  work  was  not 
seriously  interfered  with;  our  bishop 
suffered  some  discourtesies,  travelling 
regulations  were  a bother,  and 
various  mission  belongings  were 
“borrowed”,  never  to  be  returned. 
Things  were  just  rather  disagreeable 
and  we  knew  that  as  soon  as  the  new 
regime  got  organized  they  would 
really  get  bad.  It  was  before  this 
period  that  several  missionaries  who 
were  sick  got  permission  to  return 
to  Canada. 

Confiscation  of  Property 
Then  came  the  petitions  for  the 
use  of  the  churches  as  meeting  halls, 
greater  “borrowing”  of  furniture  and 
vehicles,  greater  difficulty  in  travel- 
ling and  occupation  of  vacant  rooms. 
During  the  land  reform  movement 
all  public  meetings  were  forbidden, 
including  Mass  and  all  Church  ser- 
vices. That  was  over  two  years  ago 
and  there  has  not  been  a public  Mass 
in  the  diocese  since  then.  The  next 
step  was  the  request  for  the  Church 
and  residence  for  a series  of  meetings 
to  last  a week.  We  never  used  these 
buildings  again.  The  Bishop  and 
priests  were  asked  to  move  over  to 
the  convent,  and,  with  the  Sisters, 
from  there  to  the  hospital,  and  from 
there  to  a corner  of  it,  next  to  the 
morgue  where  there  were  not  even 
four  walls.  The  Sisters  remained  up- 
stairs where  it  was  comparatively 


dry,  clean  and  private,  and  where 
we  also  had  our  little  oratory  and 
reserved  the  Blessed  Sacrament;  but 
during  the  summer  months  this  was 
a veritable  oven. 

Insect-Ridden  Boards 

All  contact  of  Catholics  (or  any- 
body) with  the  missionaries  was  for- 
bidden on  the  grounds  that  the  mis- 
sionaries were  “imperialists  and 
counter-revolutionaries”.  The  Sacra- 
ments were  dispensed  only  in  secret; 
buying  of  rice  and  vegetables  was 
done  by  a cripple  whom  the  Sisters 
had  nursed,  and,  who,  having  no- 
where to  go,  stayed  with  us.  Nearly 
twenty  months  were  passed  in  these 
conditions,  during  which  even  the 
essential  furniture,  such  as  beds  and 
tables  were  “borrowed”  and  insect- 
ridden  boards  given  us  in  exchange. 

The  Arrest 

On  the  eight  of  July,  1952,  about 
fifty  of  the  military  police  raided  the 
premises,  arrested  Fathers  Venadam 
and  Kam,  and  after  having  hand- 
cuffed and  photographed  them,  took 
them  to  jail.  After  the  arrest  there 
was  a thorough  search  of  all  our  be- 
longings. The  formal  reason  for  the 
arrest  of  Father  Venadam  was  read 
out  to  us:  Instituting  the  Legion  of 
Mary;  being  an  agent  of  President 
Truman,  of  Chiang  Kai-shek  and  of 
the  bandits;  anti-revolutionary  ac- 
tivities. Bishop  Turner  told  the 
officers-in-charge  that  he  himself  was 
the  responsible  person  and  that 
Father  Venadam  was  acting  under 
his  orders.  The  officer  ignored  this 
confession  of  “guilt”,  saying:  “We 
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have  investigated  his  case  thorough- 
ly; we  know  everything  you  have 
done.”  There  has  been  no  direct 
news  of  Father  Venadam  since  that 
day;  for  a while  we  were  allowed  to 
bring  him  food  once  a week,  but  bit 
by  bit  that  amount  was  lessened  until 
now  all  that  is  accepted  is  raw 
potatoes,  fresh  eggs  and  oranges. 

Sisters  Leave 

Contrary  to  our  expectations,  after 
the  arrest  we  were  once  more  left 
alone,  and  it  was  not  until  September 
20,  1952,  that  Sister  M.  Catherine, 
Sister  St.  Matthew  and  Sister  Mary 
Angela  of  the  Grey  Nuns  of  the 
Immaculate  Conception  from  Pem- 
broke, Ont.,  who  have  worked  with 
our  priests  in  China  since  1929,  were 
told  that  they  could  return  to  Canada. 
Whilst  they  were  going  through  some 
formalities.  Father  Macintosh  was 
given  the  same  news. 

My  Journey  Begins 

Bishop  Turner  and  I were  the  only 
two  left,  and  one  month  after  the 
others  had  gone  I also  was  permitted 
to  follow  them.  On  November  10th, 
after  having  recited  the  Itinerarium 
in  common,  the  Bishop  and  1 started 
off  for  the  bus  station,  via  the  Public 
Security  Bureau.  All  baggage  had 
been  searched  and  checked  on  the  day 
before,  and  all  I had  was  an  umbrella 
and  overcoat  on  my  arm  (umbrella 
was  marked  on  pass  as  means  of 
identification).  At  the  Public  Securi- 
ty Bureau  I was  given  my  pass,  but 
not  my  passport.  A comrade,  Eric  we 
called  him,  was  to  accompany  me  to 
Hangchow  and  I was  to  pick  up  the 
passport  at  the  Public  Security 
Bureau  there.  At  the  station  my 
person  was  searched  (I  even  had  to 
take  off  my  shoes) , and  I was  hustled 
out  to  the  bus.  The  Bishop  was  for- 
bidden beyond  the  barrier  (he  and 
I were  allowed  to  pass  it  when  the 
others  left  exactly  one  month  previ- 
ously), so  I knelt  down  and  got  his 


blessing  right  there.  After  getting 
on  the  bus  I was  anxious  and  a bit 
disturbed  as  I did  not  see  any  more 
of  the  Bishop ; I feared  he  might  have 
been  taken  already  or  maybe  just 
getting  a search  as  I had  had.  Since 
getting  here  I was  relieved,  not 
without  a feeling  of  sympathy  and 
sorrow,  to  know  that  he  felt  so  dis- 
turbed that  he  returned  right  away 
“muttering  to  himself”  as  he  said.  He 
found  mealtime  most  boring,  and  ate 
his  bowl  of  rice  in  less  than  seven 
minutes. 

Questions  and  More  Questions 
That  same  day  I arrived  at  Hang- 
chow, the  provincial  capital,  where 
I was  to  be  given  my  exit  permit; 
there  I was  held  up  three  days,  pass- 
ing each  forenoon  by  being  quizzed 
by  various  officials  and  I was  more 
or  less  confined  to  a hotel  room  for 
the  rest  of  the  time  there.  They 
seemed  worried  about  my  passport — 
evidently  Eric  was  off  on  something 
else — in  fact  I learned  later  that  they 
phoned  to  Lishui  about  it,  but  Eric 
turned  up  on  Thursday  morning 
(train  day)  with  it.  After  the  inter- 
view I was  told  to  return  to  the  hotel 
and  await  a visit  from  them.  I stayed 
there  all  the  rest  of  the  day.  On 
Wednesday  morning  I had  a stiffer 
gruelling  than  the  day  before — a lot 
about  Father  Venadam  and  the 
Bishop  and  there  were  ill-concealed 
threats  of  holding  me  up  because  1 
would  not  admit  that  all  the  charges 
against  Father  Venadam  were  true. 
There  was  another  form  to  fill  out, 
and  once  more  I was  told  to  stay  put 
and  wait  for  them  at  the  hotel.  Once 
more  they  did  not  turn  up  and  I 
heard  nothing  until  ten  o’clock  on 
Thursday  morning  when  I was 
called  once  more,  given  my  pass  and 
my  passport.  My  baggage  was  search- 
ed again,  and  my  person  for  the  third 
time.  That  took  about  two  hours.  The 
train  pulled  out  at  five  o’clock. 
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Mistaken  Identity 

There  were  Tibet  and  border  pro- 
vince “peace”  delegates  leaving  on 
the  same  train  and  nearly  every 
official  in  the  city  was  there  with  all 
the  school  children  to  see  them  off. 
There  was  singing,  shouting,  dancing 
and  the  public  address  system  blar- 
ing about  the  Sino-Soviet  friendship. 
It  nearly  made  me  vomit.  I had  al- 
ready been  mistaken  for  a delegate 
and  received  a few  salutes — what  a 
laugh!  These  delegates  had  two 
private  cars  and  all  meals  were  held 
up  until  they  had  had  their  two 
sittings.  The  only  foreigner  I saw  on 
the  train  that  night  was  the  German 
ex-proprietor  of  “The  Silk  Hat”, 
Shanghai’s  biggest  night-club  which 
was  taken  over  and  now  is  used  as  a 
girls’  school.  Later  on  I saw  four 
Salesian  brothers  (two  Italian,  two 
Spanish).  All  during  the  trip  the 
public  address  system  was  on;  be- 
sides the  announcements  of  meal 
time  and  arrivals  at  stations,  it  was 
mostly  speeches  on  the  Sino-Russian 
friendship  (to  which  November  is 
dedicated)  and  Communist  (Chinese 
and  Russian)  songs.  Were  we  ever 
fed  up  with  it! 

The  Last  Lap 

There  were  more  searchings  and 
questionings  in  Canton,  as  in  Hang- 
chow; then  there  was  the  last  lap  of 
the  journey  to  freedom — a train  from 
Canton  to  the  Hong  Kong  border. 
This  border  is  about  twenty-five  miles 
from  the  island  city  of  Hong  Kong 
and  there  the  Communist  train  was 
met,  on  the  other  side  of  a dividing 
trestle,  by  the  British  train.  The  last 
examination,  quizzing  and  searching 
took  place  here  and  when  that  was 
over,  we  were  waved  across  the 
trestle  to  receive  a hand  shake  of 
welcome  from  a British  Officer. 

Guest  of  Maryknoll 

Each  train  is  met  by  one  of  the 
personnel  of  Catholic  Welfare  in  Hong 
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Kong.  Brother  Francis  0;f  Mary- 
knoll met  our  train,  and  after  having 
offered  me  some  refreshment  took  me 
to  Maryknoll  house,  a splendid  build- 
ing in  the  hills  above  the  city,  and  I 
remained  their  guest  there  for  ten 
days. 

Those  Left  Behind 

The  relief  of  getting  away  from 
the  Communists,  the  joy  and  happi- 
ness of  once  more  being  FREE  and 
amongst  friends  are  greatly  impaired 
by  the  thought  of  those  still  in 
bondage:  Bishop  Turner,  all  alone  in 
the  corner  of  the  hospital;  Fathers 
Venadam  and  Kam  in  jail;  Father 
Gerard  McKernan  held  up  in  Shang- 
hai. It  is  impossible  to  say  with  any 
certainty  when  any  of  them  will  be 
released,  but  we  feel  safe  in  predict- 
ing that  eventually  they  all  will  be 
either  permitted  to  leave  or  forced 
out. 


Father  Macintosh  returned  to  his 
home  in  St.  Andrew’s,  Antigonish 
County,  Nova  Scotia,  for  a holiday; 
the  Sisters  spent  some  time  in  Japan 
with  companions  who  had  worked 
with  them  in  China  and  arrived  in 
Vancouver  shortly  before  Christmas. 

No  Change  For  The  Better 
Each  and  every  one  of  us  is  most 
grateful  for  the  solicitude  and  many 
prayers  of  our  friends  here  at  home, 
and  I take  this  opportunity  on  behalf 
of  the  other  missionaries  to  thank  you 
one  and  all  from  the  bottom  of  my 
heart  and  to  recommend  your  con- 
tinued spiritual  assistance  for  those 
left  behind.  Recent  letters  show  no 
change  for  the  better  or  for  the 
worse.  May  God  ever  strengthen 
them,  and  may  His  Holy  Mother  ever 
protect  them,  and  may  They  also 
shower  blessings  on  all  of  you  our 
true  friends  in  need. 
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SAINTS  WHO  WERE  MISSIONARIES 


FATHER  PIERRE 
JEAN  DE  SMET,  SJ. 

By 

Victor  N.  Vachon,  Seminarian 


A COUNTLESS  number  of  men  have  devoted 
their  lives  selflessly  to  the  service  of  God  in 
the  mission  fields.  Men,  such  as:  St.  Francis 
Xavier,  the  Canadian  Martyrs  and  Blessed  Theo- 
phane  Venard,  were  filled  with  great  zeal  and  thirst 
for  souls.  Father  De  Smet  was  one  of  these  men. 

Fie  is  listed  as  one  of  the  pioneers  and  founders  of 
the  Missouri  Province  of  the  Society  of  Jesus. 

As  a young  man  of  twenty-one,  Father  De  Smet  gave  up  his  family,  friends 
and  native  land  of  Belgium  to  labour  in  the  great  American  west.  His  priestly 
work  began  about  1838  among  the  Indians.  With  his  headquarters  in  St.  Louis, 
Missouri,  he  travelled  far  and  wide  establishing  missions  and  settling  disputes 
among  the  Black  Feet,  Crows,  Sioux  and  many  other  tribes.  Father  De  Smet 
was  recognized  as  the  greatest  friend  that  the  Red  Man  ever  had,  and  he  was 
loved  and  trusted  by  them.  Nevertheless  his  life  was  fraught  with  many  dangers 
from  man  and  beast. 

Because  of  the  great  esteem  the  red  men  held  for  Father  De  Smet,  and 
through  his  writings  on  Indian  affairs,  which  made  him  famous  in  America  and 
Europe,  he  was  recognized  by  the  Government  as  an  extremely  valuable  man. 
They  requested  his  aid  in  the  many  difiiculties  arising  between  the  Indian  and 
white  man.  Father  De  Smet  agreed  to  act  as  intermediary  between  the  two  and 
through  his  efforts  and  courage  many  disasters  were  averted. 

In  1858,  there  was  great  danger  of  an  uprising  but  the  good  priest  was 
there  to  quieten  his  savage  friends.  Ten  years  later  another  major  dispute  was 
settled  when  alone  he  penetrated  the  hostile  camp  of  the  Sioux.  At  the  time  he 
was  the  only  white  man  that  could  have  done  so  and  returned  alive. 

A truly  zealous  priest.  Father  De  Smet  made  many  converts  and  established 
many  missions,  still  finding  time  to  write  numerous  works  on  Indian  life, 
customs  and  traditions.  He  crossed  the  ocean  nineteen  times  on  errands  of 
charity,  visiting  Popes,  Kings,  and  Presidents,  entering  almost  every  European 
country  to  plead  the  cause  of  his  beloved  Indians. 

Father  De  Smet’s  fame  consisted  in  his  extraordinary  influence  over  the 
Indians.  He  was  their  true  friend  and  Spiritual  Father.  Thus  lived  and  died 
another  faithful  servant  of  God,  who  willingly  spent  and  sacrificed  himself 
entirely  in  the  Lord’s  Vineyard. 


The  first  rule  of  Christian  charity  is  to  believe  no  evil  if  we 
have  not  seen  it,  and  to  be  silent  if  we  have  seen  it. 

— Pope  Clement  XIV. 


MISSIONS 


Page  Nine 


« ■ • 


“And  the  Word  was  made  flesh 

and  dwelt  amongst  ns  ’ 

By  John  H.  McCoey,  S.F.M. 


The  feast  of  Christmas  has 
come  and  gone  for  another 
year,  and  the  very  busy  world 
we  are  living  in  is  back  at  work  eat- 
ing up  the  lease  on  life  that  God  has 
given  it.  The  feast  of  Christmas  is 
one  that  forces  the  most  godless  to 
stop  and  think,  even  for  a little  while, 
of  the  significance  of  the  holiday 
from  ofiice  and  factory,  and  the 
reason  for  gift-giving.  Then  the 
feast  having  passed,  back  we  roll  into 
the  ordinary  rut  of  daily  existence. 
This  is  sad! 

During  the  last  few  years,  in 
several  large  American  cities,  there 
has  been  some  success  in  an  effort 
to  bring  Christ  back  into  Christmas. 
Last  fall,  a few  students  of  the  Uni- 
versity of  Toronto  decided  that  a like 
effort  should  be  made  in  Toronto — 
the  City  of  Churches.  However,  the 
mayor  of  that  city,  rather  busy  trying 
to  get  pin-ball  machines  installed  in 
the  local  bowling  alleys,  thought  the 
idea  not  too  good  because  the  in- 
stallation of  a Crib  on  the  City  Hall 
steps  might  offend  some  non- 
Christians  who  might  then  vote 
against  him.  Then  a widely  read 
local  columnist  came  out  with  this 
pearl:  “When  the  Metropolitan 

United  Church,  St.  James  Anglican 
Cathedral  and  St.  Michael’s  Cathe- 
dral are  as  crowded  as  Maple  Leaf 
Gardens,  and  when  the  people  are  as 
familiar  with  the  names  of  the  Saints 
as  they  are  with  the  names  of  the 
hockey  and  baseball  players,  then 
Christ  will  come  back  into  Christmas 
without  worrying  about  the  City 
Hall.”  The  oyster  that  gave  this 
pearl  to  the  world  obviously  forgot  a 
few  factors  in  the  problem,  namely 
that  there  is  but  one  Maple  Leal 


Gardens  in  Toronto  but  there  are 
several  hundred  churches.  Again, 
Christ  and  the  Saints  are  of  tremen- 
dous interest  to  thousands  of  people 
in  every  age  bracket,  and  walk  in 
life,  whereas  hockey,  baseball  and  all 
the  other  sports  combined  are  of 
interest  to  a few  thousand  mad  fans 
some  of  whom  would  rather  stand  in 
line  for  tickets  to  the  Grey  Cup  finals 
once  a year,  or  queue  up  at  the 
ticket  wickets  of  Maple  Leaf  Gardens 
than  spend  a quarter  of  the  same 
time  thinking  about  some  of  the 
important  things  in  life. 

However,  all  this  is  rather  unim- 
portant. As  a matter  of  fact,  bring- 
ing Christ  back  into  Christmas  is  not 
too  important.  What  is  very,  very 
important  is  bringing  Christ  hack 
into  our  daily  lives.  A crib  on  the 
steps  of  the  City  Hall  is  more 
ornamental  than  anything  else.  It 
helps  those  who  happen  to  glance 
that  way  to  have  a nice  feeling  about 
Christmas,  and  therefore  makes  it 
easier  for  them  to  forgive  those  who 
trampled  their  toes  in  the  crush  of 
Christmas  shopping.  But  it  definite- 
ly doesn’t  effect  much  change  in  the 
tenor  of  our  lives.  However,  we  can- 
not make  Christ  a definitely  integral 
part  of  our  daily  lives  without  there 
being  a definitely  radical  change  in 
our  daily  living.  This  change  would 
really  hit  our  neighbour  with  a re- 
sounding impact  which  might  even 
be  felt  in  Korea,  yes,  and  perhaps  in 
the  Kremlin.  If  Christ  were  to  be- 
come a real  factor  in  our  daily  lives 
perhaps  enough  starch  would  find  its 
way  to  our  backbones  to  stop 
shaking  at  the  knees  at  the  thought 
of  Stalin  and  his  180,000,000 
Frankensteins. 
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We  are  living  in  the  finest  country 
in  tlie  world  with  more  luxuries  than 
any  other  nation.  But  we  are  suffer- 
ing from  a very  strange  sickness 
called  “cake-itis”.  We  want  to  have 
our  cake  and  eat  it,  too.  We  are 
mortally  afraid  of  Stalin  yet  we  re- 
sent paying  the  high  taxes  required 
for  defense.  The  only  other  alterna- 
tive— to  put  our  confidence  in  Christy 
and  to  put  Christ  into  our  lives — we 
cannot  accept  because  it  is  too  hard. 
Why  can’t  we  put  our  confidence  in 
Christ?  There  sue  two  reasons.  First 
we  have  not  the  courage  to  blame 
ourselves  for  our  troubles.  If  Christ 
does  not  play  a real  part  in  our  lives, 
it  is  our  own  fault.  Second,  if  we  are 
to  put  our  confidence  in  Christ  we 
must  give  Christ  some  reason  to  have 
confidence  in  us.  This  adds  up  to  a 
diet  of  doing  what  is  right  not  be- 
cause it  is  easy  but  because  it  is 
right.  It  means  taking  Christ  at  His 
word  when  He  says;  “If  any  man 
will  come  after  Me,  let  him  deny 
himself,  and  take  up  his  cross,  and 
follow  Me.” — ^Luke  9:  23.  This  is 
a rather  disconcerting  statement  to 
anyone  who  really  believes  that  Christ 
is  God,  the  second  person  of  the 
Trinity.  You  just  cannot  discard  the 
idea  as  the  over-emphasis  of  another 
crack-pot. 

Well,  then,  let  us  forget  that  the 
attitude  of  any  mayor  of  any  large 
Canadian  city  is  a problem,  or  that 
any  facetious,  glib  columnist,  work- 
ing for  ten  cents  a word,  is  a prob- 
lem, for  in  reality  Christ  is  the 
problem!  After  we  think  about  it  a 
while,  we  finally  admit  that  Christ  is 
not  really  a problem  because  every- 
thing He  did  was  for  us,  even  to  His 
death  on  the  Cross.  Well,  who  is  the 
problem?  When  it  is  all  boiled  down. 


the  answer  is  very  simple  and  direct. 
We  ourselves  are  the  problem — the 
inescapable  problem  that  we  must 
wrestle  with  until  our  shoulders  are 
pinned  to  the  mat.  The  old  man  and 
the  new  man  in  us  must  battle  it  out 
as  St.  Paul  describes  in  his  Epistle. 
When  the  fight  is  over,  and  when 
the  new  man  has  won,  our  problem 
will  be  settled  and  Christ  will  be  an 
integral  part  of  our  daily  lives.  Our 
own  lives  will  change,  our  homes  will 
change,  our  children  will  change,  our 
neighbour  will  change  and  the  world 
we  are  living  in  will  change.  You 
can  wrack  your  brains  and  try  every 
other  possibility  but  you  will  surely 
come  to  this  one  conclusion.  You 
can  either  fight  or  not  fight  because 
you  are  free  to  do  as  you  want,  but 
if  you  don’t  fight,  then  don’t  have  the 
temerity  to  blame  anyone  else  for 
your  troubles  but  yourself. 

How  then  can  we  bring  Christ  into 
our  lives?  For  the  answer  we  can 
hardly  do  better  than  to  go  to  the 
one  who  brought  Christ  into  the 
world.  Our  Blessed  Mother  herself. 
At  Fatima,  she  said  that  prayer  and 
penance  was  the  answer.  “If  you 
pray,”  she  said,  “Russia  will  be  con- 
verted and  there  will  be  peace,  but  if 
you  don’t  . . .”  What  penance  were 
we  to  do,  beat  ourselves  with  sticks? 
No.  Wear  hair-shirts,  sack-cloth  and 
ashes?  No.  Fasts  and  vigils?  No. 
Well,  what  then?  We  were  to 
labour  diligently  to  fulfill  the  duties 
of  our  state  of  life.  What  does  that 
mean?  Kings,  emperors,  presidents, 
rule  with  justice  and  honesty,  re- 
specting the  dignity  of  their  subjects. 
Subjects  serve  with  diligence  and 
discipline,  respecting  the  guiding 
hand  of  authority.  Employers  dis- 
charge their  responsibilities  with  a 


According  to  the  laws  that  rule  the  spiritual  world  the  attraction  of 
one  soul  is  needed  to  elevate  another.  This  attraction  we  call  love;  in 
the  language  of  philosophy  it  is  called  friendship;  in  that  of  Christianity 
it  is  called  charity. 

— Frederic  Ozanam. 
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sense  of  responsibility  and  solicitude 
for  the  employed;  employees  fulfill 
their  commitments  with  dignity  and 
integrity.  The  same  for  the  teachers 
and  the  taught,  parents  and  children, 
wives  and  husbands,  the  farmer, 
miner,  artisan,  middle-man,  each  and 
every  citizen  in  his  own  way  at  his 
own  job,  doing  all  things  in  Christ 
and  through  Christ  and  for  Christ,  re- 
gardless of  any  and  all  reasons  to 
the  contrary.  “No  one  cometh  to  the 
Father  but  through  Me,”  says  Christ. 

The  ways  that  Christ  has  told  us 
to  fulfill  our  stewardship  are  clear 
and  simple  and  yet  we  fail  to  trans- 
late them  into  our  daily  program. 
Our  failure  isn’t  due  to  not  under- 
standing what  He  meant,  hut  due  to 
not  trying  out  His  program.  We  give 
up  before  we  start,  and  wonder  why 
our  lives  end  up  in  a mess.  Because 
we  cannot  change  our  lives  in  a day, 
we  don’t  try  at  all.  It  is  too  hard. 
We  must  try,  each  in  his  own  small 
way,  in  his  own  little  bailiwick,  in  his 
own  little  circle  of  family  and  friends 
and  workshop.  If  we  do,  Christ  will 
be  in  365  days  not  just  one  day  of 
our  year. 


Gratefully  acknowledged:  $10.00 
from  Lindsay,  Ont. 


The  Angelus  is  one  of  the  oldest 
and  most  respected  prayers  of  the 
Church.  It  is  supposed  to  be  recited 
thrice  daily.  The  climax  in  this 
prayer  comes  when  we  say,  quoting 
from  the  gospel  of  St.  John, 
the  W ord  was  made  Flesh — and 
Dwelt  amongst  us”.  I wonder  if  we 
think  that  Christ  came  and  went  like 
Napoleon  or  Hitler.  I wonder  if  we 
really  realize  that  He  is  God,  having 
no  beginning,  no  end,  eternal,  living 
now,  watching  us,  loving  us,  waiting 
for  us.  I wonder  if  we  remember 
Him  saying,  ^‘Wheresoever  I am 
there  also  shall  my  servant  he”.  1 
wonder  if  we  realize  that  the  price  of 
having  Him  amongst  us,  a part  of 
our  daily  lives,  is  the  serving  of  Him 
in  all  those  about  us.  After  all.  He 
did  say  that  as  long  as  we  did  it  for 
the  least  of  His  brethren  we  did  it  for 
Him.  I wonder  when  we  will  realize 
that  one  of  the  reasons  our  love  for 
our  neighbour  is  so  shallow  and 
meaningless  is  that  our  love  for  God 
is  shallow  and  superficial,  for  you 
cannot  really  love  your  neighbour 
unless  you  love  your  neighbour’s 
God. 


We  think  of  death  as  being  near 
to  others  but  as  far  from  our- 
selves. — ^Abbe  Maguire. 


Solution  to  Last  Month's 
Puzzle 


Solution  to  This  Month's 
Puzzle 
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and  the 

WORLD  LAUGHS 
WITH  YOU 


Mrs.  Swank — ^Henry  and  I went  to 
the  pantomime  last  night.  We  had  a 

box. 

Mrs.  Frank — Yes,  chocolates,  weren’t 
they  dear?  We  saw  you  eating  some- 
thing in  the  gallery. 

•k 

Mrs.  Comeup  visited  a fashionable 
physician,  after  having  been  to  several 
others. 

The  man  of  medicine  told  her  that 
she  needed  oxygen  and  instructed  her 
to  call  every  afternoon  for  treatment, 
adding  that  the  charge  would  be  ten 
dollars  a treatment. 

As  Mrs.  Comeup  gathered  her  wraps 
about  her  and  started  to  leave  the 
office,  she  exclaimed:  “I’m  so  glad  I 
came  to  you,  doctor.  I knew  those 
other  physicians  didn’t  understand  my 
case.  They  all  told  me  what  I needed 
was  fresh  air.” 

★ 

The  new  rent  collector  was  trying  to 
make  his  collection.  He  opened  the 
gate  of  one  house  on  the  estate  and 
saw  a small  boy  playing  in  the  garden. 

“Is  your  mother  at  home,  little  man?” 

“Yes  sir,”  answered  the  boy  politely. 
. The  collector  went  up  to  the  door, 
but  though  he  rang  the  bell  half  a 
dozen  times,  he  could  get  no  answer. 

“Look  here”,  he  said  at  last  to  the 

boy,  “why  did  you  tell  me  your  mother 
was  at  home?” 

“Because  she  is,  sir”,  was  the  lad’s 
innocent  reply.  “We  don’t  live  here.” 

★ 

Nurse  (suspiciously) — What  have  you 
been  doing,  Ellen? 

Ellen — Rover’s  eaten  my  dolly’s  slip- 
per, so  I’ve  punished  him. 

Nurse — ^How? 

Ellen — I’ve  been  to  his  kennel  and 
drinked  his  milk. 

★ 

“Did  I appear  nervous  during  the 
ceremony?”  asked  the  bride. 

“A  little  at  first,”  replied  the  brides- 
maid, “but  not  after  Fred  said  ‘Yes’.” 


A schoolboy,  asked  to  write  about 
the  arctic  region,  said,  “An  Eskimo  is 
one  of  God’s  frozen  people.” 

♦ 

A militia  man  on  sentry  duty,  held  up 
a car,  saying  to  the  driver:  “You  can’t 
pass  this  way.” 

“I’m  the  sergeant,”  bellowed  a voice 
from  the  back  of  the  car. 

The  sentry  stood  aside.  “Sorry,  sir, 
I didn’t  realize  it  was  you.  I got  or- 
ders to  let  no  traffic  through  here,  be- 
cause the  bridge  ahead  is  rotten.  But 
seeing  it’s  you,  sir,  it’s  a pleasure.” 

★ 

Bootblack — Shine  your  shoes,  sir? 

Male  object — No! 

Bootblack — Shine  them  so  bright  you 
can  see  your  face  in  them? 

Male  object — No,  I tell  you. 

Bootblack — Coward! 

•k 

A floor- walker,  tired  of  his  job,  gave 
it  up  and  joined  the  police  force.  Sev- 
eral months  later  a friend  asked  him 
how  he  liked  being  a policeman.  “Well,” 
he  replied,  “the  pay  and  the  hours  are 
good,  but  what  I like  best  of  all  is  that 
the  customer  is  always  wrong.” 

★ 

“Mamma  wishes  you  to  go  into  Dad’s 
factory,  darling.  That  would  do  away 
with  all  his  opposition  to  our  engage- 
ment.” 

“But  dear,  I’m  a poet.” 

“All  the  better.  You  can  write  verses 
for  our  advertisements!” 

★ 

Mrs.  Green:  “Haven’t  you  discovered 
a way  to  get  money  out  of  your  hus- 
band?” 

Mrs.  Bright:  “Oh,  yes!  All  I have 
to  do  is  to  threaten  to  go  back  to 
mother,  and  without  a word  he  hands 
me  the  railway  fare.” 
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IT’S  LENT 
AGAIN 

By 

Craig  Strang,  S.F.M. 

TO  those  who  follow  the  liturgi* 
cal  year  the  season  of  Lent 
comes  as  no  surprise;  the 
purple  vestments  of  the  three  previous 
Sundays  remind  and  prepare  them 
for  the  holy  season.  To  others  it 
generally  descends  with  a sudden 
swiftness.  They  are  hardly  out  of  the 
post-Christmas  festivities  when  they 
hear  read  from  the  pulpit  the  Regu- 
lations for  Lent — these  forty  days  of 
the  three  hundred  and  sixty-five  in 
which  there  is  penance,  fasting  and 
additional  abstinence.  On  Ash  Wed- 
nesday, Easter  Saturday  seems  such 
a long  way  off,  and  in  between  are 
all  those  puny  breakfasts,  light  sup- 
pers and  no  snacks  at  night  before 
retiring — to  say  nothing  of  those 
slushy  days  of  drabness — winter  at 
its  unpleasant  last  lap  and  spring  but 
making  little  headway.  And  when 
they  recall  the  stricter  penances  of 
their  parents  who  did  without  milk, 
butter  and  eggs,  they  wonder  how 
they  ever  did  it. 

But  Lent  should  not  be  wholly  a 
dreary  time  to  put  in  between  sea- 
sons ; yet  it  is  not  meant  to  be  pleas- 
ant; if  it  is  irksome,  not  to  say  hard, 
upon  the  body,  it  can  and  does  give  a 
vigour  to  the  soul,  and  even  to  the 
mind,  to  both  of  which  the  body 
should  always  be  subject.  Lent  is  not 
so  much  a period  of  gloom  (and 


never  meant  to  be  a time  of  discon- 
tent) as  it  is  an  occasion  for  true  re- 
pentance for  our  all  too  numerous 
faults  and  sins — for  drawing  closer 
to  God  and  uniting  with  Him  in  His 
sacred  Passion,  as  best  as  our  limited 
means  allow,  and  thus  assuring  our- 
selves a part  in  His  glorious  Resur- 
rection. 

No  one  who  believes  in  God  can 
shirk  repentance  with  any  con- 
sistency of  mind;  no  one  at  all  can 
escape  its  necessity.  It  is  obvious  that 
being  sorry  for  sins,  for  which  we 
deserve  heavy  punishment,  is  not 
enough  to  cancel  the  debt,  no  matter 
how  sincere  that  sorrow  is.  We  have 
to  atone — ^to  square  up,  so  to  speak. 
God’s  justice  demands  it  even  as  His 
mercy  forgave  us.  Justice  is  not  satis- 
fied by  a thief  who  merely  feels  sorry; 
he  has  to  pay  back — his  sin  may  be 
forgiven  but  the  obligations  of  retri- 
bution are  there  until  the  last  farthing 
is  returned  to  the  owner.  So,  even 
if  our  sins  are  forgiven,  this  debt 
remains,  and  the  way  to  pay  it  is 
through  penance  and  other  good 
works. 

The  penances  which  are  demanded 
by  the  Lenten  regulations  are  small 
enough,  even  though  we  do  find  them 
hard  to  do,  especially  when  we  con- 
sider the  price  that  God  paid  for  sin. 
The  penance  which  the  priest  gives 
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“And  now  I will  show  you  what  I will  do  to  my  vineyard.” — Isaias  5, 5. 
The  awfulness  of  these  words!  An  outraged,  angry  God  getting  ready 
for  vengeance,  telling  us  to  watch  and  see  the  fea^ul  evils  He  will  bring 
upon  the  soul  that  has  abused  grace. 

—A  Year’s  Thoughts,  by  W.  Doyle,  S.J. 


us  in  confession  is  often  not  much 
more  than  a gesture;  there  is  general- 
ly much — very  much  more  we  have  to 
do  before  the  last  stain  of  sin  is  de- 
leted from  our  souls.  It  is  so  very 
unwise,  if  not  downright  stupid,  to 
wait  and  let  the  slow  and  seering  fires 
of  purgatory  purge  them  out.  In  the 
early  days  of  the  Church  sacramental 
penance  was  enormous  compared  to 
what  it  generally  is  now,  and  even 
that,  in  many  cases,  was  not  sufficient. 
Are  we  then  specially  favoured  in 
living  in  times  when  both  Lenten  and 
I sacramental  penance  are  reduced  to 
I a minimum?  It  is  a concession  to 
I our  weakness,  not  an  indulgence — 
our  debt  for  sin  is  just  as  great  as 
those  of  former  times.  Self-compla- 
cency is  no  assurance  of  a clean 
spiritual  slate.  If  penance  were  not 
absolutely  necessary  for  you,  it  would 
never  be  asked  of  you. 

Once  we  are  convinced  of  the 
necessity  for  penance,  it  remains  for 
us  to  have  the  will  power  to  do  it. 
Nothing  super-human  or  heroic  is 
asked  of  us.  If  for  good  and  sufficient 
reasons  these  regulations  are  too  bard 
for  us,  we  can  be  dispensed  from 
them;  but  it  is  only  fooling  ourselves 
to  think  that  we  are  dispensed  from 
penance  altogether.  There  are  other 
ways  besides  fasting,  abstinence  and 
alms-giving  and,  for  our  own  good, 
we  should  use  these  means  as  much 
as  we  can.  If  we  can’t  go  to  church 
more  often,  we  can  pray  more  often; 
we  can  limit  our  entertainment  to  a 
quiet  kind  and  curtail  some  of  that; 
there  are  thousands  of  ways  in  which 
we  can  curb  our  self-will,  and  that  is 
the  essence  of  penance. 

The  special  devotions  in  the  Church 
for  this  holy  season,  although  not 
binding  under  pain  of  sin,  should  not 
be  neglected  without  good  reason.  It 


is  in  them  that  your  suppliant  cries 
for  pardon  take  on  a public  and  even 
official  character,  and  are,  because  of 
that,  more  acceptable  to  God.  The 
Masses,  Benedictions,  extra  rosaries. 
Stations  of  the  Cross,  reading  of  the 
gospels  and  other  spiritual  books  and 
listening  to  the  Lenten  sermons  are 
formal  callings  on  God  to  spare  His 
people  and  to  protect  and  even  re- 
ward them.  Every  Holy  Mass,  with 
its  infinite  merits,  has  satisfaction  for 
sin  as  one  of  its  ends;  the  praise  we 
render  our  Divine  Lord  exposed  in 
the  Blessed  Sacrament  is  to  call  a 
blessing  on  our  efforts;  our  Rosaries, 
said  in  common,  call  on  sinless  Mary 
to  intercede  for  us  who  are  so  un- 
worthy; the  Stations  of  the  Cross 
vividly  depict  the  effects  of  sin — of 
your  and  my  sins — and  stimulate  us 
to  sorrow  and  repentance  as  nothing 
else  can;  the  voice  of  our  God  comes 
in  spiritual  reading  and  listening  to 
sermons,  teaching,  guiding  and  en- 
couraging us  in  all  that  is  good  for 
us — in  the  one  really  important  thing 
in  our  lives — the  saving  of  our  im- 
mortal souls. 

Passing  a holy  Lent  does  much 
more  for  us  than  cleansing  the  blem- 
ishes that  sin  has  smeared  on  our 
souls;  it  gives  us  grace  and  strength- 
ens our  wills  to  resist  future  tempta- 
tions; it  enkindles  and  inflames  in  us 
a greater  love  of  God  and  makes  us 
more  like  to  Him.  So  let  us  accept 
this  heavenly  sent  occasion  for  merit- 
ing heaven,  shortening  purgatory  and 
avoiding  hell.  Enter  Lent  with  a true 
spirit  of  compunction  for  your  own 
sins  with  a spirit  of  sorrow  for  the 
sorrows  of  Christ,  and  this  body, 
made  of  clay,  as  you  are  reminded  on 
Ash  Wednesday,  will  be  glorified 
with  Christ  as  you  are  promised  on 
Easter  Sunday. 
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NOT  A JUDAS  BUT  A PETER 

By  Harold  J.  Murphy,  S.F.M. 


SHE  lives  in  the  city  of  Nanchang, 
in  the  Province  of  Kiangsi, 
China.  She  is  just  a girl,  a 
gentle,  reserved,  devout  Catholic  girl 
who  during  eleven  months  suffered  a 
thousand  deaths.  She  is  still  alive 
but  would  far  rather  be  dead.  Life 
for  her  now  is  the  horror  of  a living 
death! 

Until  March,  1951,  she  lived  the 
life  of  any  daughter  of  a devout 
middle-class  Catholic  family.  She  was 
educated  in  a convent  and  was  known 
there  for  her  devotion  to  Our  Lady. 
When  China  was  taken  by  the  Com- 
munists, she  lost  all  hope  of  becoming 
a sister  and  studied  to  be  a nurse. 
She  became  a personal  friend  of  her 
beloved  Archbishop,  Joseph  Chou 


Chi-shih  and  when  he  asked  her  to 
accept  the  presidency  of  the  Legion 
of  Mary,  she  gladly  accepted — though 
she  knew  that  under  the  Red  regime 
this  made  her  eligible  for  martyrdom. 

In  the  beginning,  the  prelate  him- 
self was  not  mistreated  by  the  Reds. 
Persecution  broke  out  only  against 
the  foreign  clergy  who  were  accused 
of  imperialism.  But  in  1951,  His 
Grace  was  approached  by  the  authori- 
ties and  requested  that  he  break  off 
all  political  relations  with  the  Holy 
See.  The  Archbishop  answered  them 
by  simply  stating  that  to  ask  him  to 
break  off  ‘political  relations’  with  the 
Holy  See  was  like  asking  him  to  di- 
vorce his  ‘wife’.  Neither  existed! 


The  Communists  were  furious  with 
anger  and  hate.  Newspapers,  radio, 
posters  and  oratory  spread  appeals  to 
the  people  all  over  Kiangsi  to  de- 
nounce this  “running  dog  of  im- 
perialism,” Archbishop  Chou.  To  this 
appeal  the  people  turned  a deaf  ear. 
The  Communists  started  a campaign 
to  destroy  the  Archbishop.  In  their 
diabolical  genius  for  hate  they  de- 
cided that  his  destruction  must  come 
from  within  for  this  man  whom  they 
hated  carried  the  impregnable  fort- 
ress of  a spotless  reputation.  Truly 
he  had  the  love  and  devotion  of  his 
people.  Any  attack  on  this  man  from 
without  would  only  make  a martyr  of 
him  and  increase  the  Faith  of  the 
Catholic  people.  History  taught  them 
this. 

They  planned  carefully  and  decided 
to  select  to  be  his  accuser,  a person, 
who,  too,  was  spotless,  who,  too,  was 
devout  in  the  Faith,  who  was  one  of 
the  Archbishop’s  fervent  admirers 
and  a close  friend.  They  chose  a girl, 
a nurse  in  the  Catholic  Hospital,  the 
President  of  the  Legion  of  Mary! 

Every  day  for  eight  months  they 
held  sessions  of  mental  torture  before 
and  after  her  work  at  the  hospital; 
each  session  was  of  two  hours,  four 
hours  a day  of  concentrated  badger- 
ing. The  nurse  refused  to  concede. 
On  December  24,  1951,  the  Reds 
arrested  the  girl. 

Until  March  7,  1952,  she  was 
tortured  as  only  Communists  can  tor- 
ture a human  being.  The  rack  and 
fire  and  thumb  screw  and  lash  were 
discarded  as  outdated  and  useless  to 
break  the  spirit  of  this  lovely  young 
girl.  Their  technique  was  much  more 
effective.  Their  technique  took  much 


"Because  if  thou  die  with  Him, 
thou  shalt  also  live  with  Him;  and 
if  thou  art  His  companion  in  suf- 
fering thou  shalt  also  be  His 
companion  in  glory.” 

(flotation:  Book  H). 


“God  may  never  ask  you  to 
prove  your  love  for  Him  by  mar- 
tyrdom, but  He  does  ask  you  to 
make  little  sacrifices  every  day 
and  every  hour  of  the  day.  Are 
you  a hero  or  a coward?” 

Character  Calendar. 


longer  but  was  the  method.  Commun- 
ists claim,  that  never  fails,  the  one 
they  used  on  Cardinal  Mindszenty. 
At  first  there  was  the  period  of  “pro- 
cessing.” The  girl  was  denied  sleep, 
night  and  day,  weeks  on  end.  She 
was  constantly  denied  permission  to 
relieve  the  natural  functions  of  her 
body.  Her  jailors  were  given  com- 
plete freedom  to  play  with  and  make 
sport  of  their  charge.  Then,  when 
she  was  physically  and  mentally  ex- 
hausted, the  Reds  began  her  period 
of  “interrogation”. 

This  was  far  worse.  This  was  men- 
tal torture  in  the  extreme.  Thousands 
and  thousands  of  questions  went  on 
and  on  for  hours  and  hours.  She 
found  it  impossible  not  to  answer. 
When  she  dared  to  remain  silent,  the 
Communists  walked  out  and  left  her 
standing  for  a day  or  two  and  then 
returned  to  go  on  with  the  question- 
ing. Whenever  she  fainted,  the  ques- 
tions began  again  as  soon  as  she  re- 
gained consciousness.  She  held  out 
for  three  months.  Then  the  Reds  pre- 
sented her  with  their  plans,  fool-proof 
with  periured  witnesses,  complete 
with  lurid,  filthy,  details  of  a trial 
she  would  have  to  undergo  in  which 
she  would  be  accused  and  certainly 
found  guilty  of  gross  immorality 
with  priests.  She  could  escape  this 
only  by  promising  to  accuse  Arch- 
bishop Chou  of  imperialism.  She  had 
her  choice  and  she  took  it.  She  chose 
to  accuse  the  Archbishop  on  con- 
dition that  she  might  use  her  own 
words  in  the  accusation. 

The  Reds  were  overioyed  with 
their  “victory.”  They  publicized  the 
fact  far  and  wide.  They  even  paraded 
the  young  nurse  to  the  Catholic  Mis- 
sion and  taunted  the  priests  there 
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with  the  fact  that  here  was  one  of 
the  Archbishop’s  best  friends  ready 
to  testify  against  him.  The  priests 
saw  what  was  only  a shadow  of  the 
lovely  young  nurse,  a mental  and  phy- 
sical wreck  who  moved  and  spoke 
like  a soulless  robot. 

The  trial  of  the  Archbishop  took 
place  in  May,  1952.  Scores  of  faked 
accusations  were  made  against  His 
Grace.  Finally  the  young  nurse  was 
brought  to  the  microphone.  Her 
words  were  to  be  the  convincing  rea- 
son why  an  independent  Catholic 
Church  should  be  established  in  Nan- 
chang.  The  Catholic  people,  forced 
to  attend,  had  been  told  that  this  girl’s 
denunciation  would  convince  them. 
When  she  had  spoken  only  a few  sen- 
tences, every  Catholic  knew  that  she 
was  speaking  the  very  words  of  His 
Grace  in  order  to  denounce  him.  She 
gave  a direct  quotation  of  the  Arch- 
bishop’s own  words.  She  fulfilled  her 
promise  to  the  Reds  by  accusing  her 
beloved  prelate  of  speaking  words 
which  he  really  did  speak  and  thus 
she  broadcasted  the  Archbishop’s  own 
denunciation  of  the  independent 
movement. 

Archbishop  Chou  was  found  guilty 
and  led  away  in  handcuffs  but  on 
the  part  of  the  people  there  was  a 
complete  “about  face.”  The  move- 
ment for  a Schismatic  Church  col- 
lapsed. Before  the  prelate  disappeared 
into  the  oblivion  of  a Communist 
prison,  he  was  handed  a note  which 
read: 

My  Spiritual  Father, 

I am  ashamed  and  desolate  beyond 
description  for  not  having  been  able 
to  resist  unto  death.  I beg  Your 
Grace  to  forgive  me!  Try  to  think 
of  me  not  as  a ‘Judas’  but  as  a 
‘Peter’. 

Your  Spiritual  daughter. 

The  President  of  the  Legion  of  Mary. 


The  cost  of  a thing  is  that 
amount  of  life  which  must  be 
exchanged  for  it. — ^Thoreau. 


PILGRIM  VIRGIN  STATUES: 

For  Home,  Church  and  School 


14"  $ 5.00 

26"  30.00 

50"  150.00  (Glass  Eyes) 


(All  prices  F.O.B.  in  Canada  at  point 
of  delivery) 


SPECIAL  OUTDOOR  STATUES; 
Cement  Marble  Composition 


26"  $ 55.00 

50"  150.00 


Plus  freight  from  Montreal 

Beautiful  Color  Picture  of 
Pilgrim  Virgin  of  Fatima: 

8"  X 10"  25c 

(Suitable  for  framing) 

For  the  Reader: 

"Fatima  or  World  Suicide" 

Rt.  Rev.  Wm.  C.  McGrath, 
S.F.M.,  P.A. 

English  Edition  $1.00 

French  Edition  

Paper  Bound  .50 
Cloth  Bound  $1.00 

(Note:  Order  French  Edition  from 
Apostolate  of  the  Press,  1 28  Bowen 
St.  North,  Sherbrooke,  Que.) 

Address  orders: 

SCARBORO  FOREIGN 
MISSION  SOCIETY 

Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ont. 
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Scarboro  Foreign  Mission 


M Home  And  In  Fields  Afar 

i 


This  picture  was  taken  following  the  closing  exercises  of  the  Tokyo  Language  School  attended 
by  our  priests  in  Japan.  In  the  centre  is  the  Apostolic  Delegate,  the  Most  Rev.  Maximilien  de 
Furstenberg,  D.D.  On  his  left  is  the  Very  Rev.  M.  Dwyer,  S.F.M.  (Halifax),  Scarboro's  Regional 
Superior.  Second  on  His  Excellency's  right  is  Rev.  M.  Cox,  S.F.M.  (Glace  Bay,  N.S.) 


Another  of  Scarboro's  priests  still  in  China 
is  Rev.  Gerard  McKernan  (Brantford,  Ont.). 
He  was  in  charge  of  Catholic  Welfare,  a 
branch  of  War  Relief  Services  when  the 
Communists  took  over  Shanghai.  During 
the  first  years  of  occupation  he  was  subject 
to  many  investigations  by  the  Communists 
and,  for  a short  time,  was  imprisoned. 
For  the  past  several  months  he  has  been 
hoping  to  get  permission  to  leave  China. 
This  picture  of  Father  McKernan  with  Father 
Weyts  (left)  of  the  Scheut  Mission  Society, 
Belgium,  and  some  Chinese  friends  was 
taken  in  Shanghai. 


• • • 


A young  native  seminarian  from  Azua, 
Santo  Domingo,  poses  beside  Father's  jeep. 
Great  care  is  being  exercised  in  the  selection 
of  these  young  seminarlons  on  whom  will 
depend  the  future  of  tho  Church  in  Santo 
Domingo. 


OPERATION 


After  weeks  of  preparation 
on  the  drafting  table,  our  1953 
Calendar  copy  was  ready  to  be 
photographed.  The  plates  were 
made,  the  paper  cut  and  the 
press  began  to  roll.  Looking 
very  pleased  with  the  fact  that 
the  paper  is  running  smoothly, 
Father  Harold  Oxley,  S.F.M. 
(Toronto),  takes  over  his  shift 
on  the  press. 


Anthony  Martin  (St.  John's, 
Nfid.),  makes  some  adjustments 
to  the  equipment  as  he  and 
Paul  Pendergast  (Toronto)  pre- 
pare to  run  the  printed  sheets 
through  the  folding  machine. 
Altogether  there  were  seven 
stacks  of  53,000  sheets  each  to 
be  folded. 


"Many  hands  make  light 
work"  could  well  be  the  title 
for  this  and  the  following  pic- 
ture, for  this  is  exactly  the  case. 
When  the  calendar  sheets  are 
folded,  they  must  be  collocated 
(put  together)  to  make  a 
complete  calendar.  The  pool 
table  and  ping-pong  table  are 
commandeered  for  the  job. 

These  two  informal  shots 
show  a few  of  our  seminarians 
who,  with  their  fellow  students, 
looked  after  this  part  of 
"Operation  Calendar".  Facing 
the  camera  in  this  picture  are, 
left  to  right,  Ralph  Williams 
(Ingersoll),  now  Father  Williams; 
Joseph  McNamara  (Toronto), 
now  Father  McNamara,  and 
Lionel  Walsh  (Antigonish,  N.S.). 
With  back  to  camera,  is  Victor 
Vachon  (Windsor). 


SCARBORO 


CALENDAR 


I 


Here,  facing  the  camera,  left 
to  right,  are:  Gerald  Donovan 
(Smiths  Falls,  Ont.);  Richard 
Gainer  (Toronto),  and  Ray  Mc» 
Carthy  (Saint  John,  N.B.).  With 
back  to  camera,  left  to  right, 
are  Joseph  Curcio  (Toronto), 
! now  Father  Curcio  and,  again, 
j Victor  Vachon, 

I 


Fast  on  the  heels  of  the  col- 
locators  are  the  stitchers.  These 
are  the  fellows  who  put  the 
wire  staples  in  the  calendar. 
The  bulk  of  this  part  of  the  job 
was  done  by  Paul  Ouellette 
(Windsor),  now  Father  Ouellette 
! and  Wallace  Chisholm  (Van- 

couver). The  spool  of  wire 
j from  which  the  staples  are  cut, 
may  be  seen  attached  to  the 
! upper  part  of  the  stitcher.  It 
took  two  spools  of  wire  to 
! complete  the  53,000  calendars. 

i 

! 

i 


The  last  lap  in  "Operation 
Calendar"  was  taken  over  by 
Father  "Armie"  Clement  (Mont- 
real) and  Father  Roland  Roberts 
(Victoria).  As  the  calendars 
were  stitched,  they  were  taken 
to  the  cutter  to  be  trimmed  of 
their  rough  edges  and  then  to 
the  drill.  Here  the  hole  was 
drilled  which  makes  it  possible 
to  hang  the  calendar  on  the 
wall. 

"Operation  Calendar"  took 
six  weeks  to  complete. 
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UOIV’T  BE 

By 

R.  J.  Pelow, 


A NUE 

S.F.M. 


A THOUGHT  FOR  FEBRUARY 


Sasebo,  Japan. 

IN  ancient  times  in  Japan  belief  was  strong  in  a weird  creature  of  ill-omen 
called  a nue.  It  was  supposed  to  be  a bird  that  dwelt  only  in  the  highest 
mountains,  sleeping  by  day  and  flying  about  only  under  cover  of  darkness. 
About  the  size  of  a pigeon,  it  had  feathers  of  yellow  and  red,  legs  of  the  same 
colours,  and  a black' upper  and  a red  lower  bill.  When  it  cried  it  sounded 
like  a baby  wailing  in  the  night. 

Later  on  this  mythical  creature  appears  to  have  taken  on  the  form  of  an 
animal.  Its  head  was  like  that  of  a monkey,  its  body  like  a tiger’s  and  its 
tail  like  a snake’s.  It  is  supposed  to  have  tormented  an  emperor  of  the  twelfth 
century  until  finally  one  of  his  warriors  pierced  it  with  an  arrow. 

Since  the  nue  was  so  elusive  by  nature,  people  not  being  sure  whether 
it  was  bird  or  beast,  its  name  came  to  be  applied  to  persons  who  were  always 
changing  their  plans  or  ideas. 

Too  often  Catholics  are  nue-like  in  their  spiritual  life.  Too  often  we 
change  our  minds  about  things  we  know  we  should  do  now  as  Catholics,  putting 
off  action  until  some  vague  time  in  the  future  which  we  pretend  will  be  more 
opportune.  We  resolve  in  a moment  of  fervour  that  we  should  pray  more 
frequently,  but  then  decide  not  to  really  do  anything  about  it  until  a later 
date.  We  determine  in  a burst  of  charity  that  we  must  be  more  kind  to  a 
neighbour,  but  then  convince  ourselves  it  is  not  so  important  after  all.  We 
tell  ourselves  that  we  must  get  to  Mass  on  time  from  now  on,  but  the  next 
Sunday  decide  it’s  not  worth  the  effort. 

We  must  be  on  guard  against  this  natural  inclination  to  change  our  minds 
about  things  spiritual.  When  we  realize  that  we  should  do  a certain  thing 
because  it  is  good  for  us  spiritually,  we  must  not  weaken  when  it  comes  to 
action.  The  devil  will  be  right  on  the  spot  suggesting  a multitude  of  excuses 
for  delayed  action.  We  must  be  on  the  alert  in  serving  Christ,  understanding 
that  NOW  is  the  right  time  to  be  doing  something  for  our  eternal  salvation. 

As  St.  Paul  puts  it:  “Behold,  now  is  the  acceptable  time;  behold,  now 
is  the  day  of  salvation.” 
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Dear  Buds,  ; 

I hope  you  are  still  trying  to  keep  your  New  Year’s  resolutions.  No 
doubt  you  find  a change  in  yourselves  already.  If  you  are  trying  to  do 
your  best,  you  must  be  happy. 

The  holy  season  of  Lent  begins  February  18th.  Lent  is  a period  (not 
counting  Sundays)  of  forty  days  which  is  set  aside  by  Holy  Mother  Church 
as  a special  time  of  penance.  She  knows  that  if  a special  time  is  not  set 
aside,  we  will  probably  not  do  any  penance  at  all.  That  would  not  he 
good  for  us.  We  must  do  penance.  “But  unless  you  shall  do  penance  you 
shall  all  likewise  perish,”  says  Christ.  We  must  do  penance  for  our  past 
sins.  We  must  strengthen  ourselves  for  the  future.  There  is  no  better  way 
than  doing  acts  of  penance. 

Perhaps  you  have  not  the  right  idea  about  what  penances  we  should 
do.  To  do  penance  doesn’t  mean  that  we  must  beat  ourselves  or  starve 
ourselves  or  anything  like  that.  We  do  penance  when  we  do  little  acts 
of  sacrifice.  For  example  we  do  penance  when  we  do  as  well  as  we  can 
those  things  we  are  obliged  to  do.  We  do  penance  when  we  do  those 
things  at  the  time  they  are  supposed  to  be  done,  not  when  we  feel  like  it. 

Christ  has  set  the  good  example  for  us.  He  lived  a life  of  penance 
and  sacrifice.  Think  of  Him.  He  was  God  and  yet  He  was  born  in  a stable, 
lived  in  a poor  home  and  at  times  had  no  place  to  lay  His  head.  Even 
though  He  was  innocent,  He  was  judged  guilty  and  after  many  sufferings 
He  died  on  the  Cross.  He  could  have  said  no  l3Ut  God’s  Will  was  that  He 
should  die  to  redeem  us  so  He  said,  “Not  my  Will  but  Thine  be  done.” 

What  must  you  do?  In  January,  I asked  each  one  of  you  to  try  each 
day  to  do  your  duty  well.  Continue  to  do  that.  That  will  mean  many 
sacrifices.  Besides  that,  each  day  during  Lent  make  some  special  sacrifice. 
Perhaps  you  like  to  sleep  until  eight  in  the  morning.  Well,  how  about 
getting  up  at  seven  and  going  to  Mass  if  you  live  near  a church? 

Whatever  you  decide  to  do,  stick  to  it  all  during  Lent.  You  will  be 
blessed  for  it.  You  will  find  it  more  easy  to  be  good.  When  Easter  comes 
around,  you  will  be  very  happy  because  you  have  followed  the  example 
of  Christ  and  have  obeyed  His  command.  If  you,  dear  Buds,  suffer  with 
Him,  you  will  rejoice  with  Him  on  Easter  Sunday. 

God  bless  you. 

Father  Jim. 
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Dear  Father  Jim, 

I would  like  to  become  a member 
of  the  Little  Flower  s Rose  Garden. 
I am  eleven  years  old  and  I would 
like  to  have  a pen  pal.  My  hobby  is 
collecting  stamps.  I will  pray  for 
the  missions. 

Yours  truly, 

Donna  Mae  Heinzlmier, 
Box  97, 

Rocky  ford,  Alta. 

Dear  Donna  Mae, 

Thank  you  for  your  letter  and  wel- 
come to  the  Rose  Garden.  We  are 
glad  to  hear  from  you.  It’s  been 
quite  a while  since  we  had  a letter 
from  your  part  of  the  world.  Perhaps 
some  of  your  friends  would  like  to 
join  the  Rose  Garden  and  help  the 
missions. 

As  you  know,  we  have  a new  mis- 
sion in  Africa  and  our  priests  will 
need  the  help  of  the  Rose  Buds.  You 
see,  our  priests  go  to  the  missions 
but  the  Rose  Buds  give  them  the 
special  help  that  they  need.  That 
special  help  is  prayer.  Without  it 
they  would  be  lost.  They  are  always 
begging  for  your  prayers.  So  please 
don’t  let  them  down,  will  you? 

Sincerely  yours  in  Christ, 
Father  Jim. 


Dear  Father  Jim, 

1 would  like  very  much  to  become 
a member  of  your  Little  Flower’s 
Rose  Garden.  I am  very  interested 
in  missions  and  intend  to  be  a mis- 
sionary when  I grow  up.  I would 
like  very  much  to  have  a pen  pal. 
I am  twelve  years  old  and  in  grade 
seven. 

Thank  you, 

Mary  Lou  Atkinson, 

23  James  St., 

London,  Onl. 


Dear  Mary  Lou, 

Glad  to  hear  that  you  want  to  join 
the  Rose  Garden.  Come  right  in  and 
join  us.  It  is  always  good  news  to 
hear  someone  say  that  they  are  inter- 
ested in  the  missions.  We  want  you 
to  be  interested  in  us  and  to  work 
and  pray  for  us. 

Perhaps  in  return  for  your  good 
works  and  sacrifices  our  dear  Lord 
may  grant  you  a vocation  when  you 
grow  up.  I will  remember  you  in  my 
prayers  and  I’m  sure  the  other  buds 
will  too.  We  all  pray  for  one  another 
in  the  Rose  Garden.  I hope  you  will 
be  happy  with  us. 

Sincerely  yours  in  Christ, 

Father  Jim. 
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HONOR  ROLL  of  the  SCARBORO  MISSIONS 


Be  it  known  that  by  their  prayers  and  monetary  sacrifices 
which  they  have  offered  to  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission 
Society  the  following  Schools  have  made  a notable  contribu- 
tion to  our  work  and  such  aid  must  be  duly  acknowledged. 


St.  Mary’s  Convent  F.C.J., 
Combermere,  Ont. 

Junior  Room 

St.  Augustine  School, 

Baird,  Ont. 

Grade  2, 

St.  Mary’s  School, 
Toronto,  Ont. 

St.  Brigid’s  School, 
Toronto,  Ont. 

Our  Lady  of  Sorrows  School 
Innismara,  Bay  of  Is.  Nfld. 

Grades  I and  II, 

St.  Edward’s  School 
Marystown  S.  P.B.  Nfld. 

St.  Anne’s  Convent, 
Glace  Bay,  N.S. 

Catholic  School, 

St.  Nicholas,  P.E.I. 

Grades  VIII  and  IX,  VI  and  VII, 
St.  Edward’s  High  School, 
Placentia,  Nfld. 

Holy  Angels  High  School, 
Sydney,  N.S. 

Senior  Religious  Class, 
St.  Rita’s  School, 
Rockyford,  Alta. 

St.  Joseph’s  Convent, 
Charlottetown,  P.E.I. 

Notre  Dame  Academy, 
Waterdown,  Ont. 

Grade  7,  English, 
Sacred  Heart  Convent, 
Bathurst,  N.B. 

Holy  Rosary  School, 
Sackville,  N.B. 

St.  Thomas  School, 
Waterdown,  Ont. 

Grade  5, 

St.  Columban’s  High  School, 
Pembroke,  Ont. 

St.  James  School, 
Toronto,  Ont. 

Canadian  Martyrs  School, 
Ottawa,  Ont. 

S.S.  No.  12,  Charloltenburg, 
Martintown,  Ont. 

St.  Carthagh’s  School, 
Tweed,  Ont. 

St.  Ann’s  Academy, 
Nanaimo,  B.C. 

Grades  IV-VII, 

Catholic  School, 

Point  La  Haye,  St.  Mary’s  B.  Nfld. 

Holy  Infants  Classroom, 
Freshwater,  P.B.,  Nfld. 

De  La  Salle  School, 
Windsor,  Ont. 

St.  Patrick’s  Convent, 
Bay  Bulls,  Nfld. 

Catholic  School, 
Belledune,  N.B. 

Catholic  School, 
Lemieux,  Ont. 

Grades  7 and  8, 

St.  Francis  School, 
Smiths  Falls,  Ont. 

St.  Bride’s  School, 
Littledale,  St.  John’s,  Nfld. 

MISSIONS 
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Fr.  Straiiqs  Crossward  Puzzle 


DOWN 

1 —  St.  Teresa  moved  here  from  53  across. 

2 —  “ by  prayer  and  sacrifice  that  we 

can  best  help  our  missionaries.”  (St. 
Teresa) . 

3 —  Right  Reverend  (abbr.) 

4 —  Beverages. 

5 —  ‘‘We  no  longer  walked — we  ran — we — 
along  the  road  of  perfection.”  (St. 
Teresa). 

6 —  “My  vocation  is e”.  (St.  Teresa). 

7 —  She  was — by  the  sight  of  the  martyrs’ 
death  place. 

8 —  The  two  canonized  Carmelites. 

9 —  St.  Teresa’s  sister  who  became  a Visi- 
tation nun. 

10 —  Can  be  eaten. 

11 —  Of  which  St.  Teresa  is  the  co- 
patroness. 

12—  Tell. 

13—  Fall. 

15 — Depression. 

18 — Goddess  in  Latin. 

24 —  Charm. 

25 —  St.  Teresa — for  us  in  heaven. 

26 —  “Holy  Father allow  me  to 

37  down  at  the  age  of  fifteen”.  (St. 
Teresa  to  Pope  Leo  XIII.) 


27 — Name  given  to  St.  Teresa  and  all  her 
sisters. 

29 — Man’s  name. 

31 eb,  associate  of  Josua  (Num.  xiii). 

34 —  Brine  anew. 

35 —  Oriental. 

of  the  family. 

36 —  Drawing  rooms. 

37 —  c.f.  26  down. 

38 —  Synonym  of  12  down. 

39 —  Inhabitant  of  the  polar  regions. 

40 —  Tribunal  of  the  Roman  Curia. 

42 — Spoil. 

44 — Entice. 

49 —  Sword. 

50 —  Thinks  (archiac). 

51 —  The  “little  miracle”  on  St.  Teresa’s 
clothing  day. 

52 —  Top  notch  aviators. 

54 — St.  Teresa  studied  it  for  her  first  con- 
fession (abbr.). 

56 — “White  as  the — ven  51  down”. 

IN  CROSSES,  READING  FROM  LEFT 
TO  RIGHT,  A-B-C-D-E:  Her  favourite 
fiowers. 

ACROSS 

1 — St.  Teresa  probably  used  this  coin  in 
pilgrimage  to  Rome. 


Page  Twenty-Eight 


SCARBORO 


Nursing  School  Contributes  $125.00  in  1952 

The  St.  Elizabeth  Mission  Unit  for  Catholic  Nurses-in-Training  is  gradu- 
ally gaining  in  popularity.  In  the  past  year  several  training  schools  have 
made  application  to  join  the  Unit.  The  foremost  contributor  for  1952  was 
St.  Joseph’s  Training  School,  Hotel  Dieu  Hospital,  Glace  Bay,  N.S.,  where  the 
student  nurses  collected  $125.00.  A close  second  were  the  students  of  St. 
Joseph’s  Hospital,  Toronto,  who  contributed  $100.00.  St.  Joseph’s  School 
of  Nursing,  Hotel  Dieu,  Cornwall,  Ont.,  gave  $50.00. 

Smaller  amounts  were  received  from  other  training  schools  that  were 
late  starters  in  the  year. 

Training  schools  wishing  to  have  information  on  the  St.  Elizabeth 
Mission  Unit  for  Catholic  Nurses-in-Training  should  address  their  enquiries 
to  Rev.  R.  Roberts,  S.F.M.,  Director,  60  Crescent  Rd.,  Toronto  5,  Ont. 


NEW  PEN  PALS 


Maureen  Heffernan,  R.R,  No.  8,  Peter- 
borough, Ont.,  age  8 yrs.  Margaret 
Fleming,  Agnes  O’Brien,  Sylvia  Pike, 
Marie  Hearn,  Elva  Lynch,  Camilla 
Thomey,  Regina  Kennedy,  all  of  Presenta- 
tion Convent  School,  Harbour  Grace, 
Nfld.  Arlene  Beaudry,  Box  125,  Humboldt, 
Sask.,  age  11  yrs.  Catherine  Noonan,  Box 
926,  Summerside,  P.E.I.  Margaret  Pat- 
ricia McConnell,  Hawthorne  St.,  Antigon- 
ish,  N.S.,  age  6 yrs.  Andre  Anne  Mc- 
Connell, Hawthorne  St.,  Antigonish,  N.S., 
age  8 yrs.  Gerald  Perry,  46  St.  Lawrence 
St.,  Summerside,  P.E.I.,  age  12  yrs. 
Helen  Marie  LeBlanc,  P.O.  Box  188, 
Sydney  Mines,  N.S.  Patricia  Tomalin, 
1234  Shaw  St.,  Toronto,  Ont.,  age  12  yrs. 
Mary  Elizabeth  McConnell,  Hawthorne 
St.,  Antigonish,  N.S.,  age  10  yrs.  Thresa 
Woodlne.  Northern  Bay,  Conception  Bay, 


Nfld.,  age  13  yrs.  Mary  Mischiek,  8 Essex 
St.,  Glace  Bay,  N.S.,  age  13  yrs.  Denis 
Ouelette,  Box  1000,  Goderich,  Ont.,  age 
12  yrs. 

Peter  Gillis,  2215  Victoria  Ave., 
Windsor,  Ont.,  age  5 yrs. ; Annie  Meagher, 
41 1/2  Charles  St.,  Halifax,  N.S.,  age  8 yrs. ; 
Patricia  McGill,  207  Proctor  St.,  Sarnia, 
Ont. ; Anne  Marie  ZorattI,  316  19th  Ave. 
W.,  Calgary,  Alberta;  Joan  Poupore,  64 
Mill  St.  E.,  Leamington,  Ont.,  age  7 yrs.; 
Barbara  McKee,  20  Sixth  St.  W.,  Corn- 
wall, Ont.,  age  9 yrs.;  Donna  Mae  Heinzl- 
melr,  Rockyford,  Alta.,  age  11  yrs. ; 
Teresa  McKinnon,  Food  St.,  Stellarton, 
N.S.,  age  12  yrs.;  Jean  Vallee,  119  Samuel 
St.,  Sarnia,  Ont.,  age  15  yrs.;  Nancy 
lacovino,  254  Darling  St.,  Brantford,  Ont., 


5 — Smooth. 

9 & 11— A title  of  St.  Teresa  (2  wds.  6,6). 

13 —  She — to  spend  her  heaven  doing  good 
upon  earth. 

14 —  Honoured. 

16 —  Kings  in  11  down. 

17 —  Dried-up  river  beds  (read  backwards). 

19 —  To  take  out  (print). 

20 —  Number  of  St.  Teresa’s  brothers. 

21 —  She  referred  to  herself  as  the — jamln 

22 —  Saint  in  the  language  of  her  patroness. 

23 —  He  canonized  St.  Teresa. 

25— Site. 

27 —  An  Apostle  (abbr.). 

28—  Die. 

30 — Put  In  a box. 

32 —  Period  of  time. 

33—  — cislus,  first  Knight  of  the  Blessed 
Sacrament. 

34 —  Passes  on. 

37— Sister  of  St.  Teresa— she  took  care 
of  her  father. 


40 — She  had  a great  devotion  to  the 

Presence. 

41 ia,  where  the  woman  at  Jacob’s  well 

came  from. 

43 — St.  Teresa  volunteered  for  the  Carmel 
in  the  Far -. 

45 —  Office  Strategic  Service  (abbr.). 

46 —  Household  god. 

47 —  ^A  Motion  Picture  Circuit  (abbr.). 

48 —  Makes  the  product  famous  in  53 
across. 

50 — Mr.  Martin  used  these  for  his  Ashing. 

52 —  Seed  covering. 

53 —  Birthplace  of  St.  Teresa. 

.5.5 — Death  arrived  (2  wds.  3 & 4). 

57 —  St.  Teresa  made  re before  her 

first  confession  and  Communion. 

58 —  Sacred  House  visited  during  pilgrim- 
age to  Rome. 

59 —  “Les  Buisson ” St.  Teresa’s  resi- 

dence. 

60 —  Intelligent. 
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NEVER  TAKE  Nl| 

The  Wonderful  Story  i| 


In  the  small  town  of  Assisi,  a 
familiar  sight  is  the  orphan  boy, 
Peppino,  and  his  donkey,  Violetta. 
Peppino*s  philosophy  is  “Newer 
Take  No  For  An  Answer."  His 
friend  and  confidant  is  Father 
Damico. 


One  day,  Violetta,  the  donkey, 
falls  sick.  The  local  vet  has  no 
success  affecting  a cure.  Pep- 
pino decides  to  take  his  ailing 
friend  to  the  crypt  of  St.  Francis 
who  loved  all  animals. 


He  is  refused  by  the  local  autb 
ities.  So  he  uses  his  small  s 
ings  to  go  to  Rome  where 
tries  to  gain  an  audience  v 
the  Pope  but  he  is  rebuSed 
the  Swiss  Guards. 


(English  Dialogue) 


Showings  in  Canada  may  be  arranged  through  the  Scarboro  Foreign 
Mission  Society.  For  bookings,  address  your  inquiries: 


Telephone:  RAndolph  0013 


Rev.  John  McGoey,  S.F.M. 

60  Crescent  Road,  Toronto  5,  Ont. 


The  Latest  Addition  To  Our  Film  Library 


\\ 


ff 


That  I May  See 

(16mm— 60  minutes) 

A new  approach  to  the  filming  of  the  Passion  of  Christ  produced  by 
Fr.  Peyton’s  Family  Theatre.  Filmed  in  Hollywood  and  starring 
NELSON  LEIGH  as  the  Christus  and  RICHARD  HALE  as  Pontius 
Pilate. 

This  film  is  now  available  for  showings  by  priests  of  the  Scarboro 
Foreign  Mission  Society. 

All  proceeds  are  divided  between  the 
Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society 
and  Father  Peyton’s  Family  Theatre. 

Address  inquiries: 

Rev.  John  McGoey,  S.F.M.,  60  Crescent  Rd.,  Toronto  5,  Ont. 
Telephone:  RAndolph  0013 
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|DH  AN  ANSWER 

Vonderful  Adventure — 


days  of  discouragement,  he  The  flowers  pass  from  hand  to  They  carry  him  off  for  his  audi- 
an  inspiration.  Ha'  buys  a hand  until  they  reach  their  des-  ence.  His  mission  accomplished, 
let  of  violets,  attaches  a tlnation.  The  boy  is  missing  un-  Peppino  returns  to  Assisi  and 
which  he  hands  to  the  Swiss  £il  the  Swiss  Guards,  after  a his  donkey  . . . rewarded  by 
d.  The  Guard  gives  them  to  merry  chase  through  the  corri-  his  philosophy  — “Never  Take 
•ish  student.  dors,  grab  him.  No  For  An  Answer”. 


Out  of  Italy  Comes  the  Most  Soul-Stirring  Picture  of  Our  Times 

THE  QIRL 

FROM  THE  MARSHES 

The  dramatic  story  of  Saint  Maria  Goretti 

(Italian  Dialogue  — English  sub-titles) 

16mm.  Rentals  ^25.00  per  showing 

Address  inquiries: 

Rev.  John  McGoey,  S.F.M. 

60  Crescent  Road 
Toronto  5,  Ont. 

Telephone:  RAndolph  0013 
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CHECK 

Changing  Your  Address? 

Send  Us  This  Address  • 

and  New  Address  Three  SI 

Weeks  Before  Moving  Date 

DATE 


A "Cent-A-Mear'  for  Lent 

This  month  50,000  Mite  Boxes  will  go  out  to  our  subscribers 
with  a letter  asking  for  a 

"Cent-A-Meol" 


Let^s  Do  Some  Figuring 

Take  4 as  an  average  family 
4 at  Ic  a meal  — 12c  per  day  HH 

There  are  40  days  in  Lent 

Average  family’s  contribution  for  Lent  = 12  x 40  — $4.80 
50,000  families  at  $4.80  per  family  — $240,000.00 
— about  the  cost  of  our  new  Seminary 

Easy,  eh? 

Yes,  there  is  nothing  to  it  if  everyone  gives  Ic  a meal 

Make  the  “little  mite”  a “Mighty  Mite” 
and  put  a cent-a-meal  in  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission 
Mite  Box  this  Lent. 

The  Work  We  Do  Is  Your  Work  Too 


NOTE:  If  you  are  not  a regular  subscriber  and  would  like  a Mite  Box  for  Lent,  write  to 
Rev.  J.  H.  McGoey,  S.F.M.,  60  Crescent  Road,  Toronto  5,  Ont. 


'Xhnsfs 

Foreign  ^ ',0^^  > '"  *' 

Legions"  \ 

is  the  latest  vocational  pamphlet  published  by  the  Scarboro  Foreign 
Mission  Society.  There  are  interesting  chapters  covering  the  follow- 
ing subjects:  The  Priesthood,  The  Missionary  Priest,  Signs  of  a 

Vocation,  The  Lost  Vocation,  The  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission 
Society,  Novitiate,  Seminary,  China,  Japan  and  Santo  Domingo. 
Schools,  High  Schools  and  individuals  desiring  free  copies  of  this 
vocation  pamphlet  may  obtain  the  same  by  filling  in  the  form 
below. 


Rev.  Rector, 

St.  Francis  Xavier  Seminary, 

Scarboro  BlufFs,  Ont. 

Please  send  copy  (copies)  of  the  pamphlet: 

Name  

Address  


CHRISrS  FOREIGN  LEGIONS"  to 
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GOD  CALLS  - BUT  YOU  DON’T  ANSWER 


Most  Religious  Orders  and  practically  every  diocese  in  Can- 
ada have  the  same  lament  these  days — no  vocations.  Not 
enough  priests  to  do  God’s  work  and  not  enough  young 
men  studying  for  the  priesthood  to  assure  sufficient  priests  in  the 
years  ahead.  Where  does  the  fault  lie? 

Well,  there  are  only  three  directions  we  can  look  to  fix  the 
blame — God,  the  Church  and  our  Catholic  young  men.  Can  we 
blame  the  Church?  Hardly.  Over  the  past  few  years  the  Church 
has  made  more  urgent  and  more  consistent  appeals  for  vocations 
to  the  priesthood  than  at  any  time  in  her  history.  The  Holy  Father, 
the  Bishops,  the  Priests,  the  Brothers  and  Sisters  and  lay  teachers, 
all  are  constantly  raising  their  voices  in  a perpetual  appeal  to 
Catholic  youth  to  dedicate  themselves  to  the  service  of  God. 

Is  God  to  blame?  To  so  accuse  Him  would  be  the  same  as 
asserting  that  He  is  deliberately  frustrating  the  purpose  for  which 
He  founded  the  Church.  He  founded  the  Church  to  perpetuate  the 
work  of  Redemption.  The  Priesthood,  in  God’s  plan,  is  essential 
to  that  purpose. 

This  leaves  but  one  upon  whom  we  can  fix  the  blame — you. 
Catholic  Young  Man.  The  Church  reminds  you  of  her  need,  God 
calls  you  by  His  grace,  but  you  do  not  heed  the  Church,  you  do  not 
answer  God’s  call.  Why  don’t  you? 

Now  that  is  an  interesting  question.  Its  answer  requires  a bit  of 
soul-searching  on  your  part.  Are  you  afraid?  God  trusts  you 
otherwise  He  would  not  call  you  into  His  service.  If  it  is  because 
you  are  afraid  then  you  do  not  trust  God,  you  do  not  believe  Him 
when  He  says:  “My  grace  is  sufficient  for  you”. 

Or  are  you  selfish?  You  realize  that  to  be  a priest  means  giving 
up  certain  pleasures  and  recreations  that  are  lawful  for  others  but 
unbecoming  or  forbidden  to  the  priest.  There  is  that  constant  re- 
curring desire  to  be  a priest  (an  almost  certain  sign  of  a true 
vocation)  but  you  push  it  into  the  background,  or  otherwise  ignore 
it  because  you  lack  the  spirit  of  self-sacrifice.  You  would  like  to 
he  a priest  but  you  don’t  want  to  make  the  sacrifice  required. 

The  lack  of  vocations  simply  boils  down  to  this  fact — God  calls — 
but  you  don’t  answer! 
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NOVENA  OF  GRACE 

In  Honour  of  St.  Francis  Xavier 


MARCH  4 to  12 

Special  Intention:  Vocations  to  the  Priesthood  and  the 

Religious  Life. 

The  novena  in  honour  of  St.  Francis  Xavier,  known  as  the  “No vena  of 
Grace”,  originated  as  follows:  in  1633  Father  Mastrilli,  S.J.,  was  at 
the  point  of  death  as  the  result  of  an  accident,  when  St.  Francis  Xavier, 
to  whom  he  had  great  devotion,  appeared  to  him  and  urged  him  to  devote 
himself  to  the  missions  of  the  Indies.  Father  Mastrilli  then  made  a vow 
before  his  provincial  that  he  Avould  go  to  the  Indies  if  God  spared  his  life, 
and  in  another  apparition  (3  Jan.,  1634)  St.  Francis  Xavier  exacted  of  him 
a renewal  of  this  promise,  foretold  his  martyrdom,  and  restored  him  to  health 
so  completely  that  that  same  night  Father  Mastrilli  was  in  condition  to 
write  an  account  of  his  cure,  and  the  next  morning  to  celebrate  Mass  at  the 
altar  of  the  saint  and  to  resume  his  community  life.  He  soon  set  out  for  the 
Japanese  missions  where  he  was  martyred,  17  October,  1637.  The  renown  of 
the  miracle  quickly  spread  through  Italy,  and  inspired  with  confidence  in 
the  power  and  goodness  of  St.  Francis  Xavier,  the  faithful  implored  his 
assistance  in  a novena  with  such  success  that  it  came  to  be  called  the  “Novena 
of  Grace”.  This  novena  is  now  made  publicly  in  many  countries  from  the 
4th  to  the  12th  of  March,  the  latter  .being  the  date  of  the  canonization  of  St. 
Francis  Xavier  together  with  St.  Ignatius. 

PRAYERS  FOR  NOVENA 

Prayer  to  St.  Francis  Xavier 

Most  lovable  and  loving  St.  Francis  Xavier,  in  union  with  thee  I adore 
the  Divine  Majesty.  The  remembrance  of  the  favours  with  which  God  blessed 
thee  during  life  and  of  thy  glory  after  death,  fills  me  with  joy;  and  I unite 
with  thee  in  offering  to  Him  my  humble  tribute  of  thanksgiving  and  of  praise. 
I implore  thee  to  secure  for  me,  through  thy  powerful  intercession,  the 
inestimable  blessing  of  living  and  dying  in  the  state  of  grace.  I also  beseech 
thee  to  obtain  the  favour  I ask  in  this  Novena  (make  some  petition) . But  if 
what  I ask  is  not  for  the  glory  of  God,  or  for  the  good  of  my  soul,  do  thou 
obtain  for  me  what  is  most  conducive  for  both.  Amen. 

Our  Father,  etc..  Hail  Mary,  etc..  Glory  be  to  the  Father,  etc. 

V.  Pray  for  us,  St.  Francis  Xavier. 

R.  That  we  may  be  made  worthy  of  the  promises  of  Christ. 

LET  US  PRAY 

0 God,  who  didst  vouchsafe  by  the  preaching  and  miracles  of  St.  Francis 
Xavier,  to  join  unto  Thy  Church  the  nations  of  the  Indies,  grant,  we  beseech 
Thee,  that  we  who  reverence  his  glorious  merits  may  also  imitate  his  example 
through  Jesus  Christ,  Our  Lord.  Amen. 
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STOP  AT  A STATION 

by 

Craig  Strang,  S.F.M. 


ON  A First  Friday  in  March  in 
one  of  those  wonderful  years 
before  the  war,  the  catechists 
in  the  outlying  missions  came  in  for 
their  monthly  report  and  instructions. 
Amongst  the  other  things  assigned  to 
them  for  the  coming  month  was  to 
write  an  essay  on  the  Stations  of  the 
Cross;  they  were  to  choose  which 
Station  seemed  to  them  most  sorrow- 
ful or  which  appealed  to  them  most; 
this  essay  they  were  to  bring  in  on 
the  First  Friday  in  April  which  was 
in  Passion  Week. 

Without  charging  you  to  write  such 
an  essay,  I ask  you  at  least  to  con- 
sider which  Station  you  would  choose. 
Hard  as  they  are  to  thus  distinguish, 
there  must  be  one  which  appeals  to 
or  influences  you  in  a special  way. 
In  any  case  it  is  most  salutary  to 
make  such  a comparison  even  if  you 
do  not  come  to  any  definite  conclu- 
sion. 

Is  it  the  utter  meekness  and  dread 
with  which  our  degraded  Lord  heard 
the  arrogant  sentence  from  the 
cowardly  Pilate?  Or  the  fear  and 


trembling  with  which  our  weak  Mas- 
ter first  received  the  heavy  load  of 
the  shameful  cross?  They  are  cer- 
tainly two  tremendously  dramatic 
events  in  the  history  of  mankind. 

Is  it  the  triple  fallings,  stumblings 
and  draggings  as  the  ever  increasing 
weight  of  the  Cross  and  His  own 
ever  increasing  weakness  pressed  His  V 
adorable  body  into  the  rough  ground  | 
and  into  the  filthy  mire?  What  I' 
bravery,  will-power  and  burning  love  § 
was  necessary  for  Him  to  rise  and  1 
face  greater  agony!  Oh,  the  fallen  1 
Christ  must  ever  arouse  not  only  our 
sympathy  but  our  determination  not  i 
to  load  His  already  heavy  Cross  by 
any  sin  of  ours,  but  rather  to  lighten 
it  by  acts  of  penance  and  mortifica- 
tion. 

Who  can  picture  a more  poignant 
drama  than  the  meeting  with  His 
grief-stricken  Mother?  The  pen  of 
Dickens  and  the  penetrating  love  of  ; 
the  Saints  are  necessary  to  give  it  a 
semblance  of  a real  description,  yet  ^ 
it  would  be  immeasurably  short  of 
the  overwhelming  pathos.  Thought 
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can  go  further  than  words,  so  ponder 
often,  ponder  long,  and  ponder  deep- 
ly on  the  affliction  of  these  two  sin- 
less Ones  bearing  the  enormous  mass 
of  guilt  that  all  the  sins  of  all  time 
are  causing  Them. 

Our  sorrow  is  somewhat  allayed  as 
we  consider  Simon,  however  unwill- 
ingly, relieving  our  weary  Lord  of 
part  of  His  burden;  or  Veronica,  to 
her  everlasting  glory,  bravely  and 
lovingly  tendering  what  relief  she 
could  to  her  pitiful  Lord;  or  the  ma- 
trons of  Jerusalem  who  could  not 
restrain  demonstrations  of  sympathy 
and  sorrow.  These  three  Stations, 
like  the  others,  are  teeming  with  les- 
sons for  us,  and  meditations  upon 
them  can  give  us  the  grace  to  partici- 
pate with  Our  Lord  in  His  Sacred 
Passion  and  make  us  less  unworthy 
of  its  redeeming  effects. 

The  final,  utter  crushing  fall  of  the 
suffering  Christ  has  a pathos  all  its 
own.  He  has  carried  His  immense 
burden  from  out  the  narrow,  con- 
gested streets  and  up  the  back-break- 
ing hill.  All  the  suffering  it  caused 
Him  is  now  on  Him  in  all  its  full- 
ness, and  for  the  short  space  of  time 
in  which  He  is  allowed  to  lie  pros- 
trate, He  finds  no  alleviation;  His 
body  is  paying  for  the  complete  loss 
of  strength,  for  the  aehes  caused  by 
the  Cross  itself,  for  the  wounds  re- 
ceived in  falling  and  in  the  goading 
of  the  cruel  soldiers  and  of  those  who 
brought  this  terrible  act  to  pass.  Sure- 
ly there  cannot  be  anything  else  but 
to  let  Him  die. 

But  now  ignominy  is  added  to  all 
this  before  the  Divine  tragedy  reaches 
its  inevitable  end.  He  must  stand  as 
His  garments  are  once  more  stripped 
off  and  modesty,  Christian  and  other- 
wise, stands  aghast  at  the  pitiful 


spectacle.  Every  pore  of  His  sacred, 
trembling  body  is  smarting  with 
shame  and  pain.  Mankind  can  see  a 
glimpse  of  the  effects  of  sin  enough 
to  shame  it  forever  more. 

Even  imagination  staggers  and 
words  are  impotent  to  describe  the 
agony  of  the  eleventh  station.  Even 
to  merely  lie  on  those  crossed  trees 
caused  excruciating  pain;  it  would 
seem  physically  impossible  to  stretch 
His  sacred  limbs  along  the  length  and 
breadth  of  it.  What  gripping  and 
pulling  was  necessary  to  hold  Him 
in  position  before  the  nail  could 
receive  that  first  cruel  excruciating 
blow  of  the  hammer  that  contracted 
every  quivering  nerve  and  muscle  and 
shot  streaks  of  seering  pain  all  over 
His  resisting  body.  It  is  all  multi- 
plied a thousand  times  with  every 
strike  of  the  hammer  as  each  addi- 
tional nail  is  driven  into  His  sacred 
hands  and  feet.  Nor  does  it  stop 
until  He  is  securely  fastened  and  then 
the  pain  accumulates  with  madden- 
ing increase. 

The  climax  approaches,  but  slowly 
enough  when  each  moment  is  an 
eternity  of  torment;  three  hours  more 
He  must  endure,  not  lying  on  the 
Cross,  but  jolted  upright  into  a hole 
with  the  full  weight  of  His  body  on 
the  tender  sinews  of  His  hands  and 
feet.  In  this  tormenting  position  He 
speaks  His  seven  words;  He  told  of 
His  consuming  thirst,  promised  Para- 
dise to  the  good  thief,  asked  forgive- 
ness of  his  tormentors,  gave  His  own 
Blessed  Mother  to  us,  cried  out  not 
to  be  forsaken  by  His  Heavenly 
Father  and,  lastly:  “It  is  consum- 
mated”. Man  should  do  no  more  hurt 
to  His  God  Who  became  man  for 
love  of  him. 

{Continued  on  page  15) 


If  we  want  to  love  our  Lord  fervently,  to  make  Him  some  return  for 
all  His  love  to  us,  we  must  try  to  know  Him  by  making  ourselves  familiar 
with  His  life.  We  must  notice  His  ways— His  gentleness  and  compassion; 
His  tenderness  with  sinners,  with  the  sick,  the  sorrowing,  the  little 
children. 
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ARCHBISHOP  PITTINI  THANKS  YOU 


On  The  Occasion  of 
Scar  boros  Tenth  Anniversary 
in  Santo  Domingo 


March,  1953. 
Archbishop’s  Palace, 
Ciudad  Trujillo, 
Dominican  Republic. 

Very  Rev.  Father  Thomas  McQuaid,  S.F.M., 

Superior  General, 

Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society, 

Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ontario,  Canada. 

Dear  Father  General, 

I would  like  to  take  this  opportunity,  on  the  occasion  of  the  tenth  anni- 
versary of  the  Scarboro  Fathers  in  Santo  Domingo,  to  fulfill  a duty  which  I 
should  have  attended  to  long  ago.  I refer  to  a personal  message  to  the  Cana- 
dian Catholic  people  to  be  published  in  “Scarboro  Missions”. 

I wish  your  good  readers  to  know  how  providential  for  this  archdiocese 
was  the  coming  of  the  Scarboro  Fathers  some  ten  years  ago.  It  suffices  to 
say  that  they  are  now  in  charge  of  some  fourteen  large  parishes  having  a total 
Catholic  population  of  400,000  souls,  who  would  be  without  priestly  care  had 
your  Fathers  not  come. 

The  first  visit  of  Monsignor  McRae  was  a real  blessing  because  he  loved 
this  country  from  the  very  beginning  and  arranged  to  send  priests  immediately. 
(Among  the  first  to  arrive  was  the  present  superior  of  the  mission,  Fr. 
Hymus.)  No  need  to  say  that  their  zeal  has  been  outstanding  and  that  their 
parishioners  love  them  with  a filial  love.  It  is  wonderful  to  see  how  they 
grasped  the  Spanish  language  and  how  they  adapted  themselves  to  their  new 
surroundings,  becoming  as  St.  Paul  says,  “all  things  to  all  men”. 

It  is  to  their  credit  that  devotion  to  Our  Lady  of  Fatima  has  spread  so 
rapidly  throughout  the  parishes  of  the  archdiocese.  The  Pilgrim  Virgin 
Statue  of  Our  Lady,  which  Father  Patrick  Moore  of  your  Society  brought 
from  Fatima,  visited  every  parish  in  the  archdiocese  during  a period 
of  nine  months  and  was  venerated  by  almost  2 million  of  the  faithful.  It 
is  this  same  statue,  blessed  by  the  Holy  Father,  that  I myself  crowned  in 
Columbus  Park  in  our  capital,  Ciudad  Trujillo.  The  parish  of  Azua,  under 
the  care  of  the  Scarboro  Fathers,  has  become  the  National  Shrine  for  Our 
Lady  of  Fatima. 
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It  is  to  their  credit,  too,  that  a promising  Cooperative  Movement  is 
spreading  all  over  the  country  with  the  enthusiastic  approval  of  Church  and 
State.  A national  centre  was  created  in  the  capital  for  the  training  of  group 
leaders.  The  membership  of  this  Catholic  Social  Action  already  reaches  the 
10,000  mark. 

The  spiritual  care  of  English-speaking  people,  particularly  the  “Apostolate 
of  the  Stella  Maris”  for  sailors,  is  also  being  attended  to  by  your  priests. 

These  facts  are  the  best  testimony  to  the  parents  of  these  good  Fathers, 
as  also  to  the  many  benefactors  who  support  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission 
Society,  that  I as  Archbishop  and  the  whole  archdiocese  are  most  thankful. 

May  I thank  you,  dear  Father  General,  for  the  kindly  interest  you  have 
shown  this  archdiocese  so  sadly  lacking  in  priests. 

My  blessing  goes  out  to  you,  to  your  priests  and  to  all  the  benefactors 
of  Scarboro. 


-|-  Richard  Pittini, 
Archbishop  of  Santo  Domingo, 
and 

Primate  of  the  Indies. 


When  the  Pilgrim  Virgin  Statue  of  Our  Lady  of  Fatima  first  arrived  in  Ciudad  Trujillo,  Capital 
of  the  Dominican  Republic,  it  was  accorded  a magnificent  welcome  with  many  Church  digni- 
taries and  government  and  civic  officials  present.  Multitudes  lined  the  route  of  the  procession 
from  the  Airport  to  the  Cathedral  to  pay  homage  to  Our  Lady.  At  Columbus  Park  His  Grace 
Archbishop  Pittini,  Archbishop  of  Santo  Domingo,  crowned  the  Statue  of  Our  Lady  before  a 
vast  throng  of  the  faithful.  Here  His  Grace  is  shown  as  he  blessed  the  assemblage. 
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BUILDING  A CHURCH  ON 

A PEMY  A DAY 

by  Addison  Burbank 


AS  OUR  car  bounced  over  pot- 
holes in  the  cobbled  streets  of 
Hato  Mayor  del  Rey,  my  com- 
panions and  I felt  depressed  by  the 
pervading  poverty  and  apparent  lack 
of  civic  pride.  You  would  expect 
some  vestige  of  splendor  in  a city 
with  the  grandiloquent  name  of  Prin- 
cipal Hacienda  of  the  King.  But  this 
ancient  city,  honored  by  a royal 
blazon  at  its  founding  in  early 
Colonial  times  when  Spanish  hopes 
for  Santo  Domingo  ran  high,  looked 
hopelessly  down  at  the  heel.  This  im- 
pression of  dreary  abandonment  to 
despair  struck  us  most  forcibly  when 
we  reached  the  unkempt  plaza  and 
saw  the  dilapidated  wooden  barn  of 
a church.  It  was  one  of  the  saddest 
sights  I had  seen  during  my  travels 
in  the  Dominican  Republic,  because 
everywhere  else  I had  found  new 
buildings  and  other  signs  of  rehabili- 
tation and  progress. 

Leaving  the  others,  I entered  the 
church.  The  cheapness  and  paucity 
of  its  furnishings  underscored  the 
pitiful  state  into  which  this  once  im- 
portant parish  had  sunk.  When  I 
came  out  even  the  tropical  sunshine 
seemed  less  bright.  I heard  the 
buzzing  sound  of  bees  and  noticed 
they  had  hived  in  the  wall  where 
there  was  a great  gap  in  the  siding. 

Just  then  I saw  a cheery  giant  of 
a man  coming  down  the  street.  Clad 
in  a white  cassock,  his  round  face, 
reddened  by  the  sun,  wore  a genial 
smile. 

“Buenas  tardes.  Padre,”  I said. 
“Buenas  tardes,”  he  answered  with 
an  accent  as  un-Spanish  as  my  own. 


The  author  is  a native  Cali- 
fornian and  a convert  to  Catholi- 
cism who  is  presently  making  his 
home  in  Port  Jefferson,  Long 
Island.  Mr.  Burbank,  although 
“a  whole-time  artist  and  a part- 
time  writeP’  as  he  himself  says, 
has  already  authored  four  books. 
This  article  is  a chapter  from  his 
fifth  book  “Journey  Into  Faith” — 
‘a  faith  inspired  by  a Catholic 
people  who  have  achieved  their 
regeneration  by  putting  the  Papal 
Encyclicals  into  action*  — and  is 
based  on  his  experience  with  two 
of  Scarboro’s  missioners  in  Santo 
Domingo,  Father  John  Fullerton 
(Toronto)  and  Father  Linus  Wall 
(Hr.  Main,  Nfld.). 


There  was  laughter  in  his  blue  eyes 
and  I realized  he  was  enjoying  my 
mistake.  So  I said: 

“Do  you  come  from  the  States, 
Father?” 

“No,  Canada.” 

“Oh?  What  is  your  Order?” 

“I  am  Father  Linus  Wall,”  he  said, 
and  offered  me  a hand  like  a grap- 
pling iron.  “I  belong  to  the  Scarboro 
Foreign  Mission  Society.  Our  Mother 
House  is  at  Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ontario.” 
I introduced  my  companions.  Then 
he  said: 

“Come  to  the  rectory  and  meet 
Father  Fullerton,  the  pastor.” 

We  accepted  the  invitation  and 
walked  with  him  across  the  street  to 
an  old  one-story  house.  Opening  a 
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Addison  Burbank 


green  Dutch  door,  he  let  us  into  a 
small,  windowless  room.  Holy  pic- 
tures were  tacked  on  the  whitewashed 
walls;  the  furniture  consisted  of  a 
few  rickety  chairs  and  a couple  of 
tables  littered  with  God  knows  what 
— papers,  books,  collection  boxes — a 
disarray  that  shouted  they  had  no 
housekeeper. 

Father  John  Fullerton  came  out  of 
his  office — a dark  little  adjoining 
room.  Young  and  slightly  built,  he 
is  about  half  the  size  of  Father  Wall, 
but  equally  cordial.  He  told  us  the 
ramshackle  church,  dedicated  to  Our 
Lady  of  Mercy,  was  about  seventy- 
five  years  old. 

“We  aren’t  bothering  to  repair  it 
because  we  hope  to  build  a new  one,” 
he  said,  and  showed  us  the  drawing 
and  plans  for  a beautiful  church  de- 
signed by  a Dominican  architect  in 
Ciudad  Trujillo. 

“We’re  raising  the  money  by  ask- 
ing each  family  in  the  parish  to  con- 
tribute a penny  a day,”  he  told  us 
with  a courageous  smile. 

“A  penny  a day!  But  how  much 
does  that  bring  in.  Father?”  I asked. 


“You’d  be  surprised,  we’ve  raised 
$600  in  the  past  six  months.”  Turn- 
ing to  Father  Wall,  he  said,  “How 
much  do  we  have  in  the  building  fund 
now?” 

“About  $800,”  replied  his  cheerful 
assistant. 

I could  not  help  admiring  the  in- 
credible optimism  of  these  two  Cana- 
dian missioners.  I said  jokingly: 

“Well,  Father,  I see  you  have  the 
bees  working  for  you.  You  should  be 
able  to  raise  some  money  selling  the 
honey.” 

Father  Fullerton  turned  my  little 
joke  into  a whopper. 

“We  almost  hate  to  tear  down  the 
old  church  on  account  of  those  bees,” 
he  said.  “They  have  provided  us  with 
five  thousand  pounds  of  honey.” 

I often  thought  of  these  two  Scar- 
boro  Mission  priests  in  Hato  Mayor 
del  Rey,  and  of  their  stout-hearted 
determination  to  build  their  new 
church  on  donations  of  a penny  a 
day.  It  seemed  like  an  impossible 
task.  But  that  was  only  because  I 
underestimated  what  two  ingenious 
young  missioners  can  do  when  they 
put  their  heads  together.  Not  long 
after  returning  to  the  States,  I heard 
from  Father  Fullerton.  And  this  is 
what  he  said : 

“At  the  end  of  the  week  we  will 
be  moving  into  a new  rectory  of 
cement  blocks,  painted  walls  and 
cement  floors  . . . The  next  step  will 
be  to  take  down  the  divisions  in  the 
old  house  and  move  the  altar  and 
benches  over  from  the  old  church  so 
as  to  use  the  old  house  as  a church 
while  we  are  building  the  new  one. 
Permission  to  tear  down  the  old 
church  and  start  the  new  one  arrived 
from  the  Bishop  yesterday. 

“It  may  interest  you  to  know  that, 
although  the  suggestion  to  sell  the 
honey  is  not  practical,  we  will  be 
able  to  raise  funds  from  the  old 
church.  We  have  a buyer  for  the  zinc 
roofing  and  will  realize  close  to  a 
thousand  dollars  on  its  sale.  We  also 
have  buyers  for  part  of  the  wood. 
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Besides,  one  of  the  businessmen  in 
town  has  offered  to  give  one  wall  of 
the  church  (value  $3500)  and  we 
have  other  promises  amounting  to 
four  or  five  thousand  dollars.  Be- 
sides, we  are  still  collecting  a PENNY 
A DAY  from  each  family,  which  by 
now  has  passed  the  thousand  dollar 
mark.  We  are  also  beginning  to  sell 
blocks  at  twenty  cents  each,  which 
will  of  course  be  left  here  to  go  into 
the  building. 

“So  if  you  were  to  pass  through 
here  in  a month’s  time,  you  would 
note  the  wooden  church  gone,  no 
buzzing  sound  of  bees,  cement  foun- 
dations going  in,  one  large  priest 
(Father  Wall)  testing  all  blocks 
before  they  go  into  the  building. 
Which  all  adds  up  to  the  fact  that 
at  the  end  of  the  week,  when  we  have 
the  solemn  blessing  of  the  new  rec- 
tory, another  ceremony,  not  less  sig- 
nificant, will  take  place — the  pulling 
of  the  first  board  off  the  old  church 
and  the  trapping  of  the  first  bee.” 


The  remembrance  of  the  good 
done  those  we  have  loved  is  the 
only  consolation  left  us  when  we 
have  lost  them. — Demoustier. 


Solution  to  This  Month's 
Puzzle 


PILGRIM  VIRGIN  STATUES; 

For  Home,  Church  and  School 

14"  $ 5.00 

26"  30.00 

50"  150.00  (Glass  Eyes) 

(All  prices  F.O.B.  in  Canada  at  point 
of  delivery) 

SPECIAL  OUTDOOR  STATUES: 
Cement  Marble  Composition 

26"  $ 55.00 

50"  150.00 

Plus  freight  from  Montreal 

Beautiful  Color  Picture  of 
Pilgrim  Virgin  of  Fatima: 

8"  X 10"  ..  25c 

(Suitable  for  framing) 

For  the  Reader: 

"Fatima  or  World  Suicide" 

Rt.  Rev.  Wm.  C.  McGrath, 
S.F.M.,  P.A. 

English  Edition  $1.00 

French  Edition  

Paper  Bound  .50 
Cloth  Bound  $1.00 

(Note:  Order  French  Edition  from 

Apostolate  of  the  Press,  128  Bowen 
Street  North,  Sherbrooke,  Quebec.) 

Address  orders: 

SCARBORO  FOREIGN 
MISSION  SOCIETY 

Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ont. 
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One  Shell, 
One  Cadillac 

by 

R.J.  Pelow,  S.F.M. 


A THOUGHT  FOR  MARCH 


Sasebo,  Japan. 

Recently  the  battleship  Missouri  put  into  Sasebo  for  fuel  and  ammunition. 
The  chaplain  of  “Big  Mo”  invited  us  aboard  for  dinner  and  a sight-seeing 
tour. 

We  saw  the  spot  where  the  documents  of  surrender  ending  the  war 
with  Japan  had  been  signed  by  General  Mac  Arthur  in  Tokyo  Bay.  Perched 
on  the  after-deck  was  a helicopter,  looking  almost  lonely  so  large  was  the 
deck  space.  Then  we  had  a look  at  the  sixteen-inch  guns  that  bristled  from 
their  turrets.  We  were  told  that  firing  one  shell  from  these  guns  was 
equivalent  in  expense  to  a Cadillac  car.  It  wasn’t  even  too  hard  to  imagine 
a car  being  shot  out  of  one  of  those  huge  gun  barrels. 

It  was  comforting  to  realize  that  the  artillery  of  this,  the  largest  battleship 
in  the  world,  was  on  our  side  in  the  war  with  Communism,  but  it  was  sad  to 
think  of  the  good  that  could  be  done  with  the  wealth  involved  in  modern 
warfare. 

A few  years  ago  men  like  H.  G.  Wells  assured  us  that  science  would 
soon  provide  us  with  a bright  new  world.  Man  would  reign  supreme.  There 
would  be  no  need  of  any  Cod  but  Man  himself. 

Time  passed  and  wars  came.  But  still  no  peace.  Men  had  discovered 
sure-fire  weapons,  even  the  atomic  bomb,  but  still  no  sure-fire  formula  for 
peace.  The  reason  was  simple  enough.  The  research  had  been  in  the  wrong 
direction.  They  eliminated  God  from  daily  life  and  consequently  eliminated 
the  only  basis  of  true  peace. 

It  will  only  be  when  men  recognize  other  men  as  brothers  under  the 
Fathership  of  God  that  there  can  be  peace  in  the  world.  The  Fathership  of 
God  is  acknowledged  when  men  do  the  Will  of  God.  Then  will  there  be 
peace  on  earth  because  then  there  will  be  men  of  good  will. 

While  the  big  guns  of  ships  like  the  Missouri  pour  their  huge  shells 
upon  the  enemy.  Catholics  must  bombard  heaven  with  prayers  for  peace. 
The  world  may  be  blasted  to  pieces  but  it  can’t  be  blasted  to  peace.  It  can 
only  be  prayed  to  peace. 

Every  day  obey  the  plea  of  Our  Lady  of  Fatima,  pray  the  Rosary  for 
peace  in  the  world. 
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Back  in  the  “thirties”,  there 
was  a popular  song  about  the 
“Umbrella  Man”.  One  of  the 
refrains  was  “Any  umbrellas  today?” 
(Remember?)  Well  I don’t  think 
the  song  writer  was  Japanese,  but 
after  spending  a little  time  in  Tokyo 
one  comes  to  realize  that  the  man 
who  wrote  the  song  could  easily  have 
received  his  inspiration  from  the 
Japanese.  Every  now  and  again  you 
see  Nippon’s  version  of  the  “Um- 
brella Man”  plodding  along  a back 
lane  or  side  street,  or  squatting  down 
on  the  side  of  the  road  to  repair  a 
broken  umbrella.  I don’t  suppose  he 
is  a rich  man  because  most  of  his 
customers  can’t  pay  much  for  a re- 
pair job;  but  one  thing  is  certain: 
I don’t  think  he’ll  go  out  of  business 
for  a long  time  to  come.  Umbrellas 
are  quite  an  important  item  over 
here  and  can  be  found  in  most 
homes,  be  their  owners  ever  so  poor, 
and  the  umbrella  ever  so  tattered  and 
torn. 

Why  such  a stress  on  the  um- 
brella? As  you  likely  suspect,  the 
answer  is  because  there  is  a good  deal 
of  rain  in  Japan.  The  country  even 
has  its  own  rainy  season,  which  ex- 
tends roughly  from  mid- June  to  mid- 
July.  During  this  time,  it  usually 
rains  for  some  part  of  each  day, 
although  it  does  happen  at  times  that 
you  have  a “break”  of  fine  weather 
between  rain  falls.  Tokyo  gets  off 
fairly  lightly,  but  as  you  proceed 
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south  and  west  of  the  Capital  you 
find  the  real  rain  belt — the  stamping 
grounds  of  old  Jupiter  Pluvius  him- 
self. Actually,  the  rain  is  a blessing 
because  it  assists  the  farmers  to  pre- 
pare the  rice  fields  for  the  all  import- 
ant planting.  Not  only  is  there  a 
good  deal  of  rain,  but  there  seems 
to  be  a peculiar  quality  to  the  brand 
which  is  dealt  out  in  old  Japan.  In 
sports  circles  they^  say  that  a good 
boxer  hits  often  and  hits  hard,  and 
the  Japanese  variety  of  rain  is  pat- 
terned on  the  same  style.  It  has  a 
peculiar  driving  force  all  its  own,  and 
when  it’s  “coming  down”  in  Japan  the 
umbrella  is  a mighty  useful  weapon. 
More  than  one  young  priest  coming 
from  Canada  or  the  States  has 
arrived  here  with  a disdain  for 
umbrella  carrying.  At  home,  in  his 
youth,  such  a Father  has  probably 
always  chosen  to  brave  the  elements, 
rather  than  carry  an  umbrella.  He 
used  to  ignore  scolding  parents  and 
advisers — no  umbrella  for  him! 
However,  a round  or  two  with  a wet 
day  in  Nippon  is  usually  enough  to 
soften  up  most  of  these  die-hards, 
and  our  “average  young  priest” 
usually  winds  up  joining  the  parade 
on  the  next  rainy  morning. 

As  a matter  of  fact,  a busy  Tokyo 
street  on  such  a morning  presents 
quite  a scene.  Father  hunches  his 
shoulders,  pushes  up  his  umbrella  and 
heads  down  the  narrow  lane  which 
passes  for  a Tokyo  side  street.  Once 
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Ihe  reaches  the  nearest  large  thorough- 
fare, however,  his  eyes  take  in  a sea 
<of  umbrellas  which  seems  to  stretch 
(Out  an  endless  distance.  The  street 
seems  covered  by  countless  um- 
brellas moving  in  every  possible 
direction.  There  are  big  ones  and 
little  ones,  red  ones  and  blue  ones, 
black  ones  and  multi-colored  ones, 
the  new  and  the  old,  the  patched  and 
the  torn.  Some  carried  straight,  and 
some  angled  over  the  head  of  their 
owner,  but  all  of  them  are  bobbing 
up  and  down,  moving  first  this  way 
and  now  that,  according  to  the  pace 
and  whim  of  the  human  they  protect. 
There  are  school  children  of  all  ages 
and  sizes,  carrying  books  in  one 
hand,  and  rain  weapons  in  the  other, 
walking  with  that  universal  “school 
boy  step”  w*hich  seems  to  say,  “No 
matter  how  slowly  I go,  I know  I 
have  to  get  there  sometime.”  There 
are  office  workers  impatiently  dodg- 
ing the  puddles  as  they  hurry  for 
the  nearest  electric  tram  station. 
There’s  just  as  likely  to  be  a few 
“obaasans”  (grandmothers)  plod- 
ding along  in  the  crowd  too,  carrying 
perhaps  the  youngest  grandchild 
“papoose  style”  and  taking  care  that 
one  umbrella  does  work  for  two 
people.  All  these  and  many  others 


Stop  At  A Station 

{Continued  from  page  7) 

The  Pieta  group  which  constitutes 
the  thirteenth  Station  is  the  tenderest 
scene  in  all  art  and  in  the  history  of 
the  world.  Contemplation  of  it  can 
arouse  every  tender  feeling  as  we 
think  of  the  sea  of  sorrows  in  which 
we  have  overwhelmed  our  newly 
adopted  Mother.  Her  sorrow  is  our 
sorrow,  and  as  we  in  mind  accom- 
pany her  to  the  tomb,  let  us  also  in 
mind  and  in  soul  and  in  body  be  ever 
aware  of  this  tenderness  so  that  it 
can  inflame  our  sorrow  for  sin  and 
our  love  for  these  two  sinless  ones. 


go  to  make  up  the  crowd  to  be  found 
beneath  the  vast  surging  sea  of 
umbrellas. 

When  Father  joins  this  throng,  he 
has  to  call  upon  a special  skill,  if  he 
wants  to  keep  going  forward  and 
keep  his  umbrella  skyward  at  the 
same  time.  When  so  many  people 
have  the  same  idea  at  the  same  time, 
it  can  be  awkward,  especially  if  the 
street  isn’t  too  wide.  What  you  re- 
quire is  the  eye  of  a fullback  to  spot 
the  slightest  opening  in  the  opposing 
line.  Then  there  is  needed  a quick 
thrust  of  one’s  foot,  followed  by  a 
turn  of  the  wrist  to  make  sure  that 
your  umbrella  is  keeping  the  rain  off 
you.  A final  help  is  a sturdy  elbow  to 
guard  your  acquired  position.  (Ex- 
hockey players  get  along  well. ) There 
is  never  a dull  moment  when  the 
rain  falls  on  Tokyo. 

Even  as  I write  this,  the  sky  looks 
as  if  another  downpour  is  in  the  off- 
ing, and  I wouldn’t  be  too  surprised 
if  just  down  and  around  the  corner 
the  old  umbrella  man  is  doing  a 
brisk  bit  of  trade.  So  here’s  hoping 
my  trusty  umbrella,  now  resting 
peacefully  on  a shelf  over  yonder, 
will  be  in  good  shape  for  its  next 
tilt  with  the  Tokyo  rain. 


There  was  a prize  for  the  catechist 
who  wrote  the  best  essay  and  he  had 
chosen  the  eleventh  Station.  The  prize 
was  given  not  because  he  chose  the 
eleventh,  but  because  he  wrote  best 
and  seemed  to  bring  the  harrowing 
sorrow  of  the  other  thirteen  into  this 
one.  What  one  would  you  have 
chosen?  Or  would  you  put  them  all 
so  beyond  description  that  a choice 
would  be  noxious?  But  let  the  mes- 
sage of  each  one  of  them,  or  all  of 
them  taken  together  reach  your  soul 
in  quiet  contemplation,  burning  love 
of  God  and  heartfelt  sorrow  for  your 
own  sins  and  pray  with  St.  Augus- 
tine: “0  Lord,  grant  that  I may  love 
Thee  always,  then  do  with  me  what 
Thou  wilt.” 
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to  be  enshrined,  permanen 
in  the  sanctuary  of  the  (i 


What  Is  It?  As 
desig 
persoi 

What  Is  Its  Puri 


What  Is  the  Cost  ^ 

\ 

I 

What  Page  May  1 


Address  inquiries: 

Rev.  R.  Roberts,  S.F.i 
60  Crescent  Rd., 
Toronto  5,  Ont. 
Telephone:  RAndolpf 


Bound  in  red  kid  with  a gold  imprint  of  the  insignia  of  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society  cen 
Scarboro's  Book  of  Remembrance  holds  365  gilt-edged  sheets  — a sheet  for  each  day  of  the  year.  T 
on  one  side  only.  The  border  design  is  in  light  blue  and  the  printed  words  in  black.  The  top  pr 

Priest  offering  the  Holy  Sacrifice  of  the  Mass  in  this  Chapel  on  this  the  day  of  n 

Then  follow  ten  lines  for  the  names  in  whose  memory  the  page  was  purchased.  The  bottom  lines 
all  the  other  Benefactors  of  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society,  who,  through  their  alms,  have  made 
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Irpetual  3^ememtirance 

^nd  open,  to  public  view 
el  of  our  New  Seminary 


e implies,  Scarhoro’ s Book  of  Perpetual  Remembrance  is  a book 
ive  a lasting  remembrance  in  the  Holy  Sacrifice  of  the  Mass  to  those 
e names  are  inscribed  therein. 

give  to  those  who  feel  they  can  afford  it,  an  opportunity  to  assure  a 
prpetual  remembrance  of  their  loved  ones  and  at  the  same  time 
cntribute  a stated  sum  towards  the  building  of  our  new  Seminary. 


flge.^  $1,000.00,  which  may  be  paid  in  full  or  by  installments. 

ae?  Any  page  you  desire  providing  that  it  has  not  already  been  claimed. 
Remember,  the  pages  are  arranged  in  order  of  the  days  of  the 
year.  The  most  popular  choice  is  a day  commemorating  the  death 
of  one’s  parents,  husband  or  wife. 


I 


If  the  cover, 
B«re  printed 
f*  "let  each 
► specially": 
Bsad:  "and 
• possible." 
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and  the 

WORLD  LAUGHS 
WITH  YOU 


“Is  your  son  mercenary?” 

“No,  I can’t  say  he  is;  he  doesn’t  love 
money  enough  to  work  for  it,  anyway.” 

★ 

“Are  you  going  to  the  bridge  club 
this  afternoon?” 

“No,  it’s  my  turn  to  stay  away  and 
be  talked  about.” 

★ 

Waiter:  “Your  coffee,  sir — it’s  spe- 
cially from  South  America,  sir.” 

Diner:  “Oh,  so  that’s  where  you’ve 
been.” 

★ 

Old-fashione^:  “What  is  meant  by 
the  three  R’s?” 

New-fashioned:  “The  three  R’s  run 
all  through  life.  At  25  it’s  romance, 
at  45  it’s  rent,  and  at  65  it’s  rheuma- 
tism.” 

★ 

Minister:  “I  touched  them  rather 

deeply  this  morning,  don’t  you  think?” 

Deacon:  “I  don’t  know;  I haven’t 
counted  up  the  contributions  yet.” 

★ 

A doctor  was  called  in  to  see  a very 
testy  aristocrat.  “Well,  sir,  what’s  the 
matter?”  the  doctor  asked  cheerfully. 

“That,  sir,”  snapped  the  patient,  “is 
for  you  to  find  out.” 

“I  see,”  said  the  doctor,  thoughtfully. 
“Well,  if  you’ll  excuse  me  for  an  hour 
or  so,  I’ll  go  along  and  fetch  a friend  of 
mine — a veterinarian.  He’s  the  only 
chap  I know  who  can  make  a diagnosis 
without  asking  questions.” 

★ 

She:  “Did  anyone  ever  tell  you  how 
wonderful  you  are?” 

He:  “No,  I don’t  think  anyone  ever 
did.” 

She:  “Then  where  did  you  get  the 
idea?” 

★ 

“Oh,  doctor,  I’m  so  sick;  if  I could 
only  die.” 

“I’ll  do  the  best  I can  for  you.” 


Teacher:  “Give  me  a sentence  with 
an  object.” 

Boy:  “Teacher,  you  are  very  beauti- 
ful.” 

Teacher:  “What  is  the  object?” 

Boy:  “A  good  mark.” 

★ 

Aunt  Minnie  was  taking  her  first 
trip  by  train.  When  the  conductor 
came  through  the  car  and  called  for 
tickets.  Auntie  readily  gave  up  hers. 
A few  minutes  later  the  train  boy, 
coming  through,  called,  “Chewing  gum.” 

“Never,”  cried  Aunt  Minnie,  bravely. 
“You  can  take  my  ticket,  but  not  my 
gum.” 

★ 

A man  and  wife,  hiking  in  the  woods, 
suddenly  realized  they  had  lost  their 
way.  Said  the  husband:  “I  wish  Emily 
Post  were  here  with  us — ^I  think  we 
took  the  wrong  fork.” 

★ 

Sandy  and  Jean  decided  to  adopt  a 
child,  and  asked  at  the  home  for  a nice 
little  girl.  One  was  produced,  and  Jean 
was  about  to  close  the  bargain  when 
Sandy  whispered: 

“Jean,  woman,  let’s  have  a boy.  Ha’e 
ye  forgotten  the  lad’s  cap  we  found  on 
the  train?” 

★ 

Madam:  “Did  you  change  the  sheets?” 

New  Hired  Girl:  “Nope,  they  ain’t 
wore  out  yet.” 

it 

All  through  the  game  a staunch  sup- 
porter had  loudly  cheered  the  home 
team  on  to  victory.  But  suddenly  he 
became  silent.  Turning  to  his  pal,  he 
whispered: 

“I’ve  lost  my  voice.” 

“Don’t  worry,”  was  the  reply,  “you’ll 
find  it  in  my  left  ear.” 

★ 

“Is  he  a reckless  driver?” 

“Say,  when  the  road  turns  the  way 
he  does,  it’s  a coincidence.” 
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SAINTS  WHO  WERE  MISSIONARIES 


SAINT 

ANTHONY  DANIEL 

by 

Paul  Pendergast,  Seminarian 

Adventure  is  the  everyday  life  of  mis- 
sionaries. These  men  leave  their  native  land 
to  go  in  search  of  the  greatest  treasure  of  all, 
souls  for  Christ.  Father  Daniel  of  the  Society  of 
Jesus  was  such  a man.  Leaving  the  lure  of  worldly 
honors,  he  entered  the  Seminary  to  prepare  himself 
for  the  priesthood. 

Shortly  after  Father  Daniel  was  ordained,  he 
was  sent  to  Canada  to  do  missionary  work  among  the  Indians.  Sailing  from 
Europe,  he  crossed  the  Atlantic  and  landed  on  the  shores  of  New  France  in  the 
summer  of  1632.  After  spending  one  year  in  Quebec  learning  the  language  and 
customs  of  the  Indians,  he  travelled  by  canoe  to  Huronia.  (Today  we  call  this 
region  the  Georgian  Bay  District  of  Ontario).  Here  were,  the  treasures  for 
which  Father  Daniel  had  changed  the  entire  course  of  his  life;  here  were  the 
souls  whom  Christ  had  come  on  this  earth  to  save. 

Life  among  the  Indians  was  difficult,  but  their  simplicity  caused  Father 
Daniel  to  love  and  adopt  them  as  his  spiritual  children.  Hunger,  abandonment, 
Indian  treachery  and  perils  from  the  waters  were  his  portion.  When  he  returned 
to  Three  Rivers  in  1636,  one  of  his  fellow  missionaries  wrote:  “Our  hearts 
melted  at  the  sight  of  Father  Daniel.  His  face  was  joyful,  but  greatly  emaciated. 
He  was  barefooted,  and  was  clad  in  a wretched  cassock,  with  his  breviary 
suspended  from  his  neck.”  Thus  laboured  a member  of  Christ’s  Foreign  Legion 
against  the  ever  present  evils  of  paganism. 

Shortly  after  Mass  on  the  eventful  morning  of  July  4,  1648,  the  Iroquois 
attacked  the  Mission  of  St.  Joseph  (now  Mt.  St.  Louis)  with  murderous 
vengeance.  The  Hurons  were  unprepared  and  their  defense  quickly  collapsed. 
Many  escaped  but  Father  Daniel  chose  to  remain  with  the  wounded  and  dying 
members  of  his  flock.  He  hastily  baptized  all  he  could,  and  then  went  to  face 
the  enemy.  Unlike  the  other  Canadian  Martyrs,  torture  was  not  to  be  his  lot, 
for  in  a few  minutes  the  Iroquois  made  him  a bloody  corpse. 

The  Jesuit  Relations  tell  us  that  “Father  Daniel  seemed  to  have  been  born 
for  the  salvation  of  his  flock,”  and  that  “he  had  no  greater  desire  than  to  die 
for  them.”  This  country  of  Canada  will  find  in  him  a powerful  intercessor 
before  God. 


“Learn  to  make  the  best  of  things.  There  are  certain  experiences 
that  you  must  live  through,  anyway;  you  might  as  well  gain  merit  by 
being  resigned  to  God’s  will.  Then,  nothing  ever  happens  that  does 
not  suit  you.”  Character  Calendar  . 
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Pictured  as  they  alighted  from  the  American  Airlines  Flagship  at  Mexico  City  Airport  is  the 
group  of  Pilgrims  from  Toronto  who  recently  visited  the  famous  Shrines  and  Churches  of  Mexico. 
This  Pilgrimage  was  arranged  by  Miss  Irene  Miller  of  Toronto  (front  row,  wearing  corsage). 
At  the  extreme  left  is  the  Very  Rev.  Alphonsus  Chafe,  S.F.M.,  Vicar  General  of  the  Society,  who 
accompanied  the  Pilgrims  as  chaplain.  Mexican  officials  told  American  Airlines  that  this  is  the 
first  time  a pilgrimage  to  Mexico  has  been  accompanied  by  a priest  in  clerical  garb. 


From  our  Novitiate,  Nazareth  House,  St.  Mary's,  Ont.,  comes  this  picture  of  the  Novices.  Seated 
at  their  desks  in  the  combined  classroom-library  are,  back  row,  from  left  to  right:  Henry 
Kolotiliuk,  Ronald  Bates,  Thomas  Hinch,  Lawrence  Richard  and  Joseph  McGukin.  Front  row, 
from  left  to  right:  Maurice  Gauthier,  Pierre  Richard,  Ambrose  McKinnon  and  Michael  Taylor. 
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M Home  And  In  Fields  Afar 

«(  


Wearing  dark  glasses,  is  His  Grace  Archbishop  Pittini,  Archbishop  of  Santo  Domingo,  pictured 
here  on  the  occasion  of  the  formal  opening  of  Scarboro's  new  Headquarters  in  Haina.  On 
Archbishop  Pittini's  left  is  Coadjutor  Archbishop  Beras.  In  white  cassock  is  Very  Rev.  Robert 
Hymus,  S.F.M.  (Toronto),  Regional  Superior,  and  standing  beside  him  is  Rev.  Gerald  Doyle,  S.F.M. 
(Toronto),  now  stationed  at  Bayaguana. 


I No,  he  isn't  calling  hogs!  This  is  just  the 

I customary  manner  of  calling  people  to 

I market  in*  Santo  Domingo.  When  they  hear 
I his  horn  they  know  it  means  one  thing: 
"Meat  For  Sale!" 


From  Rt.  Rev.  J.  M.  Fraser,  S.F.M.,  P.A.,  in 
Japan,  comes  this  excellent  bit  of  photo- 
graphy. It  shows  the  new  seminary  in  Naga- 
saki framed  by  a broken  arch  of  the  atom- 
bombed  church  of  the  Immaculate  Conception. 


THE  DECISION 

by 

Harold  J.  Murphy,  S.F.M. 


WELL,  Fathers”  said  Father 
Joe,  “we  have  to  make  a 
decision  this  evening.  It  may 
be  the  last  time  we’ll  be  together. 
The  Reds  will  be  here  in  a week  or 
two  and  then  it  will  be  too  late.  We 
must  decide  once  and  for  all  if  we 
are  going  to  stay  or  leave  the 
country.” 

“Fve  already  decided,”  said  Father 
Chang.  “Since  I am  Chinese  and  this 
is  China,  I must  stay  no  matter  what 
is  in  store  for  me.  Any  other  decision 
for  me  would  be  unthinkable.  How- 
ever, since  you  two  are  foreigners,  I 
do  not  see  that  your  obligation  to 
stay  is  one  of  justice.” 

Father  Jim  walked  up  and  down 
the  room  as  he  talked.  “What  I want 
to  know,”  he  said,  “is  whether  there 
is  any  sense  in  staying?  Would  we  be 
of  any  use  to  the  people?  Could  we 
administer  the  Sacraments?  Could  we 
say  Holy  Mass?  There  is  no  use  in 
being  a hypocrite  about  this  thing.  I 
am  scared  stiff!  I am  no  Saint.  I am 
just  a very  ordinary  sort  of  a fellow 
who  wants  to  do  his  job  and  I am  not 
a bit  anxious  to  become  a great 
hero!” 

“I  can  answer  one  of  your  ques- 
tions,” said  Father  Joe.  “We  will 
never  be  of  any  use  in  administering 
the  Sacraments.  We  will  not  get  an 
opportunity.  Father  Chang  perhaps 
has  some  hope  of  at  least  saying  Mass 
but  here  in  the  interior  of  China,  we 
foreigners  are  so  conspicuous  that 
we  could  never  hope  to  get  away 
with  anything.” 

“But  is  it  absolutely  certain  the 
Communists  will  forbid  us  to  admin- 
ister the  Sacraments?”  asked  Father 
Chang. 


“I  am  certain  of  it,”  said  Father 
Joe.  “Communism  is  not  a political 
system  only,  as  so  many  so-called 
intellectuals  seem  to  think,  but  it  is 
essentially  a faith,  a philosophy  of 
life,  a mysticism  of  activity.  They 
admit  of  no  compromise.  It  would  be 
against  their,  faith  to  allow  any  other 
activity.  They  may  put  on  a show 
in  big  cities  on  the  coast  because  of 
public  opinion  but  only  for  a short 
time.  Here  in  the  interior  they  will 
wipe  us  out  within  a few  months 
after  they  take  over.  There  is  no  use 
fooling  ourselves!” 

“I  agree,”  said  Father  Jim.  “There 
is  no  use  fooling  ourselves.  It 
is  not  the  danger  of  being  killed  that 
frightens  me.  We  three  have  risked 
death  many  times.  What  terrifies  me 
is  the  possibility  of  being  tortured 
and  that  under  torture  I might  even 
apostasize.  These  devils  are  so  scien- 
tific. Look  at  what  they  did  to  Car- 
dinal Mindszenty.  I’m  no  hero  and  I 
might  find  out  under  pressure  that  I 
am  a heel.” 

“Precisely,  Father.”  said  Father 
Chang.  “And  that  is  why  you  two 
must  make  your  decision  from  purely 
spiritual  motives.  Then  you  will  know 
that  nothing  can  happen  to  you  that 
will  harm  His  Church  or  your  souls.” 

“Oh,  yeah?”  said  Father  Joe  with 
a smile.  “Did  not  Our  Lord  tell  mis- 
sionaries to  shake  off  the  dust  of  per- 
secutors and  go  somewhere  else?  O.K. 
then,  let  us  do  some  shaking  and  get 
out  of  this  country.” 

“But  Our  Lord  said  a lot  of  other 
things  too,”  insisted  Father  Jim. 
“Christ  said  ‘Follow  me’  and  how 
many  of  us  do  it?  I don’t  for  one. 
It  is  true,  for  instance,  that  Francis 
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I "Today  I know  that  Christianity  is  plausible  only 

I 

i in  the  shadow  of  the  Cross." 


1 

i 

Xavier  shook  the  dust  of  Yamaguchi 
off  his  feet  and  went  on  to  Kyoto  but 
Francis  lived  an  almost  perfect  life 
as  a missionary.  He  literally  followed 
Our  Lord  with  no  compromise  on  the 
score  of  accommodation  or  diplomacy 
as  we  often  do.  I fear,  Father  Joe, 
that  if  we  left  China  now  we  would 
again  be  following  Christ  only  on  the 
score  of  accommodation.” 

“I  can  see  that  point  all  right,”  ad- 
mitted Father  Joe.  “We  have  got  to 
be  careful.  Well,  then,  isn’t  it  always 
best  and  safest  to  simply  follow  the 
I will  of  our  Superiors  and  take  that 
I as  the  Will  of  God?” 

I “Yes”  answered  Father  Jim,  “but 
i our  case  is  not  quite  so  simple.  No  one 
I has  ordered  us  to  stay.  Our  Bishop 
I has  simply  said  that  he  himself  is 
! staying  and  that  he  hopes  the  sick  and 
I aged  would  leave  immediately.  He 
has  said  nothing  to  us  one  way  or 
the  other.” 

“I  can  understand  that,”  said 
Father  Chang.  “If  I was  the  Bishop, 
I would  do  the  same  thing.  I would 
certainly  not  order  any  man  to  stay 
and  perhaps  sacrifice  his  life.  I would 
leave  such  a decision  up  to  each  man 
himself.  But  remember,  Fathers,  the 
Bishop  is  a foreigner  like  yourselves 
and  he  himself  is  staying.  He  is  not 
ordering  you  to  leave  . . . nor  is  he 
urging  you  to  stay.  But,  to  me,  it  is 
quite  evident  that  he  WANTS  you 
to  stay,  or  else  he  would  at  least  urge 
you  to  leave.” 

The  three  priests  sat  in  silence  and 
thought  that  over.  Finally  Father  Jim 
began  once  more  to  pace  up  and 
down. 

“You  must  be  risrht.  Father 
Chang,”  he  said.  “The  Bishop  wants 
us  to  stay  with  our  people  and  since 
he  does,  so  does  the  Pope  and  Our 


Blessed  Lord  Himself.” 

“And  what  Our  Lord  wants,  we 
want,  eh,  Jim?”  said  Father  Joe. 

Father  Chang  breathed  a great  sigh 
of  reUef.  “Thank  God,”  he  said.  “I 
am  so  happy  for  my  people,  for  my- 
self, for  you.  We  need  the  example 
and  we  all  need  the  Cross.  And  to 
strengthen  that  conclusion  of  yours, 
let  me  add  a few  more  reasons  for 
staying.  How  can  you  ask  the  people 
of  your  parishes  to  face  alone  this 
Satanic  evil  that  is  coming  upon  them, 
the  people  who  are  your  own  cr>n- 
verts?  What  a shot  in  the  arm  for 
them  if  you  stay  until  you  are 
physically  forced  to  leave.  Remember 
St.  Peter  and  ‘quo  vadis’?  Re- 
member that  the  path  of  Christ  is  one 
of  suffering  and  death  but  one  that 
was  followed  by  the  Resurrection!” 

“That’s  enough  for  me,”  said 
Father  Joe. 

“Me,  too,”  said  Father  Jim. 

Two  years  later  Father  Joe  sat  on 
a balcony  of  a rest  home  in  Hong 
Kong.  He  was  a thin  emaciated 
skeleton  of  his  former  self.  He  had 
just  been  released  from  nine  months 
of  hell  in  a Communist  prison.  He 
turned  his  head  to  a reporter  who 
had  iust  asked  him  a question. 

“You  ask  me  why  I stayed  in  China 
when  I knew  from  the  start  that  it 
was  hopeless,”  he  said.  “The  very 
fact  that  so  manv  good  people  ask  the 
same  silly  pnestion  makes  me  eter- 
nallv  scrateful  to  two  men  who  per- 
suaded me  to  stav.  One  was  a Chinese 
who  died  since  from  torture  in  prison. 
The  other  was  a foreigner  who  may 
be  still  alive.  He  disapneared  a vear 
a<?o.  Two  years  ago  I asked  them 
tke  same  auestion.  Today  that  ques- 
tion is  stupid,  inane,  prenosterous 
. . . the  question  of  a world  that  is 
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asleep  with  materialism  and  luxury 
and  spiritual  sloth.  Then  I too,  was 
asleep.  Today,  thank  God,  I know 
many  truths  of  which  I was  only 
vaguely  conscious  before.  Today  I 
know  that  Christianity  is  plausible 
only  in  the  shadow  of  the  Cross.  I 
know  that  my  vocation  as  a mis- 
sionary is  essentially  one  of  bearing 
witness  and  that  means  a sacrificial 
offering  of  my  whole  self,  even  my 
reputation  and  my  life.  Anything 
short  of  this  would  be  a denial  of  my 


vocation.  The  world  is  slowly  drift- 
ing into  two  camps.  The  mark  of 
one  is  suffering  and  love;  the  pen- 
nant of  the  other  is  hatred  and  re- 
venge. And  the  depths  of  true  loyalty 
to  Christ  are  weighed  in  the  balance 
of  suffering  for  Him  and  with  Him. 
My  answer  to  your  question,  my 
friend,  is  that,  other  than  the  Holy 
Priesthood,  God  has  conferred  no 
greater  privilege  on  me  than  the  privi- 
lege of  the  experiences  of  the  last  two 
years  of  my  life.” 


• • • 


The  Crib  at  Queen  of  Martyrs  Church,  Nagasaki,  Japan.  When  found  by  Monsignor  Fraser, 
the  images  were  in  a rather  poor  condition  but  after  a little  repairing  and  repainting  by  a 
local  artist  they  looked  as  good  as  new. 
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Dear  Buds, 

I wonder  how  many  of  you  know  to  what  the  month  of  March  is 
dedicated?  Perhaps  Sister  or  Brother  at  school  told  you.  Yes,  it’s 
Vocations.  Now,  how  many  of  you  know  what  the  word  “Vocation” 
means?  Well,  the  dictionary  tells  us  that  a vocation  is  a calling  or  a 
bidding.  So  when  you  have  a vocation  it  means  that  you  have  received  a 
call,  a bidding  to  some  particular  state  in  life.  Now  there  are  three  states 
in  life — the  religious  state,  the  married  state  and  the  single  state. 

What  will  be  your  state  in  life?  You  may  feel  that  you  are  still  too 
young  to  concern  yourselves  with  such  a serious  matter.  But,  dear  buds, 
if  you  think  that,  you  are  wrong.  You  are  never  too  young  to  start  giving 
thought  to  how  Almighty  God  wants  you  to  serve  Him.  It  is  true,  of 
course,  that  right  now,  your  main  duty  is  to  obey  your  parents,  listen  to 
your  teachers  and  be  good  children;  but  you  also  should  not  forget  your 
futures.  You  should  pray  daily  and  ask  God  and  His  Blessed  Mother  to 
guide  you  along  the  road  of  life  and  to  help  you  choose  the  right  path 
to  follow. 

Before  I say  goodbye,  I would  like  to  remind  you  of  just  one 
more  thing.  A very  important  thing.  No  matter  what  you  think  you 
would  really  like  to  do  with  your  lives,  pray  to  God  and  ask  Him  to 
give  you  the  grace  to  serve  Him  the  way  He  wants  you  to,  where  He 
wants  you  to  and  how  He  wants  you  to.  Do  this,  dear  buds,  for  only 
then  will  you  be  truly  happy.  Remember,  too,  that  this  God,  who  loved 
you  so  much  that  He  died  for  you,  would  never  ask  of  you  something 
that  would  make  you  unhappy.  If  you  remember  this  and  act  on  it, 
how  happy  you  will  be! 

God  bless  you  all. 

Father  Jim. 


“Saints  are  people  who  spend  the  whole  day  in  prayer.  You  must 
do  the  same.  How?  Make  the  intention  each  morning  to  do  all  that 
day  for  the  greater  honor  and  glory  of  God;  make  the  Sacred  Heart 
League  intention.  Of  course,  see  to  it  that  your  work  during  the  day  is  at 
least  not  a disgrace  to  be  offered  to  God.”  Character  Calendar. 
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Dear  Father  Jim, 

Enclosed  is  a postal  note  for  one 
dollar  to  help  the  missionaries.  We 
are  members  of  the  Rose  Garden. 

Patsy  and  Anne  MacKinnon, 
362  Brookside  Dr., 

Glace  Bay,  N.S. 
Dear  Patsy  and  Anne, 

Thank  you  very  much  for  your 
kind  donation  to  the  missions.  I am 
glad  to  see  that  you  are  remaining 
faithful  to  the  rules  of  the  Rose  Gar- 
den. I hope  you  will  keep  up  the 
good  work.  Your  little  sacrifices  will 
help  the  missions  a great  deal  and 
may  be  the  cause  of  some  little  pagan 
child  gaining  heaven.  I know  the 
Little  Flower  will  he  pleased  with 
you. 

God  bless  you, 

Father  Jim. 

Dear  Father  Jim, 

I would  like  to  join  the  Rose  Gar- 
den and  have  a pen  pal.  I am  eleven 
years  of  age  and  I am  in  grade  five. 
1 am  enclosing  two  dollars  and  fifty 
cents  for  the  missions. 

Yours  truly, 

Jerry  Drouillard, 

1031  Oak  Ave., 

Windsor,  Ont. 

Dear  Jerry, 

Thank  you  for  your  letter  and  kind 
donation  to  the  missions.  Help  your- 


self to  a pen  pal.  I’m  sure  you  will 
meet  some  mighty  fine  people  in  our 
Rose  Garden. 

Please  pray  very  hard  for  our 
remaining  priests  in  China  and  ask 
our  Blessed  Mother  to  protect  them 
and  help  them  to  remain  loyal  to  her 
Divine  Son.  It  is  a very  difficult  time 
for  them  and  they  need  prayers  very 
badly.  Ask  the  Little  Flower  to  help 
too;  she  is  the  Patroness  of  the  Mis- 
sions so  she  will  help  her  missionaries 
if  we  ask  her. 

God  bless  you. 

Father  Jim. 

Dear  Father  Jim, 

Enclosed  are  Philippine  stamps 
which  we  sent  you  to  help  the  Mis- 
sions. We  are  praying  that  more 
girls  and  hoys  will  have  religious 
vocations  so  as  the  Faith  will  he  more 
spread.  Please  pray  for  us  and  we 
will  do  the  same  also. 

Sincerely  yours, 

Lourdes  Quinio, 

Norma  Paz, 

Amelia  Quinio, 

St.  Bridget’s  College, 
Batangas,  Batangas, 
Philippines. 

Dear  Lourdes,  Norma  and  Amelia: 

My,  how  surprised  and  delighted 
I was  to  hear  from  you!  It’s  not 
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every  day  that  I hear  from  the  Phil- 
ippines. Thank  you  so  much  for 
your  lovely  little  letter.  Thank  you 
I also  for  the  stamps  you  sent  with  it. 

I You  mentioned  that  you  are  pray- 
I ing  that  more  boys  and  girls  will 
receive  religious  vocations.  What  a 
splendid  thing  to  ask  God  for!  Our 
poor,  old,  battered  world  would  be  a 
much  nicer  place  to  live  in  if  we 
had  more  priests  and  sisters  in  it  to 
spread  Christ’s  gospel,  than  soldiers 
to  wage  man’s  wars.  Priests  and 
sisters  stand  for  goodness  and  gentle- 
ness and  truth  and  peace  while  most 
soldiers  stand  for  cruelty,  horror  and 
bloodshed.  Don’t  you  agree  that  the 
first  way,  Christ’s  way,  is  the  best? 

I am  so  glad  that  you  are  praying 
for  us  missionaries  also.  We  thank 
I you  from  the  bottom  of  our  hearts 
, and  you  can  be  sure  that  we,  too, 
I will  not  forget  you,  our  dear  little 
; friends,  when  we  pray. 

I God  bless  you, 

I Father  Jim. 


Dear  leather  Jim, 

As  I am  a member  of  your  Rose 
Garden,  i am  sending  you  a dollar 
and  some  stamps  to  help  the  mis- 
sionaries. I will  send  you  more  stamps 
and  pennies  at  a later  date. 

Yours  sincerely, 

Mary  Yetman, 

St.  Mary’s, 

St.  Mary’s  Bay,  Nfld. 

Dear  Mary, 

Thank  you  for  your  letter  and  kind 
donation  to  the  missions.  I am  glad 
to  see  that  you  are  taking  your  mis- 
sionary work  seriously.  I hope,  too, 
that  you  are  faithful  with  your  mis- 
sion prayer  each  day.  Our  priests  are 
glad  to  go  to  the  missions  but  they 
can’t  do  a good  job  alone.  They  need 
the  spiritual  backing  of  the  people 
at  home.  That  is  why  it  is  so  im- 
portant to  be  a good  and  faithful 
member  of  the  Rose  Garden.  Keep 
up  the  good  work. 

God  bless  you. 

Father  Jim. 


Here  are  four  little  buds  attending  Blessed  Sacrament  School  in  Wainright,  Alta.  The  shy  little 
lad  is  James  Lafleur  who  is  in  grade  four.  James,  we  are  told,  is  an  especially  good  worker 
for  the  missions.  And  my,  aren't  these  svweet  smiles!  They  belong  to  Katharine  and  Ellen  Mac- 
Kenzie  and  beside  them,  looking  very  angelic  in  her  first  Communion  dress,  is  Betty  Emily  Baier. 
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ACROSS 

1 — The  Angelic  Doctor  (2  wds.  6,  7.) 

13 —  One  destroyed  Pompei 

14 —  Open  the  heart  (Metaphorical) 

16 —  Ireland  in  short 

17 —  Instrument 

18 —  Opposite  to  ‘‘exit” 

19 —  United  Arts  (abbr.) 

20 —  Direction  on  compass 
22 — Free  from  snow 

24 —  Toonerville  Lightening  Railway 
(abbr.) 

25 —  Organization  for  sending  gifts  to 
war-stricken  people  (abbr.)  ' 

27 —  One  made  to  God’s  image  and  likeness 

28 —  Act  in  disregard  of 

29 —  Conduct  a periodical 

30 —  Book  of  the  Law  (Old  Testament) 

32 —  Household  cleansing  salt 

33 —  Section  of  Matins 

35 — Opera  house  in  Milan 

37 —  ‘‘I  shall  be”  (Latin) 

38 —  Scat  (slang) 

39 —  Titivate  (compound  word) 

43 — ^Where  the  trams  are  when  not  in  use 

46 —  The  Holy  Land  is  in  the  near  one 

47 —  Mount  of  the  Transfiguration 
(alternative  spelling) 
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49 —  Artificial  language — anagram  of  real, 
earl,  lare 

50 —  Graves 

51 —  Burial  place  (contracted) 

52 —  Object  of  spring  fisheries  in  New- 
foundland 

53 —  Kind  of  tree 

54 —  Pullman 

58 —  High  card 

59 —  United  Electric  (abbr.) 

60—  Skin 

61 —  Bachelors  of  Law  (abbr.) 

63 —  Holy  Name  (abbr.) 

64 —  Reasonable 

66 — Large  shade  plant  with  spreading  top 
(2  wds.  3,  4.) 

68 — Patron  of  the  Foreign  Missions 
(2  wds.  7.  6.) 

DOWN 

1 —  ^Wind  storm 

2 —  House  of  Lords  (abbr.) 

3 —  Extension  of  a feast  (abbr.) 

4 —  Ruler  of  Red  China  (possessive) 

5 —  Soon 

6 —  Author  of  “The  Canticle  of  Canticles” 

7 —  One  of  the  seven  hills  of  Rome 

8 —  United  Nations  Neutral  Institution 
(abbr.) 
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9 — The  same  (abbr.) 

10 —  A negative 

11 —  The  same 

12 —  Spiritual — emotional 

13 —  The  “Apostle  of  Charity”  (3  wcls. 
7,  2,  4.) 

15 — Patroness  of  penitents  (2  wds.  4,  9.) 
21 — Discoverer  of  Greenland  (first  name) 

23 —  Conflict 

24 —  Darts  (Latin) 

26 — Vouches  for 

28 — Fingers — digits 

30—  Fish 

31 —  Mother  of  Ismael  (Genesis  16 — Pro- 
testant spelling) 

34 — Abraham’s  birthplace 

36 — What  non-coms  call  officers 


40 — Increase  in  (as  salary — 2 wds.  5,  2.) 

41 er;  Book  and  heroine  of  the 

Old  Testament 

42 —  Family  name  of  His  Holiness 

43 —  Intricate 

44 —  Extent  of  surface 

45 —  One  who  stretches  out 
48 — Busy  insect 

54 — South  East  Council  of  Nations  (abbr.) 

55 h ; to  drain  away 

50 — Miss  Cinders 

57 — Rather  Blatant  Mixed  Variety  (abbr.) 
60 — Devout  lady  (Italian) 

62 — Possessive  pronoun,  reading  up 
65 — Dead  language  (abbr.) 

67— About 


Famous  Statue 
of  OUR  LADY 

His  Excellency  Bishop  Paul  Yamaguchi, 
Bishop  of  Nagasaki,  sends  us  this  picture  of 
the  statue  of  Our  Lady  that  reposes  on  a 
side-altar  in  his  Cathedral.  March  17,  1865, 
was  a historic  day  in  the  Annals  of  Cath- 
olicity in  Japan.  Several  centuries  earlier,  St. 
Francis  Xavier  had  planted  the  seed  of 
Christianity  in  Japan.  A fierce  persecution  of 
Catholics  broke  out  shortly  after  his  death 
and  for  centuries  it  was  believed  that  the 
Church  had  been  exterminated.  Towards  the 
end  of  the  last  century,  foreigners  were  per- 
mitted to  re-enter  Japan  once  more  and  a 
Church  was  erected  at  Nagasaki.  A delega- 
tion of  Japanese  from  the  Urakami  district  of 
Nagasaki  questioned  the  pastor  as  to  his  re- 
ligion and  then  confessed  their  own  Catholic 
Faith,  preserved  after  hundreds  of  years  of 
incredible  trials.  It  was  before  this  statue  of 
Our  Lady  (left)  that  their  profession  took 
place. 


“The  act  of  love  of  God  is  the  most  beneficial,  the  most  consoling,  and 
the  most  meritorious  conceivable.  Christians  achieve  the  perfection  of 
merit  and  of  grace  every  time  they  make  a perfect  act  of  love  of  God. 
No  words  man  can  utter  are  so  acceptable  to  God  as  the  telling  of  man’s 
love  for  hisi  infinite  Maker.” 
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HONOR  ROLL  of  the  SCARBORO  MISSIONS 


Be  it  known  that  by  their  prayers  and  monetary  sacrifices 
which  they  have  offered  to  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission 
Society  the  following  Schools  have  made  a notable  contribu- 
tion to  our  work  and  such  aid  must  be  duly  acknowledged. 


Grade  8,  St.  Anthony’s  School, 
Tecumseh,  Ont. 

St.  Martin’s  School, 

Fort  William,  Ont. 

St.  Joseph’s  School, 
Charlottetown,  P.E.I. 

St.  Michael’s  School, 

Toronto,  Ont. 

Immaculate  Conception  School, 
Peterborough,  Ont. 

St.  Clement’s  School, 

St.  Clement’s,  Ont. 

Sacred  Heart  Convent, 

St.  Charles,  Man. 

Sacred  Heart  Academy, 
Vankleek  Hill,  Ont. 

St.  John  Bosco  School, 

Halifax,  N.S. 

College  Street  School, 

Halifax,  N.S. 

R.  C.  School, 

Glenwood,  Nfld. 

St.  Michael’s  School, 

Pincher  Creek,  Alta. 

Presentation  Convent, 

Renews,  Nfld. 

Sacred  Heart  School, 

La  Salle,  Ont. 

St.  John  Bosco  School, 

St.  John’s,  Nfld. 

St.  Lawrence  School, 

Hamilton,  Ont. 

Holy  Name  School, 

St.  Mary’s,  Ont. 

Our  Lady  of  Lourdes  School, 
Toronto,  Ont. 

Perpetual  Help  School, 

Toronto,  Ont. 

De  La  Salle  “Oaklands”, 
Toronto,  Ont. 


St.  Regis  High  School, 

Fox  Harbour,  PB,  Nfld. 

Iona  Academy, 

St.  Raphael’s  W,  Ont. 

St.  Ann’s  Convent, 

Glace  Bay,  N.S. 

St.  Francis  School, 
Toronto,  Ont. 

St.  Emeric  School, 
Hamilton,  Ont. 

R.C.  School, 

Gambo,  Nfld. 

Grades  I-VIII, 

St.  Joseph’s  School, 
Killbride,  St.  John’s,  Nfld. 

Weisseinbug  Pupils, 
Lemberg,  Sask. 

R.C.  School  (English), 
Moncton,  N.B. 

St.  Mary’s  Convent, 
Combermere,  Ont. 

St.  Joseph’s  High  School, 
Barry’s  Bay,  Ont. 

St.  Joseph’s  School, 
Merritton,  Ont. 

St.  Ignatius  School, 
Winnipeg,  Man. 

St.  Teresa’s  School, 
Brantford,  Ont. 

St.  Ignatius  School, 
Bedford,  N.S. 

St.  Mary’s  Academy, 
Summerside,  P.E.I. 

Grades  7 and  8, 

St.  Thomas  School, 
Sudbury,  Ont. 


Page  Thirty 


SCARBORO 


SCARBORO’S  FILM  LIBRARY 

FILMS  SUITABLE  FOR  LENTEN  SHOWINGS 

UPON  THIS 
ROCK” 

(16mm) 

Color 

English  sound  tract 
Running  time: 

90  minutes 

Proclaimed  by  motion  picture  experts 
as  the  most  excellent  filming  of  the  Life 
of  Christ  the  industry  has  produced. 

"THE  GIRL 
FROM  THE 
MARSHES” 

(16mm) 

English  sub-titles 
Italian  Dialogue 
Running  time: 

90  minutes 

Rentals: 

$25.00  per  showing 

The  tense  and  dramatic  story  of 
St.  Maria  Goretti  ivho  placed  God 
above  all  else,  even  life  itself. 

"THAT 
1 MAY  SEE” 

(16mm) 

Running  time: 

90  minutes 

A new  approach  to  the  filming  of  the 
Passion  of  Christ.  Produced  by  Fr. 
Peyton  s Family  Theatre  and  filmed  in 
Hollywood.  Proceeds  divided  equally 
between  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission 
Society  and  Fr.  Peyton  s Family 
Theatre. 

All  showings  in  Canada  arranged  through  the  Scarboro  Foreign 
Mission  Society. 

For  bookings,  address  you  inquiries: 

Rev.  Roland  Roberts,  S.F.M.,  60  Crescent  Rd.,  Toronto  5,  Ont. 
Telephone:  RAndolph  0013 
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Changing  Your  Address? 
Send  Us  This  Address  And 
New  Address  Three  Weeks 
Before  Moving  Date. 


CHECK! 
YOUR  I 
EXPIRYji 
DATE  i 


MAKE  YOUR  ^ LITTLE  MITE”  A MIGHTY  MITE 


$€AilSO«D 

EiON  Missions 
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Miti  SOX 


A CENT-A-MEAL 
THIS  LENT 

WILL 

BUILD  OUR  NEW 
SEMINARY 
IF  EVERYONE^  HELPS 


n 


Lent  is  the  season  for  sacrifice.  A cent-a-meal 
for  the  40  days  of  Lent  comes  to  $4.80  — the 
cost  of  six  evening  visits  to  a motion  picture 
show;  or  six  pounds  of  chocolates;  or  a dinner 
for  two  plus  tip  at  your  favourite  restaurant. 


GIVE  IT  A THOUGHT,  FOLKS 
and  remember 

THE  WORK  WE  DO  IS  YOUR  WORK,  TOO 


SCARBORO 

MISSIONS 


Scarboro  Bluffs,  On! 


'Xbrist’s  ■' 

Foreign  ' 

Legions"  % 

is  the  latest  vocational  pamphlet  published  by  the  Scarboro  Foreign 
Mission  Society.  There  are  interesting  chapters  covering  the  follow- 
ing subjects:  The  Priesthood,  The  Missionary  Priest,  Signs  of  a 

Vocation,  The  Lost  Vocation,  The  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission 
Society,  Novitiate,  Seminary,  China,  Japan  and  Santo  Domingo. 
Schools,  High  Schools  and  individuals  desiring  free  copies  of  this 
vocation  pamphlet  may  obtain  the  same  by  filling  in  the  form 
below. 


Rev.  Rector, 

St.  Francis  Xavier  Seminary, 

Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ont. 

Please  send  copy  (copies)  of  the  pamphlet:  "CHRiSrS  FOREIGN  LEGIONS''  to 

Name  

Address  
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EDITORIAL 


Do  You  Frustrate  Christ? 


ON  Sunday,  April  5,  we  celebrate  the  Feast  of  the  Resurrection  of  Jesus 
from  the  dead — Easter,  the  greatest  of  all  Christian  Feasts.  It  is  the 
greatest  because,  as  St.  Paul  says:  “If  Christ  be  not  risen  again  then 
is  our  preaching  in  vain,  and  your  faith  is  also  vain.” — 1 Cor.,  15,  14. 

While  we  marvel  at  the  wonder  of  the  Resurrection  and  give  humble 
thanks  for  the  grace  given  us  to  know  and  believe  in  this  great  mystery  of 
Christian  Faith,  do  we  ever  stop  to  consider  that  it  was  not  an  isolated  event? 
Christ  in  His  Mystical  Body  perpetually  re-enacts  His  glorious  Resurrection 
as  often  as  souls  dead  in  sin  are  raised  to  a supernatural  life.  They  were  the 
dead  branches  of  that  Vine  which  is  Christ.  He  continues  to  re-enact  His 
glorious  Resurrection  whenever  a soul  is  baptized.  Whereas  before  baptism 
that  soul  was  dead,  now  a life-giving  flow  of  sanctifying  grace  courses  through 
its  veins  and  another  member  of  Christ’s  Mystical  Body  enjoys  a new  life. 

The  glory  of  the  Foreign  Missionary  priest  is  that  he  cooperates  directly 
with  Christ  in  bringing  about  this  miraculous  resurrection  in  pagan  souls. 
The  commission  of  Our  Divine  Lord  to  preach  the  Gospel  to  all  people  is  as 
urgent  today  as  it  was  when  He  first  gave  it  to  His  Apostles.  After  nineteen 
hundred  years  of  Christianity  over  half  the  people  of  the  world  are  still  pagans. 
In  them  the  great  mystery  of  the  Resurrection  has  not  been  re-enacted.  Their 
spiritual  regeneration  is  the  work  of  the  Foreign  Missionary  priest.  But  it  is 
not  his  work  alone!  It  is  the  responsibility  of  every  Catholic  from  the  Pope, 
the  Cardinals,  the  Archbishops  and  Bishops,  and  the  priests  down  to  the  most 
humble  Catholic  layman.  To  shirk  that  responsibility  is  to  ignore  deliberately 
Christ’s  command  to  preach  the  Gospel  to  all  people  of  every  nation.  It  is  to 
deny  Christ  the  opportunity  of  re-enacting  again  the  miracle  of  the  Resurrection 
in  countless  millions  of  souls.  “Faith  comes  by  hearing”  says  St.  Paul.  But 
how  will  they  hear  the  word  of  God  unless  the  Foreign  Missionary  priest 
speaks  to  them?  Or,  as  St.  Paul  again  says:  “How  shall  they  call  on  Him 
in  whom  they  have  not  believed?  Or  how  shall  they  believe  Him,  of  whom 
they  have  not  heard?  And  how  shall  they  hear,  without  a preacher?” — 
Romans,  10,  14.  To  frustrate  the  efforts  of  the  Foreign  Missionary  priest  is 
to  frustrate  Christ  in  His  efforts  to  re-enact  the  miracle  of  His  Resurrection 
in  pagan  souls. 
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i Feb.  12  was  a sad  day  for  our  priests  in  Santo  Domingo  for  on  that  day 
two  of  their  number  were  seriously  injured  in  a bus- Jeep  accident.  The  injured 
were  Rev.  John  Maurice,  S.F.M.  (Ingersoll,  Ont.),  and  Rev.  Francis  Burke, 
S.F.M.  (St.  John’s,  Nfld.).  The  accident  occurred  on  an  intersection  of  one 
of  the  main  streets  in  the  Capital  City  of  Ciudad  Trujillo. 

Father  Maurice,  ordained  on  November  30,  1935,  and  in  China  for  seven 
years,  was  the  more  seriously  injured  and  for  a time  it  was  feared  that  he 
would  not  recover.  Fr.  Burke,  ordained  Dec.  17,  1950,  suffered  a double 
fracture  of  the  pelvis  and  deep  cuts.  The  Jeep  was  reported  a total  loss. 

I A consoling  feature  was  the  tremendous  public  reaction  as  news  of  the 
I accident  was  flashed  across  the  country.  In  the  streets  and  in  their  homes  the 
I people  dropped  on  their  knees  to  pray  for  the  recovery  of  the  Fathers.  Father 
I Burke’s  action  in  kneeling  at  the  scene  of  the  accident  to  pray  for  Father 
I Maurice,  and  his  plea:  “Don’t  bother  with  me,  look  after  the  other  Father”, 
i has  brought  national  acclaim. 

As  this  issue  of  “Scarboro  Missions”  goes  to  press  news  from  our  head- 
quarters at  Haina,  Santo  Domingo,  indicates  that  both  Fathers  are  on 
the  road  to  recovery. 


Rev.  John  Maurice,  S.F.M. 


Rev.  Francis  Burke,  S.F.M. 


j Scarboro  Priests  Injured 

' 1 

in  Santo  Domingo 
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CHRISTMAS  CAME 
TO  KAWATANA,  TOO 

By  Paul  Flaherty,  S.F.M. 


WOULD  you  be  interested  in 
hearing  how  we  spent  Christ- 
mas 1952  in  Kawatana- 
machi  deep  in  the  heart  of  southern 
Japan?  Well,  preparations  for  the 
feast  got  under  way  on  a grand  scale 
about  the  first  part  of  December.  On 
the  first  Sunday  of  the  month  I ap- 
pealed for  volunteers  for  a choir  so 
that  we  might  have  a High  Mass  for 
Christmas  Eve  midnight.  About 
twenty-five  boys,  girls  and  adults  re- 
sponded to  this  appeal,  and  that  very 
night  we  got  down  to  serious  busi- 
ness. The  Japanese  as  a race  are 
musically  inclined  so  the  group 
picked  up  the  melodies  quite  easily. 
Drilling  them  in  the  Latin  pronun- 
ciation of  the  Gregorian  chant,  how- 
ever, was  a little  more  than  I had 
bargained  for,  and  it  was  touch  and 
go,  right  up  until  Christmas  Eve. 

One  day  about  this  same  time  as 
I headed  out  of  the  church,  bundled 
up  in  my  nice  warm  Canadian  over- 
coat and  facing,  oh,  so  stoically,  into 
a chilly  north  wind,  a gang  of  child- 
ren came  hurtling  and  howling  by, 
clad  only  in  thin  trousers  and  shirts. 
And  now  for  the  punch  line  — IN 
THEIR  BARE  FEET!  That  sight 
would  have  turned  the  immortal 
Scrooge  into  a St.  Vincent  de  Paul, 
right  on  the  spot.  This  started  Father 
Morrissey  and  myself  thinking.  Father 
conceived  the  idea  of  throwing  a 
Christmas  party  for  the  children  of 
the  parish  and  distribute  some  useful 
gift  to  each  kiddie.  He  raced  to  his 
typewriter  and  dashed  off  a half 
dozen  letters  to  various  convent 
schools  at  home,  asking  if  the  child- 
ren there  would  be  interested  in  help- 


ing to  make  a real  Christmas  for  the 
children  of  Kawatana.  Well,  their 
generosity  was  unbelievable!  There 
were  56  little  ones  to  provide  for  and 
Father  received  enough  from  his 
good-hearted  friends  to  help  them  all. 

We  gathered  them  all  together  in 
the  kindergarten  and  had  them  write 
down  on  paper  what  they  would  like. 
The  answers  were  a revelation!  Can 
you  imagine  a 7,  8 or  9-year-old  at 
home  asking  for  a cap,  a sweater,  or 
even  enough  wool  to  make  a sweater 
(that’s  cheaper,  you  see)  as  a Christ- 
mas present?  Of  course,  some  few  as 
an  after-thought  asked  for  such  things 
as  rubber  balls,  ping-pong  bats  and 
the  like,  but  by  and  large  their  re- 
quests were  for  practical  articles  of 
wearing  apparel  which  children  at 
home  take  for  granted. 

Christmas  week  Father  had  the 
kindergarten  teachers  shop  and  fill 
all  the  requests.  Then  on  the  23rd 
of  December,  an  American  Army 
Captain  (Kirby,  by  name)  and  his 
wife  drove  down  from  Sasebo  (an 
American  Army  and  Naval  Base  and 
major  part  of  operations  in  the  Kor- 
ean war)  with  the  back  of  their  sta- 
tion wagon  just  loaded  with  used 
clothing,  toys,  and  carton  upon  car- 
ton of  Christmas  stockings  filled  with 
hard  candy  and  bubble  gum.  We  even 
managed  to  get  a huge  Christmas  tree 
for  the  kindergarten  and  fitted  it  out 
with  all  the  conventional  decorations 
plus  a set  of  flashing  electric  bulbs 
(a  cause  of  no  little  fascination  for 
the  “small  fry”).  After  “The  Three 
Kings”,  a play  put  on  in  Japanese  by, 
the  middle  and  hi^;h  school  students, 
a real  live  Santa  Claus  distributed  alb 
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"All  I Want  for  Christmas  is  My  Two  Front 
Teeth!"  seems  to  be  what  the  little  lad  beside 
Father  James  Macintosh,  S.F.M.,  (St.  Andrew's, 
N.S.),  is  saying.  These  are  typical  Japanese 
j youngsters  which  Father  Flaherty  describes 
I in  his  article. 


! the  beautifully  wrapped  and  ribboned 
I parcels.  Needless  to  say,  a grand 
time  was  had  by  all. 

I Father  Morrissey,  pastor  of  Kawa- 
I tana  and  veteran  of  some  eight  years 
in  China  (now  an  added  two  years 
j in  Japan)  celebrated  the  Midnight 
I Mass  while  I played  the  organ  for  the 
I choir  which,  by  the  way,  sang  as 
! beautiful  a Gregorian  Mass  as  I’ve 
i heard  anywhere.  Immediately  after 
; Mass  was  over,  I said  two  of  my  three 
i Low  Masses  at  a temporary  altar  set 
up  in  the  back  of  our  little  chapel, 
during  which,  all  our  benefactors  re- 
ceived a very  fervent  memento. 

At  six  that  morning  I left  by  bi- 
cycle for  the  local  tuberculosis  hos- 
I pital  where  I said  my  third  Mass  at 
seven  o’clock.  After  Mass,  I took 
Holy  Communion  around  to  some  half 
dozen  of  the  patients  permanently 
confined  to  their  beds.  It  being 
Christmas,  I decided  to  do  this 


We  impart  to  the  smallest  acts 
the  highest  virtue  when  we  per- 
form them  with  a sincere  wish  to 
please  God.  The  merit  of  our 
actions  does  not  depend  on  their 
importance. 


; i 


solemnly,  that  is  wearing  soutane, 
surplice  and  stole,  and  accompanied 
by  two  altar  boys  bearing  lighted 
candles.  The  boys,  too,  were  decked 
out  resplendently  in  their  new  white 
soutanes.  By  the  time  we  had  fin- 
ished in  the  first  room,  the  news  must 
have  travelled  by  the  grape-vine  for 
the  pagan  patients  were  crowding 
the  corridors  and  in  goggle-eyed 
amazement  were  “ma-a-a-”ing  and 
“aa-a-a”ing  (Japanese  expressions  of 
wonder)  at  an  impressive  and  awe- 
inspiring sight,  the  like  of  which. 
I’m  willing  to  venture,  they  had  never 
seen  before  in  all  their  lives. 

Well  that  was  how  we  spent  Christ- 
mas in  Kawatana-machi.  Our  kiddies 
have  since  returned  to  school  from 
their  two-week  New  Year’s  vacation 
(which  began  on  Dec.  24th)  and  they 
are  still  prattling  about  Christmas  at 
the  church.  I think  it  will  prove  a 
definite  incentive  to  draw  more  pagan 
children  around  the  mission  — not 
that  we  hope  or  intend  to  make  ‘Yice 
Christians”  by  bribes,  or  anything  of 
that  nature  — but  you  always  have 
to  start  with  something  material  (es- 
pecially with  children)  to  get  spiri- 
tual ideas  across. 

In  closing  I want  to  avail  myself 
of  this  opportunity  to  convey  heart- 
felt thanks  to  each  and  everyone  of 
our  benefactors  here  and  at  home  who 
contributed  so  generously  to  make 
Christmas  1952  the  success  it  truly 
was  in  Kawatana.  Surely  Our  Divine 
Lord  Who  had  such  a predilection 
for  little  children  will  shower  you 
with  His  Graces,  spiritual  and  tem- 
poral, “in  a good  measure,  and 
pressed  down,  and  shaken  together 
and  running  over”.  This  is  our  New 
Year’s  prayer  for  you! 


What  is  resignation?  It  is 
putting  God  between  one’s  self 
and  one’s  grief.  The  Christian’s 
cup  may  be  brimful  of  sorrow, 
but,  for  him,  the  over- flowing 
drop  is  never  added. 
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"Latin  Americans  love  their  processions, 
magnificent  professions  of  Faith"  . 


9(oJb^  U)£sk  9n  SanL 


By  Francis  J.  O'Crady,  S.F.M. 


A traveller  who  passed  quickly 
through  Latin  America  said  he  got 
the  impression  that  there  are  just 
three  Sacraments  down  here:  (1) 
Baptism,  (2)  Confirmation  and  (3) 
Processions!  It’s  a superficial  view 
but  it  might  have  arisen  witnessing 
the  Holy  Week  ceremonies.  Latin 
Americans  do  indeed  love  their  pro- 
cessions, and  during  Holy  Week, 
Bani  alone  has  five  extra  outdoor 
processions. 

Here  in  Bani  we  have  outdoor 
Stations  of  the  Cross  every  Wednes- 
day and  Friday  evening  during  Lent. 
After  the  rosary  the  crowd  files  out 
of  the  church,  altar  boys  and  priest 


I list,  then  the  choir  which  sings  be- 
tween Stations.  These  makeshift 
“Stations”  — small  tables  covered 
with  white  cloths  on  which  the  pic- 
ture of  the  particular  Station  is  set 
up  between  two  lit  candles  — are 
arranged  along  the  processional  route 
which  winds  through  town.  As  Holy 
Week  approaches  more  and  more 
people  begin  to  participate  in  these 
processions;  but  the  procession  on 
Palm  Sunday  when  everyone  carries 
blessed  palms  really  ushers  in  the  pro- 
cessional season,  so  to  speak. 

The  procession  that  is  really  stan- 
dard throughout  the  Dominican  Re- 
public is  the  “Procession  of  the 


High  government  officials  are  pictured  as  they  assisted  at  the  Holy  Week  ceremonies  in 
Ciudad  Trujillo's  St.  Dominic  Cathedral.  The  Governor  of  the  Province  of  Trujillo,  front  row, 
extreme  left,  can  be  seen  with  the  key  to  the  tabernacle  door  suspended  on  a long  cord 
around  his  neck.  Behind  him,  wearing  white  surplice,  is  the  Very  Rev.  Thomas  McQuaid, 
Superior  General  of  the  Society,  who  participated  in  the  ceremonies.  Father  McQuaid's 
assistance  at  this  event  was  appreciated  and  mentioned  over  the  national  network. 
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Statue  of  Christ  is  taken  down  from  the  Cross 
in  the  Capuchin  Church  of  Our  Lady  of  Mercy, 
Ciudad  Trujillo,  and  will  be  placed  in  the 
gloss  cofRn  preparatory  to  the  procession 
through  the  streets  of  the  Capital. 


Nazarene”  held  on  Wednesday  of 
Holy  Week  when  a statue  of  Our 
Lord  with  the  Cross  on  His  shoulder 
walks  to  Calvary.  (Incidentally,  all 
statues  are  carried  on  a little  plat- 
form having  four  handles  so  that, 
shoulder  high,  all  can  see  which  statue 
is  being  honoured.) 

On  Holy  Thursday,  there  is  no 
outdoor  procession  but  one  little  note 
about  the  Repository  might  be  in 
order.  When  the  Blessed  Sacrament 
is  placed  in  the  tabernacle  of  the  side- 
altar,  the  key,  on  a silken  cord,  is 
hung  around  the  neck  of  the  Gover- 
nor of  the  Province  and  he  is  respon- 
sible for  it  until  Good  Friday  morn- 


ing. Before  the  Mass  of  the  Pre- 
sanctified he  again  appears,  genu- 
flects and  the  celebrant  takes  the  key 
from  his  neck  and  removes  the 
Blessed  Sacrament.  Then  follows  a 
procession  back  to  the  main  altar. 

At  three  o’clock  on  Good  Friday 
afternoon,  after  the  Stations  have 
been  said,  comes  the  “Procession  of 
the  Holy  Burial”.  A statue  of  the 
body  of  Christ  lying  inside  a glass 
casket  is  carried  through  the  streets 
then  returned  to  the  Sanctuary  where 
the  dead  Christ  lies  in  state.  After 
this  follows  the  veneration  of  the 
cross. 

Good  Friday  evening,  after  rosary 
and  Stations  in  the  church,  the  “Pro- 
cession of  the  Sorrowful  Mother”  is 
held.  A statue  of  Our  Lady  dressed 
in  black  velvet  robes  is  carried 
through  the  streets.  For  this  pro- 
cession two  drummers  walk  in  front 
of  the  statue  rolling  their  drums  very 
much  as  they  would  at  a military 
funeral  although  at  any  other  time 
the  whole  band  taikes  part. 

On  Holy  Saturday  the  usual  cere- 
monies are  held  except  that  events  are 
so  arranged  as  to  have  the  celebrant 
reach  the  Gloria  of  the  Mass  at  10 
a.m.  Then  all  the  bells  in  the  whole 
country  are  rung!  In  a town  of  any 
size  it  makes  quite  a racket.  When 
there  is  no  resident  priest  the  people 
tune  in  to  the  Cathedral  ceremonies 
which  are  broadcast  each  year.  Bells 
and  whistles  and  firecrackers  do  their 
mightiest  to  proclaim  the  Easter  joy. 

Easter  Sunday  morning,  the  first 
procession  takes  place  at  dawn  be- 
fore the  first  Mass.  At  about  5.30 
two  statues  leave  the  church  — a 
statue  of  the  Risen  Christ,  standing, 
one  arm  raised  in  benediction,  the 
other  is  the  parochial  statue  of  Our 
Lady  of  Regia,  our  patroness  here. 
The  two  processions  start  off  in  dif- 
ferent directions,  go  around  the 
park  and  meet.  As  the  two  statues 
approach  each  other,  the  bearers 
“dip”  them  and  they  seem  to  be 
nodding  in  greeting.  Then  all  return 
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to  the  church  together.  At  ten 
o’clock  there  is  a solemn  procession 
of  the  Blessed  Sacrament  through  the 


streets.  No  wonder  Latin  Americans 
love  their  processions,  magnificent! 
professions  of  Faith!  i 


The  "Procession  of  the  Holy  Burial"  held  on  Good  Friday  afternoon.  The  statue  of  the  body  | 
'^of  Christ  lying  inside  a glass  casket  is  carried  through  the  streets  and  is  then  returned  to  the  | 

Sanctuary  where  the  dead  Christ  lies  in  state.  The  Navy  Marines  can  be  seen  on  the  right  ^ 

as  they  proudly  form  a guard  of  honour. 


3n  iHemodam 

PRAYERS  ARE  REQUESTED  FOR  THE  REPOSE  OF  THE  SOULS  OF 


Mrs.  Anna  O’Keefe,  Winnipeg,  Man. ; 
Mr.  Jas.  E.  Duffy,  St.  Catharines, 
Ont. ; Rt.  Rev.  Monsignor  W.  A. 
Egan,  D.P.,  Toronto,  and  Mr.  Henry 
Somerville,  Toronto. 

* * * 

Called  to  his  Eternal  Reward  a 
short  time  ago  was  Rev.  J.  J.  Hall 
of  London  Diocese.  Father  Hall,  25 
years  a priest,  spent  23  of  these  years 
in  a hospital  bed  suffering  from  a 
most  crippling  type  of  arthritis.  That 
which  would  destroy  men  of  less 
spiritual  stamina  was  to  him  a sti- 
mulant for  greater  sanctity  of  soul. 
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To  those  who  knew  him  and  were 
privileged  to  visit  him,  he  was  a 
tower  of  strength  and  an  inspiration  | 
to  greater  holiness  of  life.  | 

* * * : 

Mr.  Charles  Fraser,  youngest  | 
brother  of  Monsignor  Fraser,  the  I 
founder  of  our  Society,  died  Feb- 
ruary 19,  in  Chicago.  He  was  75.  | 
This  is  the  second  bereavement  in  i 
four  months  for  Monsignor  Fraser^. 
Another  brother.  Rev.  William  FraserH 
died  in  Toronto  on  November  24fl 
1952,  in  his  eighty-fifth  year.  JjB 
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A THOUGHT  FOR  APRIL 


Sasebo,  Japan. 

IN  our  parish  there  lives  a couple  who  are  very  old  and  very  poor.  No 
one  seems  to  know  just  how  old  they  are  but  how  poor  they  are  is  quite 
clear. 

Long  ago  their  only  child  abandoned  them  for  an  easier  life  and  left 
them  to  be  cared  for  by  anyone  who  might  take  pity  on  them.  But  old 
people  in  Japan  are  treated  with  great  respect,  and  friendly  neighbours 
I provide  the  old  folks  with  shelter  and  bring  them  what  little  food  the  very 
I old  require. 

! Their  deep  faith  in  and  love  for  the  Blessed  Eucharist  is  touchingly 

I evident  when  we  bring  them  Holy  Communion  because,  of  course,  they 
j cannot  make  the  journey  to  the  church. 

I At  Christmas  time  we  brought  them  a few  gifts,  and  sent  them  a few 

! more  through  a Catholic  of  the  parish.  Among  the  latter  was  a cigar  for 
the  old  man  who  thoroughly  enjoys  an  occasional  smoke.  It  must  have 
been  a rare  luxury  for  him. 

Then  one  day  after  the  New  Year  the  old  folks  gave  us  a return  gift — 
carefully  wrapped  in  several  folds  of  department  store  paper.  Since  in 
Japan  you  must  never  look  at  a present  in  the  company  of  the  donor  we 
brought  it  home.  We  opened  it  and  found  half  a cigar,  half  of  the  one 
I which  we,  unknown  to  him,  had  sent  to  the  old  man.  It  was  undoubtedly  the 
best  and  most  worthy  gift  he  could  offer. 

Expressing  gratitude  is  something  we  are  liable  to  neglect  all  too  easily, 
j It  is  not  that  we  are  so  ungrateful  as  we  are  thoughtless.  Children  should 
! think  more  frequently  of  the  sacrifices  their  parents  make  for  them.  Husbands 
I and  wives  should  appreciate  more  readily  the  love  each  has  for  the  other. 

I We  should  all  realize  the  priceless  gifts  of  grace  God  has  given  us. 

But  we  should  do  more.  We  should  express  our  gratitude  for  the 
things  God  and  others  do  for  us  by  making  a return  gift.  How  small  it  is 
has  no  significance  if  it  comes  from  our  heart.  A prayer  of  thanks,  a smile, 
a kind  word.  These  are  the  return  gifts  without  price. 
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KINHWA’S  PREPARATION  FOR  SPRING 

By  Edward  Moriarty,  S.F.M. 


Things  had  been  going  quite 
well  with  us  in  Kinhwa,  almost 
unbelievably  well,  for  in  De- 
cember 1950,  after  more  than  a year 
of  life  under  the  Communists,  ours 
was  the  only  mission  in  our  whole 
Diocese,  where  we  “Foreign  Im- 
perialists” (to  use  a term,  which  so 
often  nauseated  us)  were  still  at 
liberty  to  use  our  church.  Our  Chris- 
tians, although  under  somewhat  of  a 
strain,  and  this  is  putting  it  mildly, 
were  still  permitted  to  attend  Mass 
and  receive  the  Sacraments.  We  did 
not  dare  to  hope  that  such  conditions 
would  continue  for  long.  Already, 
anti-foreign  feeling  was  strong  and 
anti-foreign  rumblings  daily  filled  the 
air.  Yet,  hope  being  the  virtue  that 
springs  eternal  in  the  human  breast, 
we  continued  as  usual,  knowing  full 
well  that  soon  the  official  order  must 
come  ending  all  public  worship  in 
Kinhwa. 

For  months,  I had  been  able  to 
stall  off  requests  for  the  use  of  our 
church  for  meetings,  for  plays,  and 
various  other  activities  that  were  part 
and  parcel  of  the  “Great  Liberation”. 

One  morning  in  early  December 
1950,  I received  a notice  to  report  to 
the  Police  Station.  These  notices 
had  been  coming  in  so  frequently 
during  the  past  year  that  I think  I 
could  have  gone  to  the  Police  Station 
blindfolded.  So  with  an  inward 
query : “What  can  they  want  this 
time?”  and  a prayer,  I set  out  for 
the  Police  Station. 

“Have  you  seen  the  morning 
paper?”  asked  the  Officer-in-Com- 
mand.  I replied  with  all  the  polite- 
ness I could  muster  that  I had  not 
scanned  it  that  day.  I was  then 
handed  a copy  of  the  local  paper  and 
one  pertinent  article  was  pointed  out 
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to  me.  In  substance,  it  contained  the 
latest  government  order  issued  the 
previous  day  by  the  High  Brass  in 
Peiping  that  the  Province  of  Che- 
kiang (our  own  province)  was  to  pro- 
ceed with  its  land  reform. 

As  many  of  our  readers  know. 
Land  Reform  or  Agrarian  Reform  is 
one  of  the  big  platforms  of  Com- 
munism in  China  and  now,  at  long 
last,  this  great  “boon”  was  to  come 
to  our  province. 

The  Officer-in-Command  went  on 
to  tell  me  that  he  knew  I would  say 
nothing  about  the  government  in  ser- 
mons to  the  Christians,  but  he  was 
afraid  that  they  might  misunderstand 
what  I said  to  them.  Then  they 
would  tell  the  townspeople  that  I had 
said  something  about  the  government 
even  though  he,  the  Police  Officer, 
knew  that  I would  not.  In  the  event 
of  such  a thing  happening,  I would 
need  protection  and  it  was  the  duty 
of  the  Police  to  protect  us  foreigners ; 
so  for  our  own  good  he  advised  me 
that  I had  better  discontinue  services. 
The  whole  explanation  was  merely  a 
matter  of  “face-saving”  on  the  part 
of  the  Police  Officer.  The  order  had 
been  given  and  he  had  no  choice  but 
to  execute  it. 

To  argue,  I knew,  was  useless.  It 
was  just  another  way  of  saying: 
“Close  the  church,  and  let’s  get  on 
with  the  Land  Reform  as  we  want  to 
have  all  ready  by  Spring”.  I did 
notice  however,  that  the  order  had 
not  mentioned  prayers  or  the  Mass, 
but  only  religious  services  where  the 
people  would  receive  instruction.  So 
I decided  (again  hoping  against 
hope)  to  ask  if  we  might  continue  to 
pray  in  church  and  celebrate  Mass. 
The  answer,  to  my  surprise,  was  in 
the  affirmative.  I left  the  Police 
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The  author,  a native  of  Hr.  Grace,  Nfid., 
is  a veteran  Missioner  of  eight  years  in 
China.  He  >vas  Pastor  of  Kinhwa  when 
the  bamboo  curtain  closed  around  the 
mission  in  1949.  This  is  Father  Moriarty's 
vivid  ''on-the-spot"  account  of  life  under 
the  Communists  prior  to  his  expulsion 
from  China. 


Station,  with  a promise  that  hence- 
forth, I would  not  preach  to  the 
people.  My  seeming  triumph  was 
short-lived  however,  for  that  very 
evening,  just  as  we  were  sitting  down 
to  our  evening  rice,  along  came  an- 
other messenger  with  the  order  that 
I was  to  report  to  the  Police  Station. 
It  seems  that  was  one  place  where  I 
never  wore  out  my  “welcome”. 

This  time,  I was  summoned  before 
a higher  tribunal,  and  it  was  made 
quite  clear  to  me  that  the  Govern- 
ment order  applied  to  all  church  ser- 
vices, no  matter  what  their  nature. 
Beginning  on  the  morrow  (which  was 
Sunday)  I was  told  to  announce  to 
the  people  that  there  would  be  no 
more  church  services  until  after  the 
land  division.  This  Land  Reform,  ac- 
cording to  the  officials,  would  last 
from  five  to  six  weeks  and  at  the  end 
of  that  period  I was  to  submit  a writ- 
ten request  asking  when  I could  con- 
tinue services  in  the  church.  This 


last  remark  was  another  “face-saver”, 
for  we  were  never  again  permitted 
the  use  of  the  church  for  public  ser- 
vices. 

With  a heavy  heart,  I announced 
the  official  proclamation  the  next 
morning.  To  make  sure  that  the 
order  was  carried  out,  the  Comrades 
from  the  Police  Station  put  in  an  ap- 
pearance the  next  day.  That  was  one 
day  they  went  to  Mass  anyway ! Had 
I not  made  the  announcement,  they 
were  there  to  see  to  it  that  the  order 
would  be  given. 

The  story  of  the  Land  Reform  is 
an  old  one  to  anyone  who  has  kept 
posted  on  the  workings  of  the  Reds 
in  China.  Many  of  our  readers  have 
seen  the  reports  of  it  in  the  secular 
press.  The  executions  of  landlords, 
the  confiscation  of  property  deeds, 
the  issuance  of  new  land  deeds — so 
rich  in  promise  but  so  disappointing 
in  fact — are  all  history. 

The  irony  of  it  all,  as  far  as  we 
were  concerned,  was  that  having 
asked  the  Christians  to  obey  the 
Government  order,  the  following 
week  I had  to  witness  the  actual  land 
division  taking  place  right  in  our 
own  church!  Hundreds  of  enthusias- 
tic “followers”  flocked  to  the  church 
during  the  days  which  ensued, 
equipped  with  writing  tables,  blank 
forms,  pens  and  Chinese  writing 
brushes.  Not  for  the  stated  five 
weeks,  but  for  two  long  and  tiresome 
months,  we  stood  by  while  every  acre 
of  land  in  our  district  was  recorded 
and  the  new  land  deeds  were  distri- 
buted among  the  people. 

My  visits  to  the  Police  Station  now 
became  rare  because  at  this  time  we 
were  politely  told  that  FOR  OUR 
PROTECTION  it  would  be  better  if 
we  did  not  leave  our  own  residence. 
In  other  words,  the  dreary  months  of 
house  arrest  had  come.  On  all  sides 
we  were  surrounded  by  Comrades. 
The  Military  had  long  since  taken 
over  the  school,  and  all  other  build- 
ings had  been  put  to  some  govern- 
mental use.  All  our  Comrades  made 
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themselves  quite  at  home  with  any- 
thing and  everything  that  might  prove 
of  use  to  them.  Added  to  this  was  the 
constant  expression  of  disapproval  of 
all  we  were  and  all  we  stood  for. 
Then,  just  to  make  sure  the  church 
would  not  fall  into  our  hands  again, 
after  the  land  division  was  finished 
and  spring  was  in  the  air,  the  keys 
to  the  church  were  not  returned  to 
us  but  to  the  Military,  who  now  con- 
sidered themselves  free  to  use  the 
church  for  any  purpose  that  suited 
them. 

As  the  thoughts  of  our  Canadian 
Catholic  readers  turn  again  to  Spring, 
it  is  my  earnest  wish  that  you  breathe 
a prayer  for  those  who  must  face  an- 
other Spring  of  oppression  with  all 
that  life  behind  the  “bamboo  cur- 
tain” entails. 

During  our  months  of  house  arrest 
we  had  one  privilege  for  which  we 
shall  never  thank  God  enough.  We 
could  still  celebrate  Mass  in  the 
privacy  of  our  own  residence.  Never 
did  we  appreciate  more  that  “It  is 
the  Mass  that  matters”. 

May  each  of  you,  as  you  see  the 
cup  of  Christ’s  Precious  Blood  being 
lifted  up,  in  your  charity  earnestly 
beseech  Him  that  it  will  be  truly  a 
“laver  of  redemption  and  of  life” 
for  the  Church  persecuted  in  China, 
a second  Spring,  a Spring  that  will 
give  strength  and  comfort  to  the  per- 
secuted members  of  Christ’s  mystical 
body,  a Spring  of  Eternal  Life  for 
those  whose  Faith  resists  even  unto 
death  the  malice  of  the  persecutor. 


Easter  Eggs 

Here,  life  entombed  within  the 
shell 

Expresses  wonderously  and 

well 

The  Eastertide. 

As  Life  creeps  from  the  shell, 
when  broke, 

So,  from  the  unsealed  tomb, 
awoke 

The  Crucified. 

— Hugh  F.  Sharkey,  S.F.M. 


PILGRIM  VIRGIN  STATUES: 

For  Home,  Church  and  School 
14"  $ 5.00 


26"  30.00 

50"  150.00  (Glass  Eyes) 


(All  prices  F.O.B.  in  Canada  at  point 
of  delivery) 


SPECIAL  OUTDOOR  STATUES: 
Cement  Marble  Composition 


26"  $ 55.00 

50-  150.00 


Plus  freight  from  Montreal 

Beautiful  Color  Picture  of 
Pilgrim  Virgin  of  Fatima: 

8"  X 10"  25e 

(Suitable  for  framing) 

For  the  Reader: 

"Fatima  or  World  Suicide" 

Rt.  Rev.  Wm.  C.  McGrath, 
S.F.M.,  P.A. 

English  Edition  $1.00 

French  Edition  

Paper  Bound  .50 
Cloth  Bound  $1.00 

(Note:  Order  French  Edition  from 

Apostolate  of  the  Press,  128  Bowen 
Street  North,  Sherbrooke,  Quebec.) 

Address  orders: 

SCARBORO  FOREIGN 
MISSION  SOCIETY 

Scarboro  BlufFs,  Ont. 
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Saint 

Peter  Canisius 

Michael  J.  O'Kane,  Seminarian 

AS  the  spark  of  religious  revolt,  kindled  by 
Martin  Luther  began  to  spread  throughout 
a turbulent  Europe,  the  little  country  of 
Holland  gave  birth  to  a child  whose  future  life  and 
work  would  check  the  tide  of  revolt  and  cause 
history  to  remember  him  in  its  annals  forever. 

For  on  the  8th  of  May,  1521,  four  years  after  the 
Augustinian  monk  had  nailed  his  ninety-five  theses 
to  the  Cathedral  door  at  Wittenberg,  Peter  Canisius  made  his  entrance  into 
the  world  in  Nimwegen,  Holland. 

From  wealthy  parents,  Peter  received  the  finest  education  of  his  time, 
in  the  greatest  schools  of  the  day,  and  his  brilliant  mind  made  the  most  of 
such  an  opportunity.  In  1540,  although  his  father  had  wished  him  to  marry, 
Peter  pledged  himself  to  celibacy.  He  made  the  Spiritual  Exercises,  and  in 
1543,  entered  the  newly-formed  Society  of  Jesus.  Germany,  split  by  the 
heresies  of  Luther,  was  to  be  the  scene  of  his  mission  apostolate,  and  as  a 
young  scholastic,  he  founded  there  the  first  Jesuit  house  in  Cologne.  He  was 
ordained  to  the  priesthood  in  1546. 

History  has  tagged  Peter  Canisius  with  many  names  emphatic  of  his 
untiring  labours.  “The  Apostle  of  Germany”;  “The  Hammer  of  Heretics”; 
the  “Jerome”  and  “Augustine”  of  his  age;  “one  of  the  most  illustrious  mem- 
bers of  the  Society  of  Jesus”;  “the  greatest  Catholic  Reformer  of  the  sixteenth 
century”;  — and  he  rated  them  all.  Catholic  Germany,  today,  owes  its 
deep  and  abiding  Faith  to  Canisius,  for  by  his  eloquent  preaching,  missionary 
zeal  and  books  of  piety,  he  stemmed  the  flow  of  Protestantism,  and  encouraged 
Catholic  life  to  flourish.  In  1556,  appointed  by  St.  Ignatius  himself,  he 
became  the  first  Provincial  of  the  Jesuits  in  Upper  Germany.  This  Missionary 
Priest  and  Reformer  spent  his  life  defending  and  propagating  the  Church  of 
Christ.  Although  most  of  his  life  was  spent  preaching  and  teaching  to  his 
beloved  Germans,  the  Church  found  need  of  him  at  its  great  Council  of 
Trent  where  he  was  Papal  Theologian  in  1562.  Peter  also  represented  the 
Holy  See  at  the  Diets  of  Augsburg,  Ratisbon,  and  Worms. 

In  the  midst  of  all  his  labours,  Canisius  remained  profoundly  humble; 
essentially  a man  of  prayer;  a great  devotee  of  the  Sacred  Heart  and  the 
Blessed  Virgin. 

“Pray  ye  therefore  the  Lord  of  the  harvest,  that  He  may  send  forth 
labourers  into  His  harvest” — missionaries,  like  St.  Peter  Canisius. 
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to  be  enshrined  permanenlt 
in  the  sanctuary  of  the  C 


What  Is  It?  As  til 
design 
person  i 

What  Is  Its  Purpo\\ 


What  Is  the  Cost  c|| 
What  Page  May  Yi ! 


I' 

Address  inquiries:  ; 

Rev.  R.  Roberts,  S.F.f: 
60  Crescent  Rd., 
Toronto  5,  Ont. 
Telephone:RAndolph  I 

1 


Bound  in  red  kid  with  a gold  imprint  of  the  insignia  of  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society  cent 
Scarboro's  Book  of  Remembrance  holds  365  gilt-edged  sheets  — a sheet  for  each  day  of  the  year, 
on  one  side  only.  The  border  design  is  in  light  blue  and  the  printed  words  in  black.  The  top 

Priest  offering  the  Holy  Sacrifice  of  the  Mass  in  this  Chapel  on  this  the  day  of  

Then  follow  ten  lines  for  the  names  in  whose  memory  the  page  was  purchased.  The  bottom  lines 
all  the  other  Benefactors  of  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society,  who,  through  their  alms^  have  made 


ceni 

IZm A*  '' 
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Iruetual  mememtirance 


I 
!' 

II 


ind  open  to  public  view 
>e/  of  our  New  Seminary 


m 


e implies,  Scarboro’s  Book  of  Perpetual  Remembrance  is  a book 
ive  a lasting  remembrance  in  the  Holy  Sacrifice  of  the  Mass  to  those 
e names  are  inscribed  therein. 


give  to  those  who  feel  they  can  afford  it,  an  opportunity  to  assure  a 
prpetual  remembrance  of  their  loved  ones  and  at  the  same  time 
cntribute  a stated  sum  towards  the  building  of  our  new  Seminary. 


$1,000.00,  which  may  be  paid  in  full  or  by  installments. 


h e?  Any  page  you  desire  providing  that  it  has  not  already  been  claimed. 
Remember,  the  pages  are  arranged  in  order  of  the  days  of  the 
year.  The  most  popular  choice  is  a day  commemorating  the  death 
of  one’s  parents,  husband  or  wife.  ^ 


o the  cover, 
^t  are  printed 
d "Let  each 
e especially". 
K 'ead:  "and 
T-V.  possible." 
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On  The  Hoad  To  Recovery 

Our  friends  will  be  glad  to  know  that  Monsignor  McRae,  our  former 
Superior  General,  and  Father  John  McGoey,  Director  of  our  Promotion  De- 
partment, are  both  improving  in  health. 

Monsignor  McRae  underwent  a painful  eye  operation  in  St.  Joseph’s 
Hospital,  Toronto,  last  February.  He  has  made  a nice  recovery  and  the  doctors 
are  pleased  with  his  condition. 

Father  McGoey  suffered  a relapse  of  his  heart  condition  late  last  December 
and  while  he  will  be  off  active  duty  for  some  time,  he  is,  nevertheless,  making 
very  satisfactory  progress. 

Both  are  grateful  for  the  prayers  you  offered  for  their  recovery. 


Rt.  Rev.  J.  E.  McRae,  S.F.M.,  P.A. 


Rev.  John  H.  McGoey,  S.F.M. 


Prize  Donors  And  Winners 

DIMINISHING  BRIDGE 


sponsored  by  the 

TORONTO  DIVISION  of  Scarboro  Lay  Missionary  Union 

WINNERS: 


DONORS: 

Mrs.  H.  A.  Snetsinger 
Mrs.  W.  Lesperance 
Mrs.  J.  Brayfield 
Mrs.  J.  L.  Noble 
Mr.  Anjo  of  Holt  Renfrew 
Mrs.  J.  J.  O’Connor 
Mrs.  W.  Bowyer. 


Mrs.  E.  Carroll 
Mrs.  Thelma  McLochlan 
Mrs.  Switzer 
Mrs.  Donnolly. 

Ann  Caffrey 
Mrs.  M.  C.  Donovan 
Mrs.  D.  Leonard 
May  St.  Marie 
Mrs.  Doty 
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and  the 

WORLD  LAUGHS 
WITH  you 


“My  uncle’s  got  exclamatory  rheuma- 
tism.” 

“You  mean  inflammatory.’ 

“No,  exclamatory — every  time  he 
moves  he  shouts.” 

★ 

Trying  to  bring  home  to  his  audience 
the  evils  of  drink,  the  speaker  was 
telling  them  how  his  own  life  had  been 
influenced  by  total  abstinence. 

“Three  years  ago,”  he  said,  proudly, 
“there  were  two  men  in  my  office  hold- 
ing positions  superior  to  mine.  One 
was  dismissed  for  drunkenness;  the 
other  was  led  into  crime,  and  is  now 
serving  a term  in  prison,  all  through 
strong  drink.  So  I am  now  head  of  my 
department.  I ask  you,”  he  wound  up, 
“what  has  raised  me  to  my  present 
position?” 

“Drink!”  came  the  xmexpected  reply 
from  the  back  of  the  hall. 

★ 

Landlady:  “I  suppose  you  have  never 
known  what  it  means  to  be  hungry, 
Mr.  Boarder?” 

Mr.  B.:  “No,  ma’am,  but  I’m  learn- 
ing.” 

★ 

“My  daughter  has  arranged  a little 
piece  for  the  piano.” 

“Swell.  A little  peace  for  that  piano 
is  what  the  neighborhood  wants.” 

★ 

“Boy,  this  liniment  makes  my  arm 
smart.” 

“That’s  fine.  Rub  some  on  your  head, 
too.” 

★ 

Two  golfers  sliced  their  drives  into 
the  rough  and  went  in  search  of  the 
balls.  They  searched  for  a long  time 
without  success.  A kindly  old  lady 
watched  tiiem  with  sympathetic  in- 
terest. 

Finally,  after  the  search  had  lasted 
half  an  hour,  the  dear  old  lady  spoke 
to  them. 

“I  don’t  want  to  bother  you,  gentle- 
men,” she  said,  “but  would  it  be  cheat- 
ing if  I told  you  where  they  are?” 


Stern  Parent — “Yoimg  man,  can  you 
support  a family?” 

Suitor  (meekly) — “I  only  wanted 
Sarah.” 

★ 

Wife — ^And  don’t  you  argue  with  me. 

Hubby — ^Argue?  I haven’t  said  a 

word!” 

Wife — No,  but  you  were  listening  in 
a most  unpleasant  way. 

★ 

Foreman — ^Are  you  a clock-watcher? 

Applicant— No,  I don’t  like  inside 
work — ^I’m  a whistle  listener. 

★ 

Ham:  “With  whom  was  your  wife 
quarreling  last  night?” 

Bone:  “Why  she  was  scolding  the 
dog.” 

Ham:  “Poor  beast!  I heard  her 

threaten  to  take  the  front  door  key 
away  from  him.” 

★ 

Small  Boy:  “Five  cents’  worth  of 
castor  oil,  please.” 

Chemist:  “The  tasteless  kind,  I pre- 
sume.” 

Small  Boy:  “No  sir,  it’s  for  father.” 

★ 

Lady:  “You  look  strong  enough  to 
work  and  earn  yoiu:  living.” 

Tramp:  “Yes,  ma’am,  I know  it;  and 
you  look  beautiful  enough  to  be  on  the 
stage,  but  we  both  prefer  the  quiet, 
uneventful  life.” 

★ 

Sergeant  (inspecting  parade  of  newly 
outfitted  group):  “Any  complaints?” 

Recruit:  “Yes.” 

S.:“What  is  it?” 

R. :  “It’s  my  pants.” 

S. :  “I  can’t  see  anything  wrong  with 
them.” 

R.:  “But  I feel  it:  they’re  chafing  me 
under  the  arms.” 

★ 

Magistrate:  “You’ve  committed  seven 
burglaries  in  a week!” 

Prisoner:  “That’s  right.  If  everyone 
worked  as  hard  as  I do,  we’d  be  on  the 
road  to  prosperity.” 
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Scarboro  Foreign  Missionj 


A street  in  San  Jose  de  Ocoa, 
Casting  shadows  on  the  hard, 
sun-baked  street  are  the  straw- 
thatched  homes  of  the  residents. 


A private  home  in  Ciudad  Tru- 
jillo's best  residential  section 
offers  a modern  nautical  touch 
to  this  land  of  contrast. 


i 

i 

! 
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"Just  a 'sittin'  and  a 'smokin' ". 
Not  the  "Dead  End  Kids"  but 
just  a group  of  mischievous 
boys  of  Azua,  Santo  Domingo. 
Behind  them,  looking  on  with 
seeming  disapproval,  is  Father 
Joseph  King,  S.F.M. 
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1 At  Home  And  In  Fields  Afar 


The  cherry,  the  pride  of  Japan,  the  coronation  of  Spring,  breaks  out  into  pink  clouds  of 
blossoms  that  gradually  spread  over  the  country  in  early  April.  They  transform  the  country- 
side into  a fairyland  of  loveliness  which  has  given  Japan  its  floral  name  of  ''The  Land  of  the 

Cherry  Blossoms". 


From  our  file  of  memories  comes  this  picture.  Once  happy,  carefree  Scouts  in  Lishui,  we 
often  wonder:  Where  are  they  now? 
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to  the  A I far 

By 

Francis  Diemert,  S.F.M. 

IT  was  the  Altar  Boys’  monthly 
Mass  in  the  Church  of  St.  John 
Berchmans,  who,  by  the  way,  is 
the  Patron  Saint  of  Mass  Servers,  and 
all  the  boys  were  on  hand,  dressed  in 
their  cassocks  and  surplices. 

Father  Smith,  the  young  curate, 
was  vesting  for  Mass  and  after  he 
had  put  on  the  Stole  he  turned  around 
to  face  the  boys.  There  were  still  a 
few  minutes  left  before  the  time  to 
start  Mass.  He  would  spend  it  ask- 
ing the  boys  a few  questions. 

“What  month  is  this?”  was  his 
first  query.  Almost  in  unison  they 
answered:  “April!”  Then  the  priest 
put  his  next  question  to  them.  “Last 
month,”  he  said  “was  dedicated  to 
St.  Joseph  and  next  month  will  be 
dedicated  to  Our  Blessed  Lady,  now 
does  anyone  know  to  whom  this 
month  is  dedicated?”  The  boys 
looked  at  each  other  as  if  for  inspira- 
tion, but  not  a word  came  from  any 
of  them. 

“All  right.  I’ll  tell  you,”  said  the 
priest.  “The  Church  hasn’t  ofiicially 
declared  it  yet,  but  an  ever  increas- 
ing number  of  Catholics  are  dedicat- 
ing this  whole  month  to  the  Blessed 
Sacrament  and  because  the  Blessed 
Sacrament  is  Jesus,  it  is  nice  to  think 
of  April  as  His  month.  Coming  as  it 
does  between  the  two  months  dedi- 
cated to  Mary  and  Joseph,  it  seems  to 


signify  that  as  He  was  the  center  of 
their  lives  and  all  their  love  so,  in 
like  manner,  should  He  be  the  center 
of  our  lives  and  our  love.” 

Then  pointing  to  the  vestment 
around  his  neck  and  hanging  in  the 
form  of  a cross  before  his  breast  he 
asked  his  next  question.  “What  is 
this  called?”  Hardly  were  the  words 
out  of  his  mouth  when  one  of  the 
older  boys  answered:  “The  Stole.” 
“Right,”  said  the  priest.  “And  when 
do  you  see  the  priest  wearing  the 
Stole?”  There  was  no  hesitation  as 
nearly  all  hands  shot  up  in  the  air; 
so  the  priest  started  to  ask  the  boys 
one  by  one.  Jimmy  was  the  first  to 
answer  with:  “Last  Sunday  when  you 
baptized  my  little  brother.”  Then 
Larry’s  turn  was  next.  “Yesterday,” 
he  said,  “you  had  your  Stole  on  when 
you  brought  my  grandmother  Holy 
Communion.”  The  next  little  lad  had 
a new  answer:  “Every  time  I go  to 
confession  I see  that  the  priest  has 
on  a Stole.”  The  priest  took  a glance 
at  the  clock  over  the  sacristy  door 
and  saw  that  the  time  was  up  so  he 
promised  the  boys  that  after  Mass 
he  would  tell  them  all  about  the 
Stole.  He  offered  up  the  Mass  for 
the  Altar  Boys  asking  God  to  help 
them  to  realize  what  a great  privilege 
it  is  to  serve  Mass. 

After  Mass,  while  the  servers 
extinguished  the  candles  and  put 
away  the  cruets.  Father  Smith  made 
his  thanksgiving,  after  which,  true  to 
his  promise,  he  continued  his  talk  on 
the  Stole.  “From  your  answers  to 
my  last  question  before  Mass  you  can 
see  that  the  Stole  is  the  vestment 
which  is  worn  most  by  the  priest,  in 
fact  he  wears  it  for  nearly  all  his 
priestly  work  especially  everything 
that  he  does  which  concerns  tlie 
Blessed  Sacrament.  And  you  know 
from  your  Catechism  that  all  the 
vestments  have  a hidden  meaning, 
that  is,  they  represent  or  symbolize 
something  spiritual.  Can  anyone  tell 
me  what  the  Stole  signifies!”  “I 
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know,”  said  Tom  before  the  rest  had 
time  even  to  think.  “It  signifies  the 
robe  of  immortality  which  we  lost 
through  the  sin  of  our  first  parents. 
That  is  what  the  prayer  says  which 
you  recite  when  you  put  it  on  for 
Mass.”  “Very,  very  good,  Tom,”  en- 
couraged the  Father,  “but  what  do 
you  mean  by  a robe?”  “Why  that’s 
a cloak  or  something  like  a big  coat,” 
said  Bobby,  who  was  standing  right 
in  front  of  Father  Smith  and  was 
happy  to  be  able  to  answer  a ques- 
tion. “Now,”  asked  the  priest,  “what 
does  that  big  word  immortality 
mean?”  It  was  Gerry,  one  of  the 
High  School  boys,  who  had  the 
answer  for  that  question.  “It  means,” 
he  said,  “that  anyone  or  anything 
that  is  immortal  cannot  die.”  The 
priest  was  noticeably  pleased  with  the 
boys’  answers  and  their  enthusiasm 
but  with  a teasing  smile  he  asked  the 
hardest  question  of  all:  “Because  the 
priest  wears  the  Stole  so  much  and 
since  the  Stole  symbolizes  the  robe 
of  immortality  does  that  mean  that 
the  priest  is  not  going  to  die?” 

From  the  looks  on  the  servers’ 
faces  Father  knew  that  this  last 
question  had  them  all  puzzled  so  he 
began  to  tell  them  of  the  deep  and 
hidden  meaning  represented  by  the 
Stole.  He  explained  that  God  created 
the  souls  of  Adam  and  Eve  in  the 
state  of  Grace,  that  is.  He  clothed 
them  in  the  robe  of  immortality  and 
by  a special  gift  that  robe  covered 
even  their  bodies  in  the  sense  that 
they  would  not  die.  The  gift  of  im- 
mortality was  theirs  to  have  and  to 
hold  and  to  pass  on  to  their  children ; 
but  there  was  one  condition:  they 
must  obey  God’s  command  and  not 
eat  the  forbidden  fruit. 

In  Bible  History  class  it  is  learned 
that  they  disobeyed  God  and  ate  the 
forbidden  fruit  and  lost,  among 
other  gifts,  the  robe  of  immortality 
for  themselves  and  for  all  of  us.  The 
result  of  that  loss  was  death  because 
God  had  warned  them  that  if  they 
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ate  the  fruit  they  “would  surely  die”. 
But  God  is  so  good  that  He  took  pity 
on  them  and  promised  that  He  would 
send  them  a Saviour  Who  would  get 
back  for  mankind  that  robe  of 
immortality. 

That  Saviour  was  Jesus,  Who  died 
on  the  Cross  and  rose  again  from 
the  dead  thereby  getting  back  for  us 
the  robe  of  immortality  which  is 
Sanctifying  Grace.  The  Mass  is  the 
renewal  of  Jesus’  death  and  that  is 
why  the  priest  puts  on  the  Stole  when 
he  says  Mass,  to  remind  us  of  the  life 
of  grace  which  Christ  earned  for  us 
by  His  death. 

But  everybody  knows  that  we  must 
eat  to  live.  This  is  also  true  of  the 
life  of  the  soul.  Jesus  knew  this  very 
well  so  He  gave  us  spiritual  food  for 
the  soul  and  that  food  is  “the  living 
Bread  that  has  come  down  from 
Heaven”,  His  own  Body  and  Blood. 
To  eat  that  food  worthily  means  for 
us  everlasting  life  because  He 
promised  us  that  “He  who  eats  this 
Bread  shall  live  forever”.  This  is 
why  the  priest  wears  the  Stole,  the 
sign  of  immortality,  when  he  gives 
Holy  Communion  and  as  he  puts  the 
Sacred  Host  on  the  tongue,  he  says, 
“May  the  Body  of  Our  Lord  Jesus 
Christ  preserve  your  soul  unto  life 
everlasting”.  The  Blessed  Sacrament 
is  our  guarantee  of  eternal  life  and 
happiness.  It  is  the  Bread  of  Im- 
mortality which  gives  back  to  us  in 
a wonderful  way  the  robe  of  im- 
mortality lost  by  our  first  parents. 

There  is  a story  told  in  the  history 
of  ancient  China  of  an  Emperor  who 
had  heard  that  there  existed  a Stone 


meant  that  the  owner  would  never 
die.  The  Emperor  offered  a tremen- 
dous reward  to  anyone  who  would 
find  that  stone  for  him.  Many  people 
spent  years  looking  for  it,  travelling 
from  land  to  land'  none  of  them  re- 
turned to  the  Emperor  because  no 
such  stone  could  be  found. 

If  that  Eniperor  had  had  the  Faith 
we  have,  he  would  have  known  that 
of  Immortality.  To  possess  that  stone 
there  was  no  such  thing  as  a Stone 
of  Immortality;  but  he  would  have 
known  that  there  is  a Bread  of  Im- 
mortality— ^the  Blessed  Sacrament. 
And  if  he  had  known  that,  he  would 
have  welcomed  the  early  missionaries 
to  China  instead  of  expelling  them 
from  the  country.  And  if  the  mis- 
sionaries had  been  allowed  to  tell  the 
people  about  the  Bread  which  makes 
one  live  forever,  perhaps  that  large 
country  would  not  now  be  suffering 
so  much  at  the  hands  of  the  Com- 
munists. 

“Now  that  you  know  what  the 
Stole  signifies,  boys,  and  that  April 
is  dedicated  to  the  Blessed  Sacrament, 
try  real  hard  during  this  month  to 
serve  Mass,  especially  well  and 
remember  to  offer  up  everything  you 
do  in  honour  of  Jesus  in  the  Blessed 
Eucharist.  I urge  you  particularly 
to  pray  for  the  grace  to  know  your 
vocation.  Perhaps  some  of  you  will 
hear  God  calling  you  to  be  a priest 
either  at  home  or  on  the  missions. 
Then  you,  too,  will  wear  the  Stole, 
symbolic  of  the  robe  of  immortality, 
and  dispense  to  hungry  souls  the 
Bread  of  Immortality,  the  Blessed 
Sacrament.” 


True  friends  wait  to  be  sum- 
moned in  time  of  prosperity,  but 
in  time  of  trouble  they  come  of 
their  own  accord  and  offer  their 
help. 


My  piece  of  bread  only  belongs 
to  me  when  I know  that  every- 
one else  has  a share,  and  that 
no  one  starves  while  I eat. — 
Tolstoy. 
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Dear  Buds, 

Well  here  it  is,  almost  Easter!  It  seems  like  only  yesterday  that  I 
was  writing  you  about  summer  holidays  and  Christmas  and  New  Year’s 
resolutions  and  Lent.  At  New  Year’s  I asked  you  to  make  some  resolu^ 
tions.  Just  before  Lent  I asked  you  to  give  up  a little  something  as  a 
I penance  and  to  offer  it  up  to  God.  Goodness,  it  seems  as  though  I’m 
' always  asking  you  to  do  something  or  to  give  up  something,  doesn’t  it? 
Well,  buds,  it’s  true.  I am. 

But  do  you  ever  think  why?  Do  you  ever  think  that  not  only  are 
you  giving  something  but  receiving  something  as  well?  When  you  give 
up  something,  generously  and  unselfishly  to  God,  He  gives  you  some- 
thing priceless  in  return.  He  gives  you  His  Grace.  And  that  in  itself  is 
a tremendous  gift  and  well  worth  any  sacrifice  you  have  to  make  to 
obtain  it.  It’s  just  like  anything  else.  If  you  want  to  buy  a candy  bar  or 
an  ice  cream  cone  or  a book  or  anything  for  that  matter,  you  have  to 
pay  the  store  man  don’t  you?  Well,  if  you  want  to  get  Grace  from  God 
you  have  to  pay  for  it,  too.  But  no  matter  what  it  is  you  offer  up  as 
sacrifice  to  Him,  it  will  never  equal  the  amount  Christ  paid  when  He 
suffered  and  died  for  you.  He  gave  you  His  life  in  order  that  you  may 
have  a chance  to  merit  Heaven.  Have  you  ever  thought  of  that?  Have 
you  ever  thought  just  how  hard  it  would  be  to  give  up  your  life,  even  for 
someone  you  love  dearly?  It’s  hard  to  imagine,  isn’t  it?  Well  that  is  just 
what  Christ  did.  He  died  for  you.  Now  imagine  how  great  a sacrifice  that 
was  compared  to  your  giving  up  a movie  or  maybe  an  extra  piece  of  cake 
or  candy  or  even  coming  straight  home  from  school  to  do  homework 
^ instead  of  playing  with  the  kids.  There  really  is  very  little  comparison 

I between  the  two  is  there?  The  one,  so  great;  the  other,  so  small.  Now, 

I don’t  you  feel  ashamed  that  you  grumbled  during  Lent? 

So  if  you  stuck  to  your  penances  during  Lent,  on  Easter  Sunday  you 
will  have  a nice  warm  feeling  inside,  a feeling  that  comes  out  of  doing 
something  just  a little  hard  and  sticking  to  it.  When  you  receive  Our 
Lord  in  Holy  Communion  on  Easter  Sunday  morning.  He  will  say  to 
you:  “Well  done  good  and  faithful  servant”. 

A Happy,  happy  Easter  to  you  all. 
Father  Jim. 


] 


MISSIONS 


Page  Twenty-Five 


Dear  Father  Jim: 

I would  like  very  much  to  become 
a member  of  The  Little  Flower  s 
Rose  Garden.  1 am  eleven  years  old 
and  1 am  in  grade  six  at  St.  Colum- 
ban’s  Girls’  School. 

1 pray  for  the  missions  and  I am 
working  hard  to  encourage  others  to 
pray,  too.  I hope  to  hear  from  you 
soon. 

Yours  truly, 

Carol  Baker, 

123  Augustus  St., 
Cornwall,  Ont. 

Dear  Carol: 

I just  know  you  will  make  a fine 
Rose  Bud!  I have  been  telling  the 
buds  to  invite  their  friends  to  join 
the  Rose  Garden  and  help  the  mis- 
sions too.  You  mention  that  you 
want  to  help  and  also  encourage 
others  to  help  too.  That  is  the  right 
idea.  In  this  way  our  little  mis- 
sionary family  grows  and  our  mis- 
sionaries know  that  they  are  being 
backed  by  a strong  army  of  friends 
at  home.  We  can’t  all  go  to  the  mis- 
sions but  we  can  help  by  our  prayers 
and  good  works  at  home. 

Sincerely  yours  in  Christ, 
Father  Jim. 

Dear  Father  Jim: 

I would  like  very  much  to  become 
a member  of  The  Little  Flower  s 
Rose  Garden.  I pray  for  the  missions 
every  night  and  hope  you  will  suc- 


ceed in  finding  new  priests. 

Will  you  please  send  me  a mite  box 
and  / will  try  to  save  all  the  pennies 
/ can. 

Yours  truly, 

Mary  K.  Boyd, 

R.R.  No.  3,  St.  Andrews, 
Antigonish  Co.,  N.S. 

Dear  Mary: 

I’m  sure  all  the  Rose  Buds  will 
join  me  in  saying  a “big  welcome” 
to  our  Garden.  We  are  glad  to  have 
you.  I’m  so  glad  that  you  realize 
how  badly  we  need  priests.  Keep  up 
your  good  prayers  for  more  and  still 
more  missionary  vocations. 

Each  year  we  would  like  to  send 
more  young  priests  to  Africa,  Japan 
and  Santo  Domingo.  Some  day  soon, 
we  hope  to  be  able  to  send  our  priests 
back  to  China,  too.  So  please  ask 
our  Blessed  Mother  to  give  us  more 
vocations. 

God  bless  you, 

Father  Jim. 

Dear  Father  Jim: 

I would  like  very  much  to  become 
a member  of  The  Little  Flower  s 
Rose  Garden.  I am  nine  years  old 
and  I am  in  grade  five  at  St.  Eliza- 
beth’s School,  at  Vinton. 

/ will  pray  hard  for  the  success  of 
the  missions  all  over  the  world. 
Yours  truly, 

Iona  Slvan, 

Vinton,  Que. 
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Dear  Iona: 

Thank  you  for  your  letter  and  wel- 
come to  the  Rose  Garden.  You  sound 
like  a real  mission-minded  little  per- 
son because  you  say  you  are  praying 
hard  for  the  success  of  the  missions 
all  over  the  world.  We  need  more 
buds  like  you.  Keep  up  the  good 
work  and  remember  that  by  your 
prayers  and  little  sacrifices  you  will 
be  winning  souls  for  Our  Lord  and 
His  Blessed  Mother.  That  is  indeed 
a worthwhile  task,  don’t  you  think? 

Sincerely  yours  in  Christ, 
Father  Jim. 

Dear  Father  Jim: 

I would  like  to  become  a Rose 
Bud  in  The  Little  Flower’s  Rose 
Garden.  My  age  is  ten  years  and  1 
am  in  grade  six. 

I would  like  you  to  send  me  a mite 
box,  please.  I have  found  a pen  pal 


and  I am  going  to  write  to  her  now. 

Yours  respectfully, 

Carol  Grady, 

1073  Queen  St.  E., 
Sault  Ste.  Marie,  Ont. 

Dear  Carol, 

I’m  glad  to  see  that  you  are  off 
to  such  a good  start  by  choosing  a 
pen  pal  to  write  to.  We  have  some 
wonderful  little  members  in  our  Rose 
Garden  and  the  best  way  to  know 
them  is  to  write  to  them  and  make 
friends  as  fast  as  you  can.  I hope 
you  will  be  happy  with  us  and  win 
many  souls  for  our  Dear  Lord  and 
His  Blessed  Mother. 

I am  sending  you  a mite  box  and 
membership  card,  so  now  you  can 
get  busy  and  try  to  do  a real  good 
job  for  us.  Remember  that  God  is 
never  outdone  in  generosity.  He  will 
bless  you  for  your  kindness  to  His 
missions. 

Sincerely  yours  in  Christ, 
Father  Jim. 


NEW  MEMBERS  AND  PEN  PALS 


June  Korack,  324  Wellington  St.,  Brant- 
ford, Ont.  Age  10  yrs.;  Mary  Kathleen  Mac- 
Neil,  74  Convent  St.,  Box  365,  New  Water- 
ford, NB.  9 yrs.;  Keith  Fraser,  3757  W. 
29th  Ave.,  Vancouver,  B.C.  Age  8 yrs,; 
Helen  Marie  LeBlanc,  Box  188,  Sydney, 
Mines,  N.S.;  James  MoCordle,  Kinkora, 
PJE.I.;  Anthony  Ciavarro,  30  Kinrade  Ave., 
Hamilton,  Ont.  Age  12  yrs.;  Ita  Kerr,  Gen- 
eral Delivery,  Cochrane,  Ont.  Age  10  yrs.; 
Barbara  Anne  Kerr,  General  Delivery, 
Cochrane,  Ont.  Age  8 yrs.;  Jerry  Drouillard, 
1031  Oak  Ave.,  Windsor,  Ont.  Age  11  yrs.; 
Mary  Fletcher,  962  Weywood  Ave.,  Vic- 
toria, B.C.  Age  9 yrs.;  Katherine  Fletcher, 
962  Weywood  Ave.,  Victoria,  B.C,  Age  8 
yrs.;  Roy  Fletcher,  962  Weywood  Ave., 
Victoria,  B.C.  Age  6V2  yrs.;  Anne  Fletcher, 
962  Weywood  Ave,,  Victoria,  B.C.  Age  5 
yrs.;  Matilda  Conway,  St.  Brides’,  Placentia 
Bay,  Nfld.;  Lorraine  Ann  Gilmore,  631  Bed- 
ford St.,  Cornwall,  Ont.;  Margaret  MoBain, 
3227  Edison  St.,  Windsor,  Ont.;  Sheila  Mc- 
Donell,  Green  Valley,  Ont.;  Barbara  Sin- 
clair, 240  Wellington  St.  E.,  Chatham,  Ont. 
Age  10  yrs.;  Alice  Prim,  Snughaven,  34 
Shaws’  Lane,  St.  John’s,  Nfld.;  Marie  Man- 
none,  150  Langford  Ave.,  Toronto,  Ont.  Age 

11  yrs.;  Marie  Devaney,  240  Heath  St.  W., 
Toronto,  Ont.  Age  13  yrs.;  Catherine  Lynn, 
355  Westmoreland  Ave.,  Toronto,  Ont.  Age 

12  yrs.;  iMameen  O’Donnell,  131  Chapel  St., 
Ottawa,  Ont.;  Allene  MacPherson,  Portage 
East  Bay,  C.B.,  N.S.  Age  9 3u^.;  Patricia 
White,  206  Gloucester  St.,  Ottawa,  Ont, 

7 yrs.;  Colleen  Young,  R.  R.  No.  1, 
Peterboro,  Ont.  Age  13  yrs.;  Anne  Marie 


MaoLean,  Box  14,  St.  Francis  Xavier,  An- 
tigonish,  N.S.  Age  7 yrs.;  Yvonne  McCar- 
thy, 152  Wilson  Ave.,  New  Waterford,  N.S. 
Age  12  yrs.;  Tommy  Armstrong,  1039  Brook 
St.,  North  Bay,  Ont.  Age  16  yrs.;  Betty 
Schmaltz,  Beiseker,  Alta.  Age  10  yrs.;  Zita 
Sullivan,  Demers  Centre,  Que.  Age  12  yrs.; 


Solution  to  This  Month^s 
Puzzle 
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□riBcia  ann  sQQnm 
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Fr.  Strang’s  Crossword  Pozzle 


ACROSS 
1 — The  Masterful  Monk. 

7 — Warning-. 

13  & 15 — In  which  the  doctrine  of  Papal 
Infallibility  was  defined  (2  wds.). 

16 —  Conjunction  (Lat. ) . 

17 —  Half  a sextette. 

18—  He  died  (Lat.). 

19 —  Preposition. 

20 —  ^Wrap. 

22— Exhibits. 

24 —  Draw  liquid  from. 

25 —  Snare. 

27 —  Photographer’s  command. 

28 —  English  Saint. 

29 —  Saintly  bishop  of  Geneva  (surname). 

31 —  Southern  State  (abbr.). 

32—  Flatfish  (pi.). 

33 —  Non  cleric. 

35 — Characteristic  of  a race. 

37 —  Acquired  (spelt  backwards). 

38 —  Companion. 

39 —  Caught. 

42 — Plat  caps. 

45 —  r,  to  sign  (French). 

46 —  Large  bird. 


48 — Oversight. 

50 —  Customs. 

51 —  Babble. 

53—  Barter. 

54 —  ^Partook  of. 

55 —  Index  finger. 

57 —  Doctors  (abbr.). 

58 —  Call  letters  of  Nfid.  radio  stations. 

59 —  Brought  up. 

60 —  Crude  metals. 

62 —  Electrical  Engineer  (abbr.). 

63 —  Hermit. 

65 — A waterfall. 

67 —  Councils. 

68 —  First  born. 

DOWN 

1 — Prevents. 

2 & 39 — Zoology  (2  wds.). 

3 —  A holy  person  (abbr.). 

4 —  French  article  separated  by  an  “i”. 

5 —  Dow  Cost  Refrigeration  Unit  (abbr.). 

6 —  High  seas. 

7—  Lofty. 

8 —  French  affirmatives. 

9 —  Explosive. 

10 — Latin  initials  of  Our  Lord. 
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j 11 — Fortress. 

12 — Runs  away. 

I 14 — Last  conquest  of  England, 
j 15  & 42 — Stud  (2  wds.). 

’ 21 — Joyous, 
j 24— Darts  (Dat.). 

! 26 — The  Rosary  priest  (possessive). 

I 28 — Tanks. 

30 — Cigarette  (col.). 

I 32— Take  fright. 

! 34 — Length  of  time. 

1 36 — Mimic. 

39—  c.f.  2-D. 

40 —  Moulding. 

41 —  Mock. 

42—  c.f.  15-D. 


43 —  Car. 

44 —  ^Joins. 

45 —  Bland. 

47 — Person. 

49 — Rest  once  more. 

51 —  Verse  makers. 

52 —  Spooky. 

55 —  Day  before  the  kalends,  nones  and 
ides. 

56 —  Not  imaginary. 

59 — British  Mechanic’s  Organization 
(abbr.). 

61 — Signed  (abbr.). 

64 — Printers’  measure. 

66— One  (Soot.). 


HONOR  ROLL  of  the  SCARBORO  MISSIONS 


I 


! 


I 

i 

! 

i 

i 


Be  it  known  that  by  their  prayers  and  monetary  sacrifices 
which  they  have  offered  to  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission 
Society  the  following  Schools  have  made  a notable  contribu- 
tion to  our  work  and  such  aid  must  be  duly  acknowledged. 


Grade  9D, 

Cathedral  High  School, 

Hamilton,  Ont. 

Grades  I-III, 

Pt.  La  Haye  & Gaskiers  School, 

St.  Mary’s  Bay,  Nfld. 

Presentation  Convent, 

Trepassey,  Nfld. 

St.  John  Bosco  School, 

Port  Colborne,  Ont. 

Grades  3,  7 and  8, 

Lac  La  Biche,  Alta. 

Our  Lady  of  Sacred  Heart  Academy, 
Dalhousie,  N.B. 

Grades  I and  H, 

R.C.  School, 

Fox  Harbour,  P.B.  Nfld. 

St.  Peter’s  School, 

Fort  William,  Ont. 

St.  Clement’s  School, 

Preston,  Ont. 

Loretto  Abbey, 

Toronto,  Ont. 

St.  Michael’s  High  School, 

BelleviUe,  Ont. 




Grade  1, 

St.  Peter’s  School, 

Toronto,  Ont. 

R.C.  School, 

Torbay  North,  Nfld. 

Grades  IX  and  X, 

St.  Ursula  School, 

McGregor,  Ont. 

St.  John’s  School, 

Perth,  Ont. 

Immaculate  Conception  School, 
Calvert,  Nfld. 

St.  Patrick’s  Convent, 

Halifax,  N.S. 

St.  Mary’s  School, 

Simcoe,  Ont. 

Grade  1, 

St.  Mary’s  School, 

Hamilton,  Ont. 

Room  IV, 

St.  Louis  School, 

Queensway,  Ont. 

De  La  SaUe  "Oaklands”, 
Toronto,  Ont. 
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THE  LATEST  ADDITION  TO  OUR  FILM  LIBRARY 


“disavsun  (bid  £wdh  ” 

The  Life  Story  of  St.  Jean  Vianney 

("The  Cure  of  Ars") 

FEATURING  GEORGES  ROLLIN  AS  THE  CURE 
16mm  * English  * Running  time:  100  minutes 


The  Revolution  was  over.  Napoleon  was  in  exile.  France  was  struggling 
back  to  her  feet  desperately  trying  to  recover  from  that  disastrous  period  in 
her  history  which  was  to  affect  her  economic,  moral  and  political  stability  for 
over  a century.  These,  then,  were  conditions  in  France  when  the  humble 
Jean  Vianney  was  appointed  Cure  of  Ars  in  1815. 


The  theme  of  “Heaven  and  Earth”  is  as  old  as  man  himself,  one  of  con- 
flict between  the  forces  of  good  and  evil.  This  theme  is  introduced  in  the 
opening  scene  when  the  cure’s  wagon,  carrying  his  few  pitiful  worldly  posses- 
sions, is  halted  by  some  unseen  Satanic  force  on ‘the  outskirts  of  Ars  and  Jean 
Vianney  hears  the  words:  “They  are  all  mine  there,  in  Ars”.  Undaunted,  he 
proceeds  to  Ars  where  he  is  met  with  derisive  scorn  and  insult  by  the  in- 
habitants— true  children  of  the  Revolution.  Despite  the  Godlessness  all  about 
him — only  a handful  of  the  residents  have  retained  any  Faith  at  all — Jean 
Vianney  loses  no  time  in  bringing  the  lost  sheep  back  to  the  fold.  His  efforts 
are  constantly  hampered  by  the  Devil — ^pictured  as  a shadow  of  a bat  hovering 
on  the  ground — who  is  always  at  hand  to  tempt,  taunt  and  discourage  when 
the  odds  seem  insurmountable. 


The  actor  who  portrays  St.  Jean  Vianney  gives  a powerful  and  highly 
credible  interpretation  to  this  difficult  and  demanding  role.  Many  thrilling 
and  dramatic  scenes  result  when  the  Devil  gives  open  vent  to  his  wrath.  Doors 
and  windows  crash  open  amidst  blinding  flashes  of  lightning  and  deafening 
peals  of  thunder  all  the  while  accompanied  by  a wind  blowing  with  hurricane 
force.  Jean  Vianney  withstands  all  these  harrowing  manifestations  of  evil 
that  would  have  driven  a lesser  man  to  madness.  When  old  and  broken  in 
health,  the  cure  dies,  a spine-chilling  climax  ends  the  picture. 
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SCARBORO’S  FILM  LIBRARY 


"UPON  THIS 
ROCK" 

(16mm) 

Color  * In  English 

I Length:  90  minutes 

I 

I 

"THAT 

I / MAY  SEE" 

I (16mm) 

i Length:  60  minutes 


"THE  GIRL 
FROM  THE 
MARSHES" 

(16mm) 

English  titles 
Italian  Dialogue 
Length:  90  minutes 
I Rentals: 

$25.00  per  showing 


I "NEVER  TAKE  NO 
I FOR  AN  ANSWER" 

' (16  and  35mm) 

I In  English 

Length:  90  minutes 


Proclaimed  by  motion  picture  experts 
as  the  most  excellent  filming  of  the  Life 
of  Christ  the  industry  has  produced. 


A new  approach  to  the  filming  of  the 
Passion  of  Christ,  Produced  by  Fr, 
Peyton  s Family  Theatre  and  filmed  in 
Hollywood,  Proceeds  divided  equally 
between  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission 
Society  and  Fr,  Peyton  s Family 
Theatre, 


The  tense  and  dramatic  story  of 
St,  Maria  Goretti  who  placed  God 
above  all  else,  even  life  itself. 


A charming  story  about  a little  lad  who 
took  his  problem  straight  to  the  Pope 
and  was  reivarded  by  his  unfaltering 
faith  in  a private  philosophy  of  Never 
Take  No  For  An  Answer’,  With 
authentic  scenes  of  Assisi  and  the 
Vatican, 


I All  showings  in  Canada  arranged  through  the  Scarboro 
I Foreign  Mission  Society. 

I 

I 

I for  bookings,  address  your  inquiries: 

Rev.  Roland  Roberts,  S.F.M.,  60  Crescent  Rd.,  Toronto  5,  Ont. 
Telephone:  RAndolph  0013 
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CNECK 

Changing  Your  Address?  W 

Send  Us  This  Address  • 

and  New  Address  Three  ■ V MU 

Weeks  Before  Moving  Date  R I 

PATI  ^ 


This  young  lad  has 
the  right  idea. 


YOU  can 


help  us  if 


YOU  BUYABRICK-S5.00 

USE  THIS  HANDY  FORM 

Very  Rev.  Superior  General, 

Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society, 

Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ont. 

Dear  Father  General: 

I realize  that  your  needs  are  most  pressing  right  now  therefore  I 

enclose  $ to  buy  Brick (s)  for  your  new 

Seminary.  Please  send  me  an  official  receipt  for  computing  Income  Tax 
Deductions  for  contributions  made  to  religious  and  educational  purposes. 

From 

Address  


TAKE  YOUR  PICK  } 

Have  you  heard  of  our  BURSE  fund?  No.  Well,  you  are  hearing 
about  it  now.  You  see  we  have  a BURSE  fund  and  it  has  been  | 
established  in  order  to  help  us  educate  our  students  for  the  priesthood.  " 

Do  you  know  what  a BURSE  is?  No.  Well,  here  is  the  answer.  A 
burse  is  a unit  of,  in  our  case,  ^5,000.00.  This  sum  is  invested  and 
the  interest  is  used  for  educational  purposes.  Because  the  original 
^5,000.00  is  never  spent,  a BURSE  is  a perpetual  means  of  supporting 
a student. 

Who  may  contribute  to  a BURSE?  You  may.  Yes,  you  may  con- 
tribute the  full  amount  for  a BURSE  to  be  established  in  memory  of 
some  loved  one,  or  in  honor  of  a particular  Saint,  or  to  show  your 
devotion  to  some  title  of  Our  Lord  or  Our  Lady.  Or  you  may  con- 
tribute smaller  amounts  to  help  complete  BURSES  already  started. 

A few  of  such  BURSES  are  listed  below.  Take  your  pick. 

INCOMPLETE  BURSES 

Amount  needed  to 
Burse  complete  Burse 

St.  Joseph  #2  $2,615 

Jesuit  Martyrs  

St.  John  Evangelist.... 

St.  Jude  

St.  Madeline-Sopie 

Barat  

St.  Patrick  

St.  Philomena  

Precious  Blood  

Sacred  Heart  #2  

Very  Rev.  T.  McQuaid,  S.F.M.,  Superior  General, 

Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society, 

Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ont.  (Canada) 

NOTE:  All  contributions  are  acknowledged  by  an  official  receipt  that  may  be  used  in  computing  IncomeV 
Tax  Deductions  for  contributions  made  to  religious  and  educational  purposes.  9 
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4,390 

3,000 

2,615 

1,665 

2,228 

4,950 

1,510 

2,696 


Amount  needed  to 


Burse  complete  Burse 

St.  Ann  ^4,726 

St.  Anthony  ^2  3,740 

St.  Christopher  4,832 

St.  Catharine  2,300 

Blessed  Sacrament  9^2  4,454 

Comforter  of  the  Afflicted  4,162 

Holy  Name  3,928 

Holy  Souls  #2  3,578 

Immaculate  Conception  ^ 2 4,146 

Immaculate  Heart  of  Mary  982 


Address  all  contributions  and  enquiries  to: 
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EDITORIAL 


We  Wonder,  Too! 


Across  the  editor’s  desk  come  letters  from  practically  every 
centre  in  Canada.  These  letters  cover  a variety  of  subjects. 
Many  of  them  tell  us  what  the  writers  would  like  to  do  to  the 
Chinese  Reds;  others  put  forth  their  ideas  concerning  the  foolish- 
ness of  sending  young  men  to  the  foreign  missions  when  there  is  so 
much  Work  to  be  done  at  home ; a few  give  us  a “pat  on  the  back” 
and  tell  us  that  we  are  doing  a good  job.  Yes,  there  is  a great 
variety  of  subjects  all  of  which,  from  the  writers’  point  of  view,  are 
worthy  of  top  priority  in  the  attention  of  the  editor. 

One  came  in  the  other  day  though,  that  the  editor  himself 
judged  worthy  of  priority.  In  part  here  is  what  the  writer  has  to 
say: 

“Unfortunately,  one  seems  to  associate  Diocesan  projects 
and  drives,  and  various  educational  endeavors,  with  large 
bequests  and  donations,  and  our  foreign  missions  with  pen- 
nies and  school  childrens’  efforts”. 

The  writer  goes  on  to  explain  that  she  wonders  if  we  are  losing  our 
sense  of  values.  While  educational  and  humanitarian  projects  are 
most  worthy  ones,  she  wonders  if  we  are  not  forgetting  that  the 
salvation  of  souls  is  the  highest  objective  of  the  Church. 

Quite  frankly,  we  wonder,  too,  at  times,  particularly  when  we 
study  the  words  of  our  late  Holy  lather.  Pope  Pius  XI,  of  blessed 
memory.  In  his  memorable  encyclical,  “Rerum  Ecclesiae”,  he  stated : 
“For  the  Church  has  no  other  reason  for  existence,  than,  by  en- 
larging the  Kingdom  of  Christ  throughout  the  world,  to  make  all 
men  participate  in  His  salutary  redemption”. 

It  does  seem  strange  that  this  work,  authoritatively  proclaimed 
the  greatest  of  the  Church,  must  continue  its  struggle  “with  pennies 
and  school  childrens’  efforts”  while  other  enterprises  can  enjoy  an 
enviable  development  achieved  through  bequests  and  donations  of 
bounteous  size.  Is  it  that  we,  today,  have  become  so  centered  in 
our  own  problems  that  we  have  forgotten  that,  while  charity  begins 
at  home,  to  be  true  charity  it  must  of  its  very  nature  diffuse 
itself  to  help  men  everywhere  to  save  their  souls?  Charity  that 
begins  and  ends  at  home  is  not  charity — it  is  selfishness. 

The  Missions  have  as  much  claim  to  our  attention  and  support 
as  any  other  work  we  do.  It’s  about  time  that  fact  became 
recognized. 
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PASTORAL  LETTER 

of  the 

LATE  ARCHBISHOP  OF  OTTAWA 

Subject: 

The  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society 

Dear  Brethren: 

On  June  2,  1951,  His  Holiness  Pope  Pius  XII,  gloriously  reigning, 
addressed  to  the  world  an  encyclical  letter  on  the  development  of  Catholic 
missions. (0  After  praising  with  much  joy  the  work  accomplished  by  the 
preachers  of  tlie  Gospel,  he  asked  for  the  help  of  all  the  baptized  in  this 
important  work:  “We  exhort  you”,  he  said,  “to  continue  this  work  with 
great  zeal  by  prayers  to  God,  by  the  formation  of  and  assistance  given  to 
candidates  destined  for  the  missions  and  by  contributions  . . 

A Growing  Missionary  Spirit 

We  are  happy,  dear  Brethren,  to  testify  that  for  a long  time  you  have 
shown  great  and  enlightened  zeal  in  favour  of  these  evangelical  works.  The 
Church  in  Canada  having  reached  the  plenitude  of  the  growth  of  Christ  sends 
(^)  Evangelii  Praecones. 
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yearly  a host  of  elite  to  carry  the  Gospel  to  pagan  lands  and  to  distribute  the 
gifts  of  the  Redemption.  We  see  with  great  satisfaction  that  our  faithful  are 
missionary  in  mind  and  heart.  We  see  it  in  the  fervent  prayers  that  you 
address  to  the  Lord  of  the  harvest  for  the  conversion  of  the  infidels,  in  the 
affection  with  which  you  receive  missionaries  returning  home,  and  in  the 
generous  alms  which  you  never  cease  to  give  to  all  these  apostles  who 
frequently  extend  their  hands  to  you  in  the  name  of  God. 

Protector  and  Second  Patron 

We  wish  to  recall  two  anniversaries  which  will  surely  help  to  re-animate 
your  apostolic  spirit  and  a third  which  will  give  you  another  occasion  of 
practising  generosity. 

December  2,  1952,  marked  the  fourth  century  of  the  death  of  that  giant 
of  the  apostolate.  Saint  Francis  Xavier,  who  courageously  preached  the 
Gospel  in  India  and  Japan.  Bishop  Laval,  the  first  Bishop  of  Quebec,  confided 
to  him  the  new-born  Church  of  Canada.  Since  then  devotion  to  him  has  never 
ceased  to  grow  in  our  country  as  Canada’s  protector  and  second  patron.  Ask 
this  great  saint  to  bless  the  Church  in  Canada  and  to  keep  its  people  strong  in 
the  Faith  and  to  give  rise  to  numerous  vocations  in  our  profoundly  Christian 
families  so  that  Almighty  God  may  say  of  us:  “You  shall  be  to  me  a priestly 
kingdom,  and  a holy  nation”  (Ex.  19,  6.). 

Patroness  of  the  Missions 

Twenty-five  years  ago,  December  14  last.  His  Holiness,  Pope  Pius  XI 
of  immortal  memory,  declared  Saint  Theresa  of  the  Child  Jesus  patroness  of 
the  missions  on  the  same  level  with  Saint  Francis  Xavier.  This  news  was 
received  with  great  joy  by  all  the  Catholic  world  and  particularly  in  Canada. 
The  Sovereign  Pontiff  wished  to  remind  Christians  that  it  was  not  necessarily 
extraordinary  actions  which  made  saints  and  apostles  but  that  saints  by  their 
spirit  of  Faith  and  Love  ennoble  and  supernaturalize  their  smallest  actions. 
Be  then,  dear  Brethren,  more  and  more  convinced  that  in  offering  your  daily 
prayers  and  sacrifices  you  can  save  a multitude  of  souls  and  thus  work  “for 
the  perfecting  of  the  saints,  for  the  work  of  the  ministry,  for  the  edifying  of 
the  body  of  Christ:  Until  we  all  meet  into  the  unity  of  faith,  and  of  the 
knowledge  of  the  Son  of  God,  unto  a perfect  man,  unto  the  measure  of  the  age 
of  the  fulness  of  Christ”  (Eph.  4,  12-13). 

Our  Own  Mission  Society 

Thirty-four  years  ago  Father  John  M.  Fraser,  now  Monsignor  Fraser, 
P.A.,  and  still  an  active  missionary  in  Japan,  founded  the  Foreign  Mission 
Society  in  our  diocese  at  Almonte,  Ontario.  The  society  moved  to  Scarboro, 
Ontario,  towards  the  end  of  April,  1921,  into  the  building  now  known  as  “The 
Guild  of  All  Arts.”  In  1924  the  Society  moved  to  the  present  seminary  named 
after  Saint  Francis  Xavier  in  Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ontario. 

The  Archbishops  and  Bishops  of  the  Civil  Province  of  Ontario,  concerned 
about  the  spiritual  well-being  of  not  only  their  own  people  but  also  of  pagans, 
have  always  been  deeply  interested  in  this  missionary  society. 

This  is  our  society  which  has  merited  much  since  its  foundation  and 
you  can  be  proud  of  it.  You  should  know  something  of  its  accomplishments 
and  the  hopes  which  it  holds  for  the  future. 

Its  Branches  Have  Spread 

It  has  formed  up  to  the  present  ninety-eight  priests  who  are  in  the 
mission  fields.  The  Pope  confided  to  the  young  society  missions  in  China 
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where  a diocese  was  formed,  in  Japan  where  there  are  fifteen  of  its  priests,  in 
Santo  Domingo  where  there  are  thirty-one  of  its  priests  and  others  will  soon 
leave  for  Africa.  The  society  has  also  two  Chinese  missions  in  British 
Columbia,  one  in  Vancouver  and  one  in  Victoria.  The  present  Superior 
General  of  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Missions  is  the  Very  Reverend  Thomas 
McQuaid,  S.F.M. 

China,  Scene  of  Open  Persecution 

Dear  Brethren  you  know  what  trials  the  new  Christians  in  the  Far  East 
have  had  to  suffer  for  some  years  now.  Most  of  our  missionaries  have 
known  the  horrors  of  war  with  its  bombardments  and  unheard  of  miseries  in 
concentration  camps.  Some  lost  their  lives  and  many  their  health.  At  present 
China  is  the  scene  of  open  persecution.  The  heroic  Bishop  of  Lishui,  His 
Excellency,  the  Most  Reverend  Kenneth  Roderick  Turner  is  now  under  house 
arrest.  Father  Venedam,  Father  Kam  and  Father  Moe  are  in  jail  and  Father 
McKernan  is  detained  in  Shanghai.  How  we  admire  these  benefactors  of 
humanity  who,  with  Saint  Paul,  have  suffered  all  kinds  of  dangers,  labour 
and  pains,  many  vigils,  hunger,  thirst,  cold,  nakedness  and  the  ingratitude  of 
men  (2  Cor.  11,  26) . 

The  Fruit  is  Abundant 

The  sufferings  of  these  priests,  who  honour  their  country  so  much,  will  not 
remain  fruitless.  Our  Lord  has  assured  us:  “Amen,  amen  I say  to  you,  unless 
the  grain  of  wheat  falling  into  the  ground  die,  itself  remaineth  alone.  But  if 
it  die,  it  bringeth  forth  much  fruit”  (John  12,  24-25). 

The  fruit  is  already  seen  as  abundant.  Almighty  God  is  visibly  blessing 
our  missionary  society.  Vocations  are  multiplying  and  the  Scarboro  seminary 
is  being  stormed  by  young  men. 

Expansion  — Our  Responsibility 

It  is  necessary  to  enlarge  the  seminary  in  order  that  all  these  candidates 
for  the  priesthood  can  be  received.  This  is  your  duty,  dear  Brethren,  to 
continue  the  work  begun  so  well  and  to  supply  the  quarters  necessary  for  the 
numerous  vocations. 

Consequently  we  ask  that  you  be  more  generous  than  ever  on  the  occasion 
of  the  annual  collection  for  the  Scarboro  Missions  which  will  take  place  as 
formerly  on  the  day  of  Pentecost  and  will  be  given  entirely  for  this  purpose. 

We  ask  the  Most  Blessed  Trinity  by  the  intercession  of  Mary,  Mediatrix 
of  All  Graces,  to  give  you  in  recompense  for  your  charity  an  abundance  of 
grace  and  peace. 

t ALEXANDRE, 

Ottawa,  May  14,  1953  Ry  command  of  His  Excellency : 

Joseph  Lebeau,  canon, 

chancellor. 


ACCIDENT  VICTIM  MAKING  REMARKABLE  RECOVERY 

Seriously  injured  in  a bus-jeep  collision  in  Santo  Domingo,  February  12th., 
Father  John  Maurice  and  Father  Francis  Burke,  both  of  the  Scarboro  Foreign 
Mission  Society,  are  reported  to  be  making  remarkable  progress  on  the  road 
to  recovery.  As  we  go  to  press,  word  is  received  that  both  priests  are  again 
saying  Mass. 
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1 SUPPOSE  he  was  about  seven 
years  old  at  most — a little  Japa- 
nese boy  with  unasked  questions 
popping  in  his  eyes,  mischief  in  his 
mind  and  a bundle  of  school  books 
tucked  under  one  arm.  Like  many 
a Japanese  lad  he  was  on  the  short 
side,  but  made  up  for  this  by  possess- 
ing, in  common  with  most  boys  every- 
where, an  amazing  amount  of  vitality. 
Let’s  just  say  he  was  “perpetual  mo- 
tion” personified. 

He  attached  himself  to  Fathers 
Cummins,  Cox  and  myself  as  we  stood 
in  Nagasaki  station  waiting  for  an 
early  afternoon  train  back  to  Shima- 
bara.  Perhaps  it  was  the  Roman  col- 
lars that  drew  him,  or  just  the  fact 
that  we  were  foreigners.  Most  likely 
it  was  the  combination  of  the  two  that 
did  the  trick.  At  any  rate,  he  was 
alone  and  soon  remedied  this  situa- 
tion by  attaching  himself  to  us. 

Thinking  no  doubt  that  we  did  not 
know  where  we  were  going,  he  ap- 
pointed himself  as  guide,  and  sought 
to  enlighten  us  by  tugging  at  my  arm 
and  following  this  with  a mutely 
pointed  finger.  This  meant  that  the 
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nearly  empty  coach  just  beyond  the 
platform  was  the  one  we  were  to  take 
— a fact  of  which  we  had  been  aware 
for  sometime.  However,  we  smiled 
our  thanks,  nodded  our  heads,  and 
silently  hoped  that  the  coming  rush 
of  people  to  the  empty  train  would 
result  in  a separation  from  our  trusty 
guide. 

The  gates  opened  and  the  rush  be- 
gan. Old  and  young  alike  pushed 
and  shoved  their  way  into  the  wait- 
ing coaches.  When  the  dust  of  the 
stampede  settled,  the  returning  light 
revealed  Fathers  Cummins  and  Cox 
and  myself  sharing  a double  seat 
with  a mother,  her  youngster  and  one 
more  passenger.  Yes,  the  other  pas- 
senger was  our  little  pal.  Braving  the 
crudh  of  the  multitude,  he  had  man- 
aged to  follow  us  right  to  our  seat. 
The  first  round  was  his. 

As  the  train,  a lethargic  giant  re- 
luctantly squaring  his  shoulders  to 
some  wearisome  task,  edged  its  way 
out  of  Nagasaki,  the  next  phase  of 
the  campaign  revealed  itself.  It  seems 
that  the  task  of  guide  had  used  up 
the  “Dr.  Jekyll”  in  our  friend’s  make- 
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up,  because  the  ‘'Mr.  Hyde”  pattern 
soon  came  to  the  fore.  Displaying  an 
inability  to  be  still  and  silent  for 
more  than  three  seconds  at  a time, 
our  former  helper  became  a happy 
but  cruel  tormentor. 

I said  before  that  the  collar  might 
have  attracted  him.  This  must  have 
been  the  case  for  he  soon  began  to 
examine  the  said  object  with  great 
vim  and  vigour.  First  he  ran  an  ex- 
ploring hand  around  the  rim  for  a 
minute  or  two.  This  was  the  prelude 
to  a steady  series  of  tugs  and  jerks. 
When  the  collar  stayed  on,  (thanks  to 
the  Lord  and  a well-made  collar  but- 
ton) the  process  was  repeated  on 
Fathers  Cox  and  Cummins.  Same 
treatment — same  result.  By  this  time, 
of  course,  proceedings  were  taking  on 
the  aspect  of  a 3-ring  circus.  A few 
of  the  nearby  travellers  were  amused 
(one  always  is  if  one  is  not  the  vic- 
tim) and  also  embarrassed,  but  since 
the  lad  was  alone,  and  we  continued 
in  the  practice  of  heroic  virtue  by 
forcing  a smile,  there  was  little  that 
could  be  done. 

Just  about  this  time  we  had  a short 
intermission  due  to  the  fact  that  the 
lady  opposite  produced  some  fruit 
to  divert  his  attention.  The  rest  didn’t 
last  too  long  however,  for  he  soon 
returned  to  the  attack,  his  senses 
rested  and  sharpened,  and  his  fingers 
well  moistened  with  juice.  This  time 
he  featured  a “Whipper  Billy  Wat- 
son-Bill  Longson”  type  of  attack.  A 
quick  motion  and  one  priestly  thumb 
was  enclosed  between  two  sticky  little 
hands.  He  squirmed  and  wriggled 
and  grunted,  putting  pressure  on  mv 
thunib,  and  looked  up  to  ask:  “Stai?” 
— “Does  it  hurt?” 

A superior  smile  (to  belie  my  pain) 
and  a brief  shake  of  the  head  only 
seemed  to  increase  the  fury  of  the 
attack.  Suddenly  he  shifted  to  Father 
Cox.  Failing  there,  he  began  to  con- 
centrate on  Father  Cummins,  and 
then  just  as  suddenly  he  returned  to 
yours  truly  to  begin  an  exploration  of 
nose  and  throat  which  would  have 


done  credit  to  the  skill  of  the  modern 
specialist.  About  this  time  my  chief 
thought  was  why  didn’t  we  take  the 
bus. 

At  last,  like  all  things  this  side  of 
Eternity,  the  show  came  to  an  end. 
As  the  train  slowed  down  for  one  of 
the  many  small  stations  on  the  run, 
he  began  to  peer  intently  through  the 
window.  Next  came  an  announcement 
in  solemn  tone,  that  this  was  “his 
stop”  and  with  this  piece  of  news,  the 
imp  gave  place  to  the  cherub.  A smile 
appeared  instead  of  his  wrestling 
frown ; drawing  himself  erect  he  gave 
us  a lovely  little  bow  and  turned  to 
make  his  way  toward  the  door.  By 
the  time  the  train  had  stopped,  he  was 
lost  in  the  group  at  the  opposite  end 
of  the  aisle. 

Need  I say  that  a sigh  of  relief 
came  from  us  three  priests;  we  had 
been  “on  the  ropes”  for  some  time, 
hoping  to  avoid  a “knock  out”.  There 
was  a short  pause,  an  impatient 
whistle  blast,  and  the  train  chugged 
onward.  As  it  did  so,  I cast  a glance 
out  of  the  window,  just  in  time  to 
see  the  little  chap,  guide  and  tor- 
mentor, Jekyll  and  Hyde,  with  his  arm 
forlornly  pushed  through  a small 
opening  in  the  station  yard  fence. 
The  hand  waved  slowly  back  and 
forth  a trifle  sadly  I thought,  as  if 
to  say,  “I  was  only  having  some  fun, 
you  know.”  Then  he  was  left  behind 
by  the  now  speeding  train,  and  was 
swallowed  up  again  among  Japan’s 
millions. 

Will  we  ever  see  him  again?  It’s 
not  very  likely.  Does  he  remember 
the  episode  now?  Probably  not — but 
I do,  my  thumb  still  hurts.  Well,  I 
suppose  he  was  about  seven  vcars  old 
at  most — a little  Japanese  bov  with 
unasked  questions  popping  in  his 
eyes,  mischief  in  his  mind,  and  a 
bundle  of  school  books  tucked  under 
one  arm. 


Minute  Meditation:  Mary  is  all 
the  exalted  thoughts  you’ve  ever 
had  about  any  woman. 
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ARE  YOU  FRUSTRATING 
GOD’S  PROVIDENCE? 

By 

Most  Rev.  Kenneth  Turner,  S.F.M.,  D.D. 

Bishop  of  Lishui,  China 


The  brightening  days  of  a 
Canadian  April  are  strikingly 
remindful  of  the  great  historic- 
al event  being  simultaneously  re- 
enacted in  the  sacred  liturgy  at  this 
holy  season.  All  nature  that  so 
recently  lay  in  icy  death,  now  quick- 
ens. Autumn-sown  grain  pushes  up 
its  lengthening  blades,  trees  are 
slowly  trying  on  spring  bonnets  and 
streams  released  from  frosted  prisons 
sing  rippling  sonnets.  Everything 
outdoors  gives  evidence  of  awakened 
life  and  light.  So  in  our  churches 
the  joyful  Alleluias  ring  out  in  place 
of  the  sad  melodies  of  Tenebrae. 
Christ  is  Risen!  The  Life  and  Light 
of  the  world  has  conquered  Death 
and  Darkness.  With  the  rising  sun 
He  shook  off  the  trappings  of  death 
and  left  the  tomb.  He  appears  to  His 
Mother  and  to  His  disciples.  Thomas 
is  absent  on  his  first  visit  and  doubts 
the  testimony  of  his  fellows.  Yet  his 
unbelief  providentially  furnishes  yet 
more  dramatic  and  convincing  proof 
of  the  fact  of  the  Resurrection.  A 
spirit  has  not  flesh  and  blood  nor 
mortal  wounds  in  hands  and  feet  and 
side  into  which  the  probing  fingers 
and  hand  of  a friend  can  be  in- 
serted. All  Christians  bend  the  knee 
at  Thomas’  “My  Lord  and  My  God”. 
But  not  for  Thomas  and  his  friends 
alone  is  He  risen.  St.  John  says: 
“.  . . these  things  are  written  that 
you  may  believe  that  Jesus  is  the 
Christ,  the  Son  of  God:  and  that 
believing  you  may  have  life  in  His 
name”. 


Bishop  Turner  intended  this 
article  for  the  April  issue  of 
SCARBORO  MISSIONS  but  un- 
fortunately, it  was  delayed  in  the 
mail.  To  cancel  its  publication 
simply  because  of  the  time  element 
involved  would  be  denying  our 
readers,  and  in  particular  our 
readers  of  High  School  and  Uni- 
versity status,  one  of  the  most 
thought-provoking  articles  it  has 
been  our  privilege  to  publish  in  a 
long  time. 

From  the  cramped  quarters  of 
his  forced  confinement  in  Lishui, 
Bishop  Turner  sends  this  message 
of  universal  importance  to  every 
Catholic. 


The  Divine  Gift 

“That  you  may  believe  . . . that 
you  may  have  life”.  St.  John  tells 
his  story  that  others,  too,  besides 
himself,  may  receive  divine  Faith  and 
the  supernatural  life  of  God  in  the 
soul,  the  gift  of  sanctifying  grace. 
This  gift  has  brought  us  back  into 
the  Sonship  with  God  lost  long  ages 
ago  in  the  Garden  of  Delights.  Does 
it  not,  too,  as  in  St.  John,  warn  us 
to  share  it  with  others?  To  appreci- 
ate more  fully  this  incomparable 
gift  we  have  but  to  review  the  history 
of  God’s  infinite  mercy  extending  to 
us  through  the  years  after  the  Fall 
seeking  to  re-adopt  us  all  as  His 
sons. 

Man  Preferred  Darkness 

The  human  race  has  ever  been 
faithless  and  God  ever  merciful.  The 
descendants  of  our  First  Parents, 
though  sunk  in  the  darkness  of  sin 
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and  ignorance,  were  never  abandon- 
ed. The  Word  of  God,  the  Eternal 
Son,  shone  as  a beacon  in  an  intel- 
lectual and  moral  dim-out,  seeking 
to  illuminate  the  soul  of  man  by 
evidence  of  His  creative  and  sustain- 
ing power  and  thus  to  lead  him  to 
acknowledge  his  Maker.  “He  was  in 
the  world,  and  the  world  was  made 
by  Him,  and  the  world  knew  Him 
not”.  Man  preferred  the  darkness 
to  The  Light,  deliberately:  “For  the 
invisible  things  of  Him,  from  the 
creation  of  the  world,  are  clearly 
seen,  being  understood  by  the  things 
that  are  made:  His  eternal  power 
also,  and  divinity;  so  that  they  are 
inexcusable  because  that,  when  they 
knew  God,  they  have  not  glorified 
Him  as  God,  or  given  thanks”. 

“His  O^vn  Received  Him  Not” 

God’s  plans  for  the  reclamation  of 
His  children  seems  to  begin  crystal- 
lizing when  the  Word  “came  into 
His  own”.  The  Hebrew  race  was 
adopted  as  God’s  very  own  and  made 
the  recipient  of  a very  special  revela- 
tion and  of  a promise.  “But  His 
own  received  Him  not”.  Almost  the 
entire  Old  Testament  is  a tragic 
story  of  the  infidelity  of  the  Chosen 
People  as  a race.  Their  subsequent 
history  is  almost  as  sad.  In  pre- 
Christian  days  they  were  unique 
among  the  nations  for  their  belief  in 
the  one  true  God,  and  they  were 
punished  by  religious  persecution 
when  they  were  .unfaithful  to  Him; 
today,  however,  that  identity  of 
religion  has  given  place  to  a 
uniqueness  of  race  and  it  is  for  this 
they  are  persecuted  now.  And 
though  their  principal  destiny  was 
fulfilled  more  than  nineteen  centuries 
ago,  the  preservation  in  a mysterious 
way  of  their  identity  gives  hope 
that  the  entire  Hebrew  race  one  day 
may  be  led  to  the  acceptance  of  the 
Messiah  for  whom  it  lived  and  whom 
it  refused  when  He  came. 

Come  Doubts  and  Contradictions 

Finally  “The  Word  was  made 


Flesh  and  dwelt  amongst  us”.  Would 
that  we  now,  at  last,  might  boast  of 
man’s  repentance  and  acceptance  of 
the  Incarnate  Word.  But  the  history 
of  infidelity  continues  as  before.  Our 
Saviour  is  at  first  favourably  re- 
ceived but  then  come  doubts,  con- 
tradictions, increasing  opposition 
until  hatred  claims  Him  as  a victim 
and  He  is  nailed  to  the  Cross  on 
Calvary. 

Our  Reconciliation 

But  even  now  the  same  infinite 
mercy  is  not  exhausted.  Man  is  not 
sent  back  into  the  aboriginal  dark- 
ness or  abandoned  as  prey  to  the 
fallen  hosts  of  heaven.  On  the  con- 
trary, the  very  death  of  man’s  Vic- 
tim becomes  the  means  of  our  re- 
gaining Sonship  with  God.  The 
God-Man,  dying,  takes  upon  Him- 
self the  guilt  of  all  our  sins,  recon- 
ciling us  to  God  by  a death 
voluntarily  offered.  His  glorious 
Resurrection  obtained  for  us  the 
supernatural  life  of  grace  and  the 
pledge  of  the  future  resurrection  of 
our  own  bodies! 

All  Nature  Speaks  of  God 

The  Resurrection  of  Christ,  insofar 
as  mankind  is  concerned,  may  be 
said  to  be  incomplete  until  all  men 
participate  in  its  fruits — Sonship  in 
God  through  Christ  Our  Saviour. 
Long  ago,  in  the  abysmal  darkness 
of  ignorance,  the  creations  of  God 
bore  witness  of  God  before  men. 
The  heavenly  bodies  spoke  of  God’s 
immensity  and  infinite  power,  the 
sun  spoke  of  His  providence,  the 
regularity  and  balance  of  nature 
spoke  of  His  wisdom,  parental  love 
for  children  gave  proof  of  a source 
of  inexhaustible  love.  Now  in  addi- 
tion, we,  the  beloved  and  redeemed 
children  of  Our  Heavenly  Father, 
bear  witness  of  the  infinitely  good 
God. 

Be  a Witness  of  Him 

While  all  Christians  are  called  to 
bear  witness  of  the  Faith  that  is  in 
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them  by  the  goodness  of  their  lives, 
the  specific  teaching  ministry  of  the 
Saviour  is  entrusted  to  His  Church. 

. . that  penance  and  remission  of 
sins  should  be  preached  in  His  name, 
unto  all  nations,  beginning  at 
Jerusalem”.  To  be  witnesses  of  Him 
before  all  nations,  Our  Saviour  is 
calling  young  men.  Unfortunately, 
some  of  those  young  men,  while 
feeling  the  urges  of  grace,  are  loath, 
through  a sense  of  inadequacy  to 
embrace  such  a sublime  calling,  to 
take  the  first  step  in  the  fulfilment 
of  their  vocation.  Let  such  be  com- 
forted in  the  reflection  that  such 
feelings  are  not  unusual.  On  the  con- 
trary, every  priest  must  feel  keenly 
his  unworthiness  of  election.  The 
power  of  Christ  works  in  him  just 
as  in  such  common  substances  as 
bread,  wine,  water  and  oil.  His 
sacramental  graces  are  channeled  to 
the  souls  of  men  when  signed  by  the 
form  designated  by  Him.  And  the 
halting  words  of  the  missionary 
priest  in  a strange  tongue  become 
the  means  of  bringing  infidels  to 
the  threshold  of  the  Faith  by  open- 
ing their  minds  and  hearts  to  it. 
“How  shall  they  believe  Him,  of 
whom  they  have  not  heard?  And 
how  shall  they  hear,  without  a 


preacher?”  “Faith  cometh  by  hear- 
ing”. 

The  Answer — Fidelity  to  His  Call 

Canadian  priests  working  in 
distant  fields  rejoice  as  they  read  of 
the  unprecedented  development  of  the 
Church  in  late  years  throughout  their 
homeland.  That  this  increase  will 
call  for  greater  numbers  of  priests, 
they  are  fully  aware.  Yet  they  have 
no  fear  that  God  will  meanwhile 
place  in  abeyance  the  replacement 
and  augmentation  of  their  own 
numbers.  There  were  many  conver- 
sions and  much  apostolic  activity  in 
Judea  and  Galilee  when  the  zealot 
Saul  miraculously  received  the  Faith 
and  was  commissioned  Apostle  to 
the  Gentiles.  And  there  was  great 
need  of  learned,  zealous  and 
courageous  priests  in  France  when 
John  De  Brebeuf,  Gabriel  Lalement, 
Isaac  Jogues  and  companions  re- 
ceived their  divine  call  to  preach  to 
savages  in  the  primitive  Canadian 
wilderness  and  to  seal  their  teaching 
with  their  blood.  God’s  providence, 
which  provides  for  the  home 
apostolate  as  for  the  foreign 
apostolate,  will  not  be  frustrated  so 
long  as  the  young  men  He  summons 
are  faithful  to  the  divine  Call. 


In  jMemorfam 


Most  Rev.  Alexandre  Vachon,  D.D., 
Archbishop  of  Ottawa,  Ont. 

Rt.  Rev.  M.  Cullinane,  D.P.,  Pastor 
of  St.  Cecilia’s  Parish,  Toronto,  Ont. 

Rev.  Francis  McQuaid,  Pastor  of 
St.  Malachy’s  Parish,  Kinkora,  P.E.I. 


Rev.  Harold  V.  Dysart,  Pastor  of 
Holy  Rosary  Parish,  Minto,  N.B. 

Mr.  George  E.  Williams,  Eastern 
Passage,  N.S. 

Mrs.  Wm.  Horgan,  Lancaster,  N.B. 


May  They  Rest  In  Peace. 
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The  Horn 
of  Jealousy 

R.  J.  Pelow,  S.F.M. 


A THOUGHT  FOR  MAY 


A CANADIAN  girl  would  have  a grand  time  studying  the  attire  of  a 
Japanese  hride.  It  is  governed  by  age-old  customs  which  have 
influenced  every  part  of  the  dress. 

The  headdress  of  the  bride  was  one  feature  of  the  bridal  costume  which  1 
found  intriguing  at  my  first  Japanese  wedding.  The  bride  has  a most 
elaborate  hair-do  carefully  decorated  with  amber  or  tortoise-shell  bars  and 
pins  whose  ends  are  carved  in  intricate  clusters  of  flowers. 

Moreover,  the  bride  wears  a band  made  of  red  and  white  silk  around  her 
head.  Its  significance  is  to  warn  her  against  jealousy  and  it  is  supposed  to 
help  keep  her  from  becoming  a jealous  wife. 

The  Japanese  seem  to  have  looked  upon  jealousy  as  a particular  failing  of 
women.  In  earlier  times  especially,  girls  were  trained  to  control  the  evil  of 
jealousy.  According  to  ancient  tales,  horns  of  jealousy  sprouted  from  the 
heads  of  jealous  women.  Hence  arose  the  custom  of  the  bride  wearing  the 
band  about  her  head  to  signify  that  she  did  not  want  to  grow  into  a jealous 
wife. 

But  jealousy  is  not  an  exclusive  prerogative  of  women.  It  is  something 
we  are  all  prone  to  and  it  can  easily  gain  an  unpleasant  hold  on  us  if  we  are 
not  on  our  guard.  It  consists  in  an  excessive  love  of  our  own  good  accom- 
panied by  the  fear  that  we  may  be  deprived  of  it  by  others.  For  example,  a 
student  first  in  class  may  become  jealous  of  another  making  good  progress 
lest  he  lose  his  rank. 

Jealousy  stirs  up  sentiments  of  hatred,  and  sows  discord  among  families 
and  friends.  It  is  the  sin  of  petty-minded  and  ambitious  people  who  cannot 
stand  to  see  others  succeed.  It  leads  to  joy  in  the  misfortune  of  another  and 
sorrow  at  his  good  fortune. 

If  tempted  to  jealously,  we  should  remember  that  we  are  all  members  of 
the  same  Mystical  Body  of  Christ.  The  good  qualities  and  attainments  of  one 
rebound  to  the  glory  of  all.  For  that  reason  it  is  a holy  and  wholesome 
thought  to  pray  frequently  for  one  another. 
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By 

Patrick  J.  Moore,  S.F.M. 


The  other  day,  as  I flew  from 
Riberalta  to  Cobija  with  Our  Lady’s 
Pilgrim  Statue,  all  I could  see  below 
for  an  hour  and  a quarter  was  the 
tangled  Bolivian  jungle.  Here  and 
there  snake-like  rivers,  weaving  their 
interminable  course,  were  the  only 
variation  to  break  the  green  carpet. 
Riberalta  is  the  centre  of  a very  large 
Vicariate  which  is  now  entirely  under 
the  spiritual  care  of  Maryknoll 
Fathers  and  Maryknoll  Sisters  with 
their  own  Vicar  Apostolic.  As  the 
plane  approached  Cobija’s  dirt  air- 
strip, I could  see  the  hundreds  of 
eager  faces  awaiting  the  arrival  of 
the  Pilgrim  Statue.  The  plane 
landed,  the  door  opened  and  I 
stepped  out  into  the  humid  air  of 


Central  South  America  carrying  the 
statue  in  my  arms  as  I have  done 
during  the  90,000  air  miles  I have 
travelled  since  leaving  Fatima,  May 
13,  1948. 

The  whole  town  was  on  hand,  offi- 
cials, band  and  even  those  who  rarely 
move  out  of  their  homes.  Flowered 
and  branched  archways  had  been 
erected  at  the  entrance  to  town.  1 
stopped  at  the  spot  where  most  of 
the  people  were  gathered  to  tell  them 
how  wonderful  it  all  was  and  how 
pleased  Our  Lady  must  be  with  them. 

Today  I am  happy  with  a kind  of 
joy  that  is  different.  I have  felt  it 
on  other  occasions.  In  some  places 
where  Our  Lady’s  Pilgrim  Statue  has 
visited,  I have  felt  it  more  than  in 


Enroute  to  Venezuela,  South  America,  Father  Moore,  with  the  Pilgrim  Virgin  Statue,  made  a 
three-day  return  visit  to  Port  of  Spain.  The  above  picture  was  taken  outside  the  Cathedral 

Church,  Port  of  Spain. 
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At  9 p.m.,  December  6th,  the  Pilgrim  Virgin  Statue  arrived  at  the  airport  in  Lima,  Peru.  Above 
is  pictured  a part  of  the  enthusiastic  crowd  that  welcomed  Father  Moore  and  the  statue. 
On  May  3rd,  Father  Moore  will  arrive  in  Windsor,  Ontario,  with  the  Pilgrim  Virgin  Statue  to 
participate  in  the  special  May  Day  celebration  in  that  city.  Sponsored  by  the  Diocese  of  London, 
indications  are  that  this  will  be  the  most  stupendous  May  Day  celebration  ever  solemnized  in 
Canada.  It  is  stated  that  the  procession  will  feature  thirty  floats  and  ten  bands.  The  highlight 
of  the  celebration  will  be  the  outdoor  evening  Mass,  reported  to  be  the  first  such  Mass  to  be 
celebrated  in  Canada  since  the  promulgation  of  the  new  regulations  in  regard  to  afternoon 

and  evening  masses. 


others.  I have  always  been  happy 
whenever  I have  seen  an  all  out  en- 
thusiasm in  external  demonstrations 
to  honour  Our  Lady.  Spontaneous 
external  signs  invariably  have  some 
impetus  from  within.  And  how  often 
have  I witnessed  this ! The  little 
white  wooden  image  of  Our  Lady  of 
the  Rosary,  which  was  blessed  by  our 
Holy  Father  in  Rome,  May  22,  1948, 
has  moved  forward  on  its  pilgrimage 
through  cities  and  towns  and  native 
villages;  it  has  been  enshrined  in  big 
cathedral  churches  and  poor  mission 
stations;  it  has  passed  through  one 
country  and  another ; across  con- 
tinents and  islands  so  small  they  were 
but  dots  on  the  sea;  it  has  arrived 
at  times  under  the  blazing  tropical 
sun  and  often  under  the  pale  light 
of  the  artic  moon.  Thus  has  Our 
Lady  willed  to  use  her  image  as  an 
object  lesson  to  impress  on  millions 
of  souls  her  plea  given  at  Fatima 


thirty-five  years  past  that  men  must 
turn  back  to  God  through  penance 
and  the  prayer  of  the  rosary. 

Yes,  in  all  the  round  of  visits  I 
have  seen  many,  many  soul-stirring 
demonstrations.  Naturally  all  of 
them  spur  me  on  my  mission  and 
make  me  happy.  Yet,  as  I said,  to- 
day I am  happy  with  a different  kind 
of  joy.  I have  felt  this  joy  many 
times  before,  but  this  is  the  first  time, 
when  in  the  throes  of  such  a joyous 
consolation,  I have  ever  attempted 
to  write  about  it.  Many  people  who 
read  this  will  recall  hearing  me  speak 
about  one  love  of  Our  Lady  above 
all  other  loves.  Our  Lady  could  not 
be  the  Mother  of  Our  Saviour,  Jesus 
Christ,  without  an  overwhelming  love 
for  the  souls  for  whom  He  died. 
This  love,  if  comparison  is  possible, 
surpasses  in  its  intensity  the  total 

{Continued  on  page  18) 
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to  be  enshrined  permaner 
in  the  sanctuary  of  the  ( 


What  Is  It?  As  t 
desi{ 
pers 

What  Is  Its  Purpos 

What  Is  the  Cost  o^j 

What  Page  May  Yoi\ 

[ 

I 

1 

Address  inquiries:  j 

Rev.  R.  Roberts,  S.F.^( 
60  Crescent  Rd.,  | 
Toronto  5,  Ont.  | 

Telephone:  RAndolph  | 


NO  ONE  REMEMBERS  THEM  NOW 


Bound  in  red  kid  with  a gold  imprint  of  the  insignia  of  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society  cent 
Scarboro's  Book  of  Remembrance  holds  365  gilt-edged  sheets  — a sheet  for  each  day  of  the  year.  Thi 
on  one  side  only.  The  border  design  is  in  light  blue  and  the  printed  words  in  black.  The  top  prii 

Priest  offering  the  Holy  Sacrifice  of  the  Mass  in  this  Chapel  on  this  the  day  of  re 

Then  follow  ten  lines  for  the  names  in  whose  , memory  the  page  was  purchased.  The  bottom  linesf 
all  the  other  Benefactors  of  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society,  who,  through  their  alms,  have  madC 
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rpetual  Bememtirance 


and  open  to  public  view 
>e/  of  our  New  Seminary 


e implies,  Scarboro’s  Book  of  Perpetual  Remembrance  is  a book 
^ive  a lasting  remembrance  in  the  Holy  Sacrifice  of  the  Mass  to  those 
•se  names  are  inscribed  therein. 

give  to  those  who  feel  they  can  afford  it,  an  opportunity  to  assure  a 
petual  remembrance  of  their  loved  ones  and  at  the  same  time 
tribute  a stated  sum  towards  the  building  of  our  new  Seminary. 

? $1,000.00,  which  may  be  paid  in  full  or  by  installments. 

Any  page  you  desire  providing  that  it  has  not  already  been  claimed. 
Remember,  the  pages  are  arranged  in  order  of  the  days  of  the 
year.  The  most  popular  choice  is  a day  commemorating  the  death 
of  one’s  parents,  husband  or  wife. 


e cover, 
! printed 
Let  each 
tecially". 
1:  "and 

ossible". 


THEIR  MEMORY  WILL  NEVER  BE  FORGOTTEN 
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Gods  Gift  to  Us 

''When  Jesus  therefore  had 
seen  His  Mother 

And  the  disciple  standing 
whom  He  loved, 

He  said  to  His  Mother: 
Woman  behold  thy  son. 

And  after  that  He  said  to  the 
disciple: 

Behold  thy  Mother.." 

—St.  John  19:  26-27. 


WHAT  SURPASSING  JOY 

(Continued,  from  page  15) 

love  for  souls  of  all  the  saints  in 
heaven.  What  joy  then  must  he  hers 
when  wandering  souls  return  to  the 
grace  of  the  Sacraments! 

Now  you  know  what  I mean. 
Every  priest  receives  a special  spiri- 
tual joy  when  he  raises  his  hand  in 
Christ’s  Name  to  absolve  one  long- 
steeped  in  sin.  Truly  does  he  know 
a joy  that  would  seem  to  be  equaled 
only  in  heaven  when  he  sits  in  the  f 
confessional  for  hours  on  end  and 
knows  that  Our  Lady  has  struck  a 
lightening  bolt  of  grace  so  terrific 
that  she  has  brought,  not  one  but 
dozens  of  crying  hearts  of  men  and 
women  and  youth  to  seek  that  peace 
of  soul  which  only  a good  humble 
confession  can  effect. 

Will  they  persevere?  I believe 
that  Our  Lord  and  Our  Lady  accept 
the  good  will  of  sinners  who  return 
to  the  Sacraments.  They  have  every 
chance  of  perseverance  if  they  keep 
their  hand  in  the  hand  of  their  loving 
Mother  by  the  daily  recitation  of  the 
Rosary  and  the  frequent  reception 
of  the  Sacraments. 


PILGRIM  VIRGIN  STATUES: 

For  Home,  Church  and  School 


14"  $ 5.00 

26"  30.00 

50'^  150.00  (Glass  Eyes) 


(All  prices  F.O.B.  in  Canada  at  point 
of  delivery) 


SPECIAL  OUTDOOR  STATUES: 
Cement  Marble  Composition 


26"  $ 55.00 

50^^  150.00 


Plus  freight  from  Montreal 

Beautiful  Color  Picture  of 
Pilgrim  Virgin  of  Fatima: 

8^^  X 10^^  25c 

(Suitable  for  framing) 

For  the  Reader: 

"Tatima  or  World  Suicide'' 

Rt.  Rev.  Wm.  C.  McGrath, 
S.F.M.,  P.A. 

English  Edition  $1.00 

French  Edition 

Paper  Bound  .50 
Cloth  Bound  $1.00 

(Note:  Order  French  Edition  from 

Apostolate  of  the  Press,  128  Bowen 
Street  North,  Sherbrooke,  Quebec.) 

Address  orders: 

SCARBORO  FOREIGN 
MISSION  SOCIETY 

Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ont. 
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Z ^ 1/  ff// 

and  the 

WORLD  LAUGHS 
WITH  YOD 


Father:  “Well,  son,  what  did  you 
learn  in  school  today?” 

Son  (proudly):  “I  learned  to  say  ‘Yes, 
sir’  and  ‘No,  sir,’  and  ‘Yes,  ma’am,’  and 
‘No,  ma’am’.” 

Father:  “You  did,  eh?” 

Son:  “Yeah,” 

★ 

A farmer  had  a son  at  college.  At  the 
end  of  the  first  year  the  son  came  home 
in  high  feather.  He  stood  second  in 
his  class. 

“Second?”  said  the  father.  “Second! 
Why  didn’t  you  stand  first?  What  do 
you  think  I am  sending  you  to  college 
for?” 

The  young  man  returned  for  his 
second  year,  determined  to  win  first 
place.  At  the  end  of  the  year  he  re- 
turned home  and  announced  his  success 
to  his  father. 

The  father  looked  at  him  for  a few 
minutes  in  silence,  then  shrugged  his 
shoulders  and  said:  “At  the  head  of 
the  class,  eh?  Well,  it  can’t  be  much 
of  a college  after  all.” 

★ 

At  last  he  mustered  up  his  courage 
to  pop  the  question,  and,  to  his  blissful 
bewilderment,  was  accepted.  When  he’d 
recovered,  he  stammered: 

“However  did  it  happen,  Jasmine, 
that  such  a bright  and  shining  angel  as 
yourself  could  ever  fall  in  love  with  a 
dull,  stupid  fellow  like  me?” 

“Goodness  knows,  Ted,”  was  the  fair 
maid’s  frank  reply;  “I  must  have  a 
screw  loose  somewhere,” 

★ 

The  skipper  of  a tramp  steamer,  in 
writing  up  the  log,  recording  an  eventful 
day,  rounded  off  his  task  with  the 
entry:  “Mate  drunk.” 

To  the  mate,  who  indignantly  pro- 
tested on  reading  it,  the  skipper  re- 
torted: “Well,  it’s  true,  isn’t  it?” 

On  the  following  day  it  was  the 
mate’s  duty  to  write  up  the  log,  and  he 
completed  his  account  with:  “Skipper 
sober.” 


The  captain  stared  at  it  for  a moment, 
then  exploded. 

“Well,”  was  the  mate’s  rejoinder,  “it’s 
true,  isn’t  it?” 


Patient:  “I  believe  I’m  a little  better, 
doctor,  but  I’m  still  short  of  breath.” 

Doctor:  “I  can  stop  that  completely 
after  a few  more  treatments.” 

★ 

English  Professor:  “Correct  this  sen- 
tence: ‘Girls  is  naturally  better-looking 
than  boys’!” 

Student:  “Girls  is  artificially  better- 
looking than  boys.” 

★ 

Mr.  Jones:  ‘‘That  new  man  in  the 
office  is  a regular  steam  engine.” 

Mr.  White:  “Good  worker,  eh?” 

Mr.  Jones:  “No,  good  whistler!” 

★ 

Street  Car  Conductor:  “Did  you  get 
home  all  right  last  night,  sir?” 

Passenger:  “Of  course,  why  do  you 
ask?” 

Conductor:  “Well,  when  you  got  up 
and  gave  the  lady  your  seat  last  night 
you  were  the  only  two  in  the  car,” 

★ 

“Good  morning,  lady.  I’m  from  the 
gas  and  electric  company.  Is  there  any- 
thing in  the  house  that  won’t  work?” 

“There  is.  And  that’s  him  upstairs, 
hollering  for  his  breakfast.” 

★ 

“No  woman  can  keep  a secret,”  said 
one  of  the  guests  at  a dinner  party. 
The  ladies  bristled  with  indignation. 

“I  think  I can  disprove  your  state- 
ment,” said  one  archly.  “I’ve  kept  my 
age  a secret  since  I was  twenty-three.” 

“No  doubt,”  said  the  man  politely, 
“but  you  are  sure  to  let  it  out  sooner 
or  later.” 

“I  don’t  see  how  you  can  maintain 
that,”  retorted  the  lady.  “When  a 
woman  has  kept  a secret  for  twenty 
long  years,  surely  she  can  keep  it 
forever.” 
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Ice  was  plentiful  at  St.  Mary's,  Ont.,  this  past 
winter  and  our  Novices  at  Nazareth  House 
made  good  use  of  it. 


Among  our  souvenirs  we  find  this  picture  of  Rev.  Charles  Murphy,  S.F.M.  (Sydney,  N.S.),  taken 
in  the  days  when  peace  and  freedom  flourished  in  China.  Father  Murphy,  now  serving  as  a 
Chaplain  in  the  Canadian  Navy,  is  shown  here  purchasing  a bun  from  a Lishui  street  vendor. 
Another  Scarboro  priest  serving  in  the  armed  forces  is  Father  Edward  Lyons  (Calgary,  Alta.), 

who  is  an  Army  Chaplain. 


Twilight  along  the  shore  line  of  Santo  Domingo. 


Home  And  In  Fields  Afar 


The  Park  and  Town  Square  of  Azua,  Santo 
Domingo.  Both  these  attractions  are  opposite 
the  front  entrance  of  Azua's  Parish  Church. 


Father  Jim  Macintosh,  S.F.M.  (St.  Andrews,  N.S.),  Pastor  of  Nagoya,  Japan,  is  no  stranger 
the  little  folk  of  the  Parish.  The  missionary  priest  must  be  mindful  always  of  the  words 
his  Divine  Master:  ''Whosoever  shall  receive  one  such  child  as  this  in  My  Name,  receiveth  Me 

Mark  11,  36. 


Dressed  in  their  "Sunday  Best",  three  kindergarten  children  of  Kawatana,  Japan,  pose  with 
their  pastor  (standing).  Father  T.  Morrisey,  S.F.M.  (North  River,  Nfid.),  and  Rev.  F.  Flinn, 
former  pastor  and  founder  of  the  parish.  Father  Flinn  is  an  Australian  diocesan  priest  on 
loan  to  the  Archdiocese  of  Nagasaki. 
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Li  Tai  Tai  ivas 
the  richest  woman 
in  the  parish  . . . 
Su  Yung  was  but  a 
beggar  woman.  A 
Chinese  back- 
ground provides 
the  setting  for  the 
old,  old  story  of  the 
Pharisee  and  the 
Publican. 
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LI  Tai  Tai  was  the  richest  woman 
in  the  parish.  She  was  the  widow 
of  a man  who  had  left  her  the 
income  of  three  hotels.  At  Mass  on 
Sunday  she  sat  in  the  front  seat, 
dressed  in  the  finest  silks  and  in  warm 
weather  she  waved  a tiny  embroidered 
fan  in  front  of  her  fat  powdered  face. 

Su  Yung  was  a beggar  woman. 
She,  too,  was  a widow  but  her  hus- 
band had  left  her  nothing.  At  Mass 
on  Sunday  she  knelt  on  the  cement 
floor  in  a corner  at  the  back  of  the 
church.  She  was  always  dressed  in 
the  same  faded  blue  cotton  blouse 
and  trousers  of  the  Chinese  peasant. 
In  warm  weather  she  used  the  bot- 
tom of  her  upper  garment  to  wipe 
the  sweat  off  her  worn  wrinkled  face. 

These  two  women  were  not  ac- 
quainted. Li  Tai  Tai  always  arrived 
at  Mass  a little  late  to  make  a majes- 
tic entrance  into  the  crowded  church. 
She  used  to  stay  long  after  Mass  to 
chat  with  the  other  parishioners  and 
to  tell  the  Shen  Fu  about  her  money 
troubles  and  backaches.  Su  Yung 
never  talked  with  the  Shen  Fu  except 
in  the  confessional  box.  She  always 
arrived  early  for  Mass  and  after  her 
thanksgiving  would  slip  out  through 
the  crowd,  through  the  streets  and  on 
out  of  the  city  to  the  beggar  village 
where  she  shared  a crowded  mud 
hovel  with  other  destitutes. 

The  Shen  Fu  was  very  well  ac- 
auainted  with  his  rich  parishioner. 
She  was  generous  with  donations; 
whenever  there  was  a special  appeal, 
she  would  wait  until  all  others  had 
given  and  then  top  the  highest  dona- 
tion. Su  Yung  dropped  her  money 
into  the  common  fund.  No  one  ever 
knew  how  much  she  gave.  No  one 
but  God  ever  cared. 

It  was  one  cold  wet  day  in  the 
middle  of  winter  when  Shen  Fu  be- 
came very  well  acquainted  with  his 
poorest  parishioner.  A message  was 
brought  to  the  mission  that  a Catholic 
in  the  beggar  village  was  asking  for 


a priest.  The  priest  answered  the  call 
on  his  bicycle  and  as  he  pedalled  into 
the  village  he  was  told  that  the  call 
had  come  from  the  hut  at  the  far  end 
of  the  cluster.  It  was  the  worst  of  the 
lot.  He  walked  into  the  mud  hut  and 
there  saw  a sight  that  has  never  been 
erased  from  his  memory.  It  was  a 
hovel  of  mud  walls,  no  floor,  no  win- 
dow. The  ground  was  covered  with 
straw.  The  only  light  was  from  a wax 
taper  burning  in  a saucer  of  vege- 
table oil.  In  the  semi-darkness  the 
Shen  Fu  could  see  an  old  man  and 
two  women  crouching  on  the  straw 
on  one  side  of  the  room.  On  the 
other  side  was  a very  sick  woman.  It 
was  Su  Yung. 

She  was  stretched  out  on  the  straw 
and  covered  with  a filthy  quilt.  Only 
her  face  and  arms  were  visible.  The 
priest  could  see  that  these  were 
horribly  burned  and  covered  with 
maggots  and  lice.  Su  Yung’s  long 
black  hair  was  spread  out  behind  her 
and  every  single  strand  seemed  alive 
with  insects.  It  was  evident  she  was 
dying. 

The  sick  woman  whispered,  “^Thank 
you,  Shen  Fu,  for  coming.”  The  priest 
asked  the  others  what  had  happened 
to  her  and  the  old  man  gave  him  a 
graphic  description  of  how  when  Su 
Yung  was  lighting  her  ‘hou  lu”  that 
morning,  the  box  of  charcoal  had 
burst  into  flames  and  her  clothes  had 
caught  on  fire.  All  her  clothes  had 
been  burned  off.  All  her  body  had 
been  burned  as  badly  as  her  hands 
and  arms.  She  had  no  other  clothes. 
In  fact  she  possessed  nothing  in  this 
world  but  the  cotton  padded  rag  that 
covered  her. 

The  priest  administered  the  last 
Sacraments  and  returned  to  his  mis- 
sion to  get  some  oil  and  medicine  for 
the  burns.  On  his  return  he  treated 
the  wounds  as  best  he  could  and  then 
asked  the  dying  woman  if  there  was 
anything  else  he  could  do  for  her. 
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“Yes,”  she  answered.  “Please,  pray 
for  me.  Pray  that  I will  go  to 
heaven.”  And  her  blood-shot,  pain- 
filled  eyes  lit  up  with  hope. 

For  days  the  priest  returned  again 
and  again  to  minister  to  this  dying 
woman.  He  brought  penicillin,  sulfa 
and  oil  for  her  body  and  Holy  Com- 
munion, prayers  and  words  of  assur- 
ance of  eternal  salvation  for  her  soul. 
Su  Yung’s  simple  faith,  her  resigna- 
tion to  the  will  of  God,  her  total  un- 
concern for  the  things  of  this  world, 
all  this  touched  the  priest  as  he  had 
seldom  been  touched  before.  He 
knew  that  with  her  he  was  in  the 
presence  of  a saint  of  God. 

One  day  on  the  way  to  the  beggar 
village  the  Shen  Fu  met  Li  Tai  Tai 
and  in  polite  Chinese  fashion  he  was 
asked  about  his  destination.  When  he 
had  told  her,  he  was  surprised  and 
angered  at  the  rich  lady’s  comment. 

“But,  Shen  Fu,”  she  said,  “you 
must  not  keep  on  going  out  there  to 
that  awful  village.  The  people  are  so 
lowcast.  You  are  losing  face  and  the 
prestige  of  our  mission  will  suffer. 
You  should  send  your  servant  or  at 
the  most  vour  catechist.  But  do  not 
go  voiirself.” 

“My  dear  lady,”  the  priest’s  voice 
was  cold,  “I  fear  you  do  not  know 
very  much  about  our  holy  religion. 
I suggest  that  you  read  the  life  of 
Christ.” 

He  got  back  on  his  bicycle  and  con- 
tinued his  journey.  Li  Tai  Tai  was 


shocked  and  angry.  Later  that  night  - 
her  anger  turned  to  confusion.  The 
next  day  when  she  noticed  the  priest 
again  on  the  way  to  the  village,  on  a 
sudden  impulse  she  got  into  her  pri- 
vate ricksha  and  ordered  the  coolie 
to  follow. 

At  the  village  she  saw  everything; 
the  abject  poverty,  the  dirt,  the  ex- 
cruciating pain  on  Su  Yung’s  face. 
She  also  heard  the  dying  woman’s  fer- 
vent plea  for  prayers  that  she  would 
go  to  heaven. 

Several  days  later  Su  Yung  died. 
The  priest  said  the  funeral  Mass  in 
the  village  and  nearly  everyone  in 
the  place  attended.  Near  the  back  of 
the  kneeling  crowd  was  Li  Tai  Tai 
seemingly  not  noticing  the  mud  on 
her  beautiful  gown  as  she  knelt  on  the 
damp  ground.  At  the  Consecration 
she  lifted  her  eyes  to  the  Sacred  Host 
and  prayed,  “My  Lord  and  My  God” 
and  then  from  the  depths  of  her  soul 
she  added  another  prayer,  and  whis- 
pered it  with  a sob. 

“Dear  Lord,”  she  prayed,  “how 
can  I thank  Thee  enough  for  opening 
my  eyes?  For  years  I prayed  in  the 
same  church  as  this  woman.  I didn’t 
even  know  that  she  existed.  All  this 
time  she  was  close  to  Thee  and  I . . . 

I was  a Pharisaical  hypocrite.  You 
gave  her  nothing  in  this  world  and 
she  was  grateful  . . . wanting  only 
Your  Love.  You  gave  me  everything 
and  I scorned  Your  Love.  Grant  me 
the  grace,  0 God,  to  live  as  she  lived, 
and,  above  all,  to  die  as  she  died.” 


MANANA 

By  Robert  Hymus,  S.F.M.  J 

Manana  is  a Spanish  word,  but  is  easily  understood  in  English.  It  is  ■ 
even  a musical  word.  One  has  only  to  say  it  softly  to  hear  its  dulcet  tone. 
There  is  something  about  it  that  calms  the  nerves  and  relaxes  the  body. 
Here  is  this  tropic  isle  of  Santo  Domingo  one  can  hear  the  softness  of  pro-  | 
nunciation  and  see  its  soothing  effect.  Yet  its  music  is  a melody  of  reverie  ' 
and  causes  a drowsiness  of  inertia,  like  the  siesta  of  the  noonday  sun  in  the  \ 
trooics.  Perhaps  you  can  catch  the  meaning  of  "manana”.  Repeat  it  softly,  | 
and  you  will  find  out  what  it  means.  "Tomorrow.” 
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Dear  Buds, 

Remember  these  words:  “Bring  flowers  of  the  fairest,  bring  flowers 
of  the  rarest  . . . ”?  And  you  know,  too,  in  whose  honour  they  are  used. 
You  sing  them  in  praise  of  the  Fairest  Flower  in  God’s  garden — Mary, 
His  virgin  mother.  You  will  be  singing  these  words  this  May  as  you 
gather  around  your  May  Altars  in  school.  When  you  are  singing  them, 
I wonder  if  you  could  give  a thought  to  the  millions  of  boys  and  girls  in 
China,  Africa,  Japan,  the  South  Sea  Islands  and  other  parts  of  the  pagan 
world?  How  wonderful  it  would  be  if  all  of  them  were  singing  the  praises 
of  Mary ! Maybe  some  day  they  will ; but,  meanwhile,  there  is  lots  of  work 
to  be  done  if  they  are  even  to  hear  the  name  of  Mary. 

What  kind  of  work  is  there  to  be  done?  Missionary  work,  of  course! 
More  young  men  must  study  for  the  missionary  priesthood;  more  Catholic 
men  and  women  must  be  willing  to  make  sacrifices  to  support  the  mis- 
sionary priests;  more  boys  and  girls  must  pray  and  make  their  little 
offerings  that  God’s  grace  may  fall  upon  the  children  of  the  pagan  lands. 
Yes,  my  young  friends,  there  is  a lot  of  work  to  do  and  you  are  the  ones 
God  has  chosen  to  do  part  of  it.  By  your  membership  in  the  Rose 
Garden  you  are  real  missionaries  who  must  do  real  things  to  help  save 
souls.  And  the  real  things  you  are  called  upon  to  do  are:  (1)  pray; 
(2)  make  little  sacrifices;  (3)  get  more  boys  and  girls  to  join  the  Rose 
Garden. 

Number  3,  that  is  to  get  more  boys  and  girls  to  join  the  Rose  Garden, 
is  very  important,  dear  Buds,  and  the  month  of  May  seems  the  ideal 
time  to  work  real  hard  to  get  more  members.  Remember,  you  are  called 
“Buds”  and  you  belong  in  a Rose  Garden — the  Rose  Garden  of  the  Little 
Flower.  What  greater  gift  could  you  offer  Mary  during  May  than  to 
bring  to  her  not  flowers  from  the  fields  but  new  “Buds”  for  the  Rose 
Garden?  How  pleased  Mary  would  be  if  at  the  end  of  May  she  could 
count  hundreds  of  new  “Buds”  in  the  Rose  Garden.  These  “Buds”  would 
not  be  the  type  that  wither  and  die  in  a few  short  days;  they  would 
be  boys  and  girls  full  of  life  and  filled  with  zeal  to  work  for  her  Divine 
Son  in  the  great  work  of  making  Him  known  and  loved  by  boys  and 
girls  and  men  and  women  everywhere  in  the  world. 

God  bless  you  and  may  our  dear  Mother  Mary  protect  you. 

Father  Jim. 
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Dear  Father  Jim: 

I would  like  to  join  the  Rose 
Garden.  1 am  seven  years  old  and 
am  in  grade  two  at  school.  Please 
send  me  a mite  box  and  membership 
card.  I promise  to  say  prayers  for 
the  missions.  I would  also  like  a pen 
pal. 

Yours  very  truly, 

Clare  MacEachern, 
Afton  Station, 
Antigonish  Co.,  N.S. 

Dear  Clare: 

Welcome  to  the  Rose  Garden.  Help 
yourself  to  a pen  pal  and  you  will 
make  some  very  good  friends  in  our 
Rose  Garden.  We  are  glad  to  have 
you  and  I just  know  you  will  do  good 
work  for  the  missions. 

God  bless  you, 

Father  Jim. 

Dear  Father  Jim : 

I am  sending  to  you  for  a mite 
box  and  would  very  much  like  to 
join  your  Rose  Garden.  We  are  two 
sisters,  seven  and  five  years  of  age. 
We  have  a brother,  four.  I would 
like  to  have  a pen  pal.  I am  in  grade 
three  and  my  sister  is  in  grade  one. 

Mary  and  Patsy  O’Connor, 
Rathburn,  Ont. 
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Dear  Mary  and  Patsy:  ; 

Thank  you  for  your  letter  and  ^ 
welcome  to  the  Rose  Garden.  Your 
little  brother  is  very  welcome,  too. 
Why  not  invite  him  to  join?  Even  ' 
little  Rose  Buds  can  do  good  work 
for  the  missions  because  their  pray-  ’ 
ers  are  most  pleasing  to  Our  dear  ■ 
Lord. 

Sincerely  yours  in  Christ,  . 

Father  Jim.  i 

Dear  Father  Jim: 

I would  like  very  much  to  become 
a member  of  the  Little  Flower  s Rose 
Garden.  / am  eight  years  old  and  in  \ 
grade  two  at  St.  Joseph’s  School, 
Kitchener.  I would  like  a pen  pal 
and  a mite  box.  1 will  put  a penny 
in  it  every  time  I get  one.  i 

Thank  you,  j 

Carol  Fedy,  ■ 

191  Kent  Ave.,  • 

Kitchener,  Ont. 

Dear  Carol: 

It  was  good  to  hear  from  you.  We  A 
have  quite  a few  buds  from  Kitchener.  I 
Help  yourself  to  a pen  pal  and  I a 
know  you  will  meet  some  fine  little  J 
people  in  our  Garden.  1 want  you  to  1 
pray  extra  hard  for  Bishop  Turner  1 
in  China.  He  needs  our  prayers  very  ■ 
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I ( badly.  Please  ask  our  Blessed 

Mother  to  protect  him  during  these 
difficult  days-  We  still  have  two  mis- 
sionaries left  in  China  but  the  rest 
of  them  have  returned  to  carry  on 
their  work  in  the  missions  of  Japan 
and  Santo  Domingo.  Those  still  in 
China  need  your  prayers  so  please 
don’t  forget  them;  they  will  not 
I forget  you. 

Sincerely  yours  in  Christ, 

I Father  Jim. 


Dear  Father  Jim: 

/ am  saving  my  money  in  the  mite 
box  you  sent  me  and  hope  my 
pennies  will  help  a little  for  the  mis- 
sionaries in  China. 

Two  of  my  friends  want  to  join 
the  Rose  Garden  and  help  the  mis- 
sions. Here  are  their  names.  They 
want  pen  pals,  too. 

Margaret  Hoare,  Bridge  St.,  Stel- 


NEW  MEMBERS 


Bernice  McGuirk,  Johnston’s  River,  P.E.I. 
Age  13  yrs.;  Gail  Trotter,  399  Mary  St., 
Pembroke,  Ont,  Age  12  yrs.;  Dennis  Penny, 
536  George  St.,  Sydney,  N.S.  Age  12  yrs.; 

; Anne  Gibbons,  iSt.  Vincent’s,  St.  Mary’s 
. Bay,  Nfld.  Age  12  yrs.;  Helena  Edmunds, 
'*  Bell  Island,  Nfld.  Agd  13  yrs.;  Carol  Ann 
J MacNeill,  Box  53,  Levack,  Ont.  Age  11  yrs.; 
i,'  Patsy  Jean  Miller,  Blackfolds',  Alta.  Age  10 
H yrs.;  Shirley  Barrett,  St.  Joseph’s,  Sal- 
't  monier,  Nfld.;  Sandra  Walker,  60  Clare- 
mont  Ave.,  Kitchener,  Ont.;  Margaret  Kelly, 
< 34  Prospect  St.,  Hamilton,  Ont.  Age  14  yrs.; 

« Jaoquelin  Anderson,  1231  Davenport  Rd., 
> Toronto,  Ont.  Age  12  yrs.;  Catherine  Far- 
S rell,  139  Mackay  St.,  Pembroke,  Ont.  Age 
I 9 yrs.;  Joan  Hackett,  212  Creighton  St., 

' Halifax,  N.S.;  Carol  Baker,  123  Augustus 
I St.,  Cornwall,  Ont.  Age  11  yrs.;  Louise 
Pahlman,  229  College  Ave.,  Regina,  Sask. 
! Age  13  yrs.;  Pat  Sweeney,  9 Chestnut  Ave., 

: Hamilton,  Ont.;  Sheila  Walsh,  Point-Au- 
I Gaul,  Lamaline,  Nfld.  Age  12  yrs.;  Anne 
i Grace,  Vinton,  Que.  Age  11  yrs.;  Judy 
I O’Brien,  187  Glen  Rd.,  Hamilton,  Ont.; 

I Maureen  McGuire,  Vinton,  Que.  Age  11 
■ yrs.;  Iona  SI  van,  Vinton,  Que.  Age  9 yrs.; 

! Beverley  Doyle,  Vinton,  Que.;  Mary  K. 
Boyd,  R.  R.  No.  3,  St.  Andrew’s,  Ant.  Co., 
N.S.;  Carol  Grady,  1073  Queen  St.  E.,  Sault 
Ste.  Marie,  Ont.  Age  10  yrs. 

Margaret  Waddell,  age  12  yrs..  So  Corn- 
hill  St.,  Chatham,  Ont. ; Shannon  Perkin, 
age  13  yrs.,  1820  - 20th  Ave.,  N.W.  Cal- 
gary, Alta. ; Dianne  Goodfellow,  age  10 
yrs.,  1287  Wellington,  Ottaw^a,  Ont. ; Iris 


larton,  N.S.,  age  14  years,  and 
Sylvia  Coady,  Foster  Ave.,  Stellar  ton, 
N.S.,  age  14  years. 

I wish  you  success  in  your  work. 

Teresa  McKinnon, 
Foord  St., 

Stellarton,  N.S. 

Dear  Teresa: 

You  are  without  a doubt  one  of 
the  most  faithful  Rose  Buds  we  have 
in  our  Garden!  Every  once  in  a 
while  you  introduce  new  buds  to  us. 
I know  you  are  doing  good  work 
for  the  missions  and  I want  you  to 
know  that  we  are  grateful  to  you  lor 
your  kindness  to  us.  We  will  re- 
member you  in  our  Masses  and 
prayers.  Keep  up  the  good  work 
and  God  will  bless  you  for  your 
kindness  to  His  Missions.  I hope 
some  of  our  other  buds  will  follow 
your  good  example. 

Father  Jim. 


AND  PEN  PALS 

Manion,  age  12  yrs.,  112  Hayes  Ave., 
Guelph,  Ont. ; Susan  Manion,  age  8 yrs., 
112  Hayes  Ave.,  Guelph,  Ont. ; Felix  Peter 
Menard,  age  13  yrs.,  127  Victoria  Pk.  Ave., 
Toronto,  Ont. ; Bernice  Shynal,  age  13 
yrs.,  43  Concord  Ave.,  St.  Catharines, 


Mary,  Carol  and  Tiny  Settles,  three  Buds  from 
Lac  La  Biche,  Alberta. 
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ACROSS 

8 — Tolerance  towards  the  defects  of  other 

10— A man  of  old 

12 —  Many  went  to  Rome  in  1950  (singular) 

13 —  Firm  and  staple 
15— Stain 

17 —  A square  block  of  wood  (abbr.) 

18 —  Experiments 

19 —  Walter  Scott  called  her  “of  the  Lake’’ 
21 — Ran 

23 —  To  grow  old 

24 —  A negative  vote 

25 —  A doctor’s  assistant  (abbr.  female) 

26 —  ^Anagram  of  4 down 

27 —  They  are  popular  at  Easter 
29 — To  shine 

31 —  ^A  boat 

32 —  Initials  of  a Religious  Order 

34 —  Pears  gone  bad  (anagram) 

35 —  Jaunts 

37 —  Candid 

38 —  Support,  uphold ; encourage 

40 — Metaphorical  phrase  for  insidious 
person  (4  wds.) 
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DOWN  B 

1 —  These  made  by  geese  in  early  spring  .- 

and  autumn  ii 

2 —  Excellent  but  not  much  good  behind 

the  Iron  Curtain  , 

3 —  With  one  exception,  the  server  says  • 
these  at  Mass 

4 —  The  square  of  itself  3 

5 —  Giving  off  a bad  odour 

6 —  Impeded  by  some  protuberance  ^ 

7 —  A curate  (2  wds.)  jj 

11 —  A man’s  name  (abbr.)  J 

12 —  Greedy  persons  (coll.)  j 

14 — Observe 

16 — Extent  of  a corral  ^ 

18 — General  purport  ' 

20 — These  days  come  in  July  and  August 
22 — ^For  (prefix)  ' 

27 — Something  baked  with  27  across  ^ 

(2  wds.) 

29 — A bad  slip  (anagram)  - 

33 — Next  to  re  (mus.)  < 

35 —  A suite 

36 —  This  kind  of  man  is  a wonder  A 

29 — Consumed.  ( 
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HONOR  ROLL  of  the  SCARBORO  MISSIONS 


Be  it  known  that  by  their  prayers  and  monetary  sacrifices 
which  they  have  offered  to  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission 
Society  the  following  Schools  have  made  a notable  contribu- 
tion to  our  work  and  such  aid  must  be  duly  acknowledged. 

Grades  VII  & VIII,  English, 
Holy  Rosary  School, 
Windsor,  Ont. 

Gr.  1 and  2, 

Immaculate  Conception  School, 
Stratford,  Ont. 

High  School  Students, 
University  of  Ottawa, 
Ottawa,  Ont. 

R.C.  School,  Gr.  3,  4,  5 
Wainwright,  Alta. 

Grades  5,  6,  St.  Stanislaus  School, 
Fort  William,  Ont. 

Lasalle  Separate  School, 
Lasalle,  Ont. 

St.  Edward’s  High  School, 
Placentia,  Nfld. 

St.  Joseph’s  High  School, 
Toronto,  Ont. 

Sacred  Heart  School, 
King,  Ont. 

RC  School, 

Pouch  Cove, 

St.  John’s  East,  Nfld. 

St.  Boniface  School, 
Maryhill,  Ont. 

St.  Michael’s  Academy, 
Belleville,  Ont. 

St.  Peter’s  School, 
Trenton,  Ont. 

Cathedral  High  School  Girls, 
Hamilton,  Ont. 

Our  Lady  of  Sorrows  School, 
Innismara,  Bay  of  Islands,  Nfld. 

Grades  1 to  4,  RC  School, 
Fox  Harbour,  P.B.,  Nfld. 

Sacred  Heart  School, 
Windsor,  Ont. 

St.  Patrick’s  School, 
Halifax,  N.S. 

St.  Patrick’s  Academy, 
Digby,  N.S. 

St.  Boniface  School, 
Maryhill,  Ont. 

Sacred  Heart  School, 
Harricott,  Salmonier,  Nfld. 

Bonaventure  College, 
St.  John’s,  Nfld. 

Convey  of  Mercy, 
Marystown,  Nfld. 

Immaculate  Conception  School, 
Stratford,  Ont. 

Corpus  Christi  School, 
Northern  Bay,  C.B.,  Nfld. 

St.  Mary’s  School, 

Simcoe,  Ont. 

Grades  1.  7 & 8, 

St.  Patrick’s  School, 
Toronto,  Ont. 

St.  Ann’s  Academy, 
New  Westminster,  B.C. 

Grades  5 & 6, 

St.  Joseph’s  School, 
Sturgeon  Falls,  Ont. 
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IfyiiiMon  J<laAlwk . . . 


A heavily -ornamented  Sacred  Heart 
Banner,  taken  from  the  Catholic  church 
of  Mololos  in  1899  by  an  unknown 
American  soldier,  is  being  returned 
after  more  than  half  a century  in  the 
United  States.  During  the  battle  53 
years  ago  with  the  famed  General  Gui- 
naldo’s  Insurrectionists  at  Mololos, 
about  40  miles  from  Manila,  a U.S. 
soldier  souvenir  hunter  picked  up  the 
banner  in  the  sacristy  of  the  church’s 
ruins.  He  apparently  took  it  to  Colo- 
rado, for  eight  years  ago  it  was  sent  to 
the  John  S.  Stewart  Post,  Veterans  of 
Foreign  Wars  in  Denver.  Not  long  ago 
the  post  commander  decided  to  return 
it  to  the  Philippines.  Among  those  who 
eagerly  await  the  return  of  the  re- 
ligious relic  is  a 73-year  old  veteran  of 
the  Philippine  Revolutionary  Army, 
Domingo  Justo,  a parishioner  of  the 
church  of  Mololos.  Mr.  Justo  was  a 
tough  20-year  old  guerilla  fighter  with 
Guinaldo’s  army  who  stood  guard  at 
the  door  of  the  Mololos  church,  where 
the  first  Philippine  Congress  was  held 
during  the  revolution.  When  the  Amer- 
ican soldiers  entered  the  town  he  and 
his  outfit  fled  to  the  hills,  after  first 
burning  the  church. 

* 7:- 


“Before  you  can  get  them  to  Sunday 
Mass,  you’ve  got  to  remind  them  it’s 
Sunday.”  That’s  what  Rev.  (Lt.  Col.) 
George  E.  Donnellon  of  Cleveland,  25th 
Division  chaplain,  found  in  Korea, 
where  war  imposes  a seven-day  fight- 
ing, working  week.  “The  chloroquine 
pill  at  dinner  is  the  only  thing  that 
tells  me  it’s  Sunday,”  said  one  officer. 
(Everyone  in  the  armed  forces  in  Korea 
is  required  to  take  an  anti-malaria  pill, 
chloroquine,  a week,  usually  at  the 
noon  meal  on  Sunday.)  As  a timely  re- 
minder, Father  Donnellon  had  a sign 
painted:  “Tomorrow  is  Sunday.  Go  To 
Church,”  which  he  put  in  front  of  his 
jeep.  On  Saturday  he  drove  slowly 
around  the  headquarters  area  and  then 
drove  for  some  miles  down  the  road, 
so  that  men  in  other  units  and  in  pass- 
ing trucks  and  jeeps  could  see  the  sign. 
Father  Donnellon  saw  the  results  next 
day,  in  increased  attendance  at  Sunday 
Masses.  He  adopted  the  practice  regu- 
larly and  has  found  that  “it  pays  to 
advertise.” 


The  Ministry  for  Church  Affairs  in 
Communist  Czechoslovakia  has  ordered 
the  Catholic  Premonstratensian  monas- 
tery of  Strahov,  outside  Prague,  to  be 
converted  into  a “people’s  museum”, 
the  Prague  Radio  announced.  The  an- 
nouncement confirmed  previous  Vatican 
Radio  reports  that  the  famed  Czech  na- 
tional shrine  was  being  confiscated  by 
the  government.  Established  soon  after 
the  foundation  of  the  Premonstratensian 
Order  in  the  12th  century,  the  Strahov 
monastery  is  a baroque-style  building 
located  on  one  of  the  hills  outside 
Prague.  It  is  noted  for  its  fine  collection 
of  medieval  books  and  manuscripts, 
paintings  and  various  other  priceless  art 
objects.  The  Premonstratensians  are 
known  more  formally  as  the  Clerks 
regular  of  Premontre.  They  were 
founded  by  St.  Norbert  and  are  en- 
gaged in  parochial,  educational  and 
mission  work.  Special  devotion  to  the 
Blessed  Sacrament  is  a characteristic 
of  the  order. 

* «■ 

Approximately  45,000  Catholic  Sisters 
are  now  engaged  in  hospital  work 
throughout  Germany,  according  to  a 
survey  of  Caritasverband,  the  German 
national  associations  of  Catholic  chari- 
ties. They  attend  to  patients  occupying 
a total  of  186,253  beds. 

Solution  to  This  Month^s 
Puzzle 
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SCARBORO’S  FILM  LIBRARY 


HEAVEN  AND 
EARTH 

(16mm) 

English 

Length:  100  minutes 


"UPON  THIS 
ROCK" 

(16mm) 

Color  * In  English 
Length:  90  minutes 


"THAT 
I MAY  SEE" 

(16mm) 

Length:  60  minutes 

"THE  GIRL 
FROM  THE 
MARSHES" 

(16mm) 

English  titles 
Italian  Dialogue 
Length:  90  minutes 
Rentals: 

$25.00  per  showing 

"NEVER  TAKE  NO 
FOR  AN  ANSWER" 

(16  and  35mm) 

In  English 
Length:  90  minutes 


The  dynamic  story  of  St,  Jean  Vianney, 
Cure  of  Ars.  George  Rollin,  as  the 
Cure,  gives  a potverful  and  highly 
credible  interpretation  of  this  difficult 
role.  There  are  many  thrilling  and 
dramatic  scenes  as  the  devil  gives  open 
vent  to  his  wrath. 

Proclaimed  by  motion  picture  experts 
as  the  most  excellent  filming  of  the  Life 
of  Christ  the  industry  has  produced. 

A new  approach  to  the  filming  of  the 
Passion  of  Christ.  Produced  by  Fr. 
Peyton  s Family  Theatre  and  filmed  in 
Hollywood.  Proceeds  divided  equally 
between  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission 
Society  and  Fr.  Peyton  s Family 
Theatre. 


The  tense  and  dramatic  story  of 
St.  M^ria  Goretti  tvho  placed  God 
above  all  else,  even  life  itself. 


A charming  story  about  a little  lad  who 
took  his  problem  straight  to  the  Pope 
and  tvas  rewarded  by  his  unfaltering 
faith  in  a private  philosophy  of  Never 
Take  No  For  An  Answer'.  With 
authentic  scenes  of  Assisi  and  the 
Vatican. 


All  showings  in  Canada  arranged  through  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society, 


For  bookings,  address  your  inquiries: 

Rev.  Roland  Roberts,  S.F.M.,  60  Crescent  Rd.,  Toronto  5,  Ont. 
Telephone:  RAndolph  0013 
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Changing  Your  Address? 
Send  Us  This  Address  And 
New  Address  Three  Weeks 
Before  Moving  Date. 


CHECK 
YOUR  ' 
EXPIRY 
DATE 


Scarboro  Missions, 

Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society,  Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ont. 

Enclosed  please  find  $ to  pay  for  my  renewal  to 

Scarboro  Missions  for year(s). 

DO  NOT  DETACH  RENEWAL  FORM— MAIL  FULL  PAGE. 
YOUR  NAME  AND  ADDRESS  IS  ON  THE  TOP. 

Subscription  Rates  to  Scarboro  Missions:  Yearly:  $1.00  — Life  $20.00 


Do  These 


Ring  a Bell? 


My  Subscription  is  due. 

Note:  Expiry  date  appears  imme- 
diately above  your  name  and  ad- 
dress at  the  top  of  tihis  page. 

I am  changing  my  ad- 
dress. Have  I let  Scarboro 
Missions  know  my  new 
address? 

Note:  When  mailing  in  a change 
of  address,  be  sure  to  send  us  the 
address  above^as  well  as  the  new 
address. 

I am  now  receiving  dupli- 
cate copies  of  Scarboro 
Missions. 

Note:  When  notifying  us  of  dupli- 
cate copies  being  received,  please 
send  us  this  page  off  EACH  COPY 
and  mark,  “OK”  on  the  page  that 
carries  the  correct  address. 
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Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ont^  June,  1953 


TAKE  YOUR  PICK  1 

Have  you  heard  of  our  BURSE  fund?  No.  WeU,  you  arc  hearing  1 
about  it  now.  You  see  we  have  a BURSE  fund  and  it  has  been  S 
established  in  order  to  help  us  educate  our  students  for  the  priesthood.  I 

Do  you  know  what  a BURSE  is?  No.  Well,  here  is  the  answer.  A 
burse  is  a unit  of,  in  our  case,  ^5,000.00.  This  sum  is  invested  and  * 
the  interest  is  used  for  educational  purposes.  Because  the  original  | 
^5,000.00  is  never  spent,  a BURSE  is  a perpetual  means  of  supporting  * 
a student. 

Who  may  contribute  to  a BURSE?  You  may.  Yes,  you  may  con- 
tribute the  full  amount  for  a BURSE  to  be  established  in  memory  of 
some  loved  one,  or  in  h«nor  of  a particular  Saint,  or  to  show  your 
devotion  to  some  title  of  Our  Lord  or  Our  Lady.  Or  you  may  con- 
tribute smaller  amounts  to  help  complete  BURSES  already  started. 

A few  of  such  BURSES  are  listed  below.  Take  your  pick. 

INCOMPLETE  BURSES 


Amount  needed  to 

Amount  needed  to 

Burse 

complete  Burse 

Burse 

complete  Burse 

St.  Ann  

JI4,726 

St.  Joseph  #2  

#2,615 

St.  Anthony  #2  

3,740 

Jesuit  Martyrs 

4,390 

St.  Christopher  

4,832 

St.  John  Evangelist... 

3,000 

St.  Catharine  

2,300 

St.  Jude  

2,615 

Blessed  Sacrament  #2 

4,454 

St.  Madeleine-Sophie 

Comforter  of  the  Afflicted 

4,162 

Barat  

1,665 

Holy  Name  

3,928 

St.  Patrick  

2,228 

Holy  Souls  #2  

3,578 

St.  Philomena  

4,950 

Immaculate  Conception 

#2 

4,146 

Precious  Blood  

1,510 

Immaculate  Heart  of  Mary 

982 

Sacred  Heart  #2  .... 

2,696 

Address  all  contributions  and  enquiries  to: 

Very  Rev.  T.  McQuaid,  S.F.M.,  Superior  General, 

Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society, 

Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ont.  (Canada) 

NOTE:  All  contributions  aro  ocknowlodgod  by  an  official  rocoipt  that  may  bo  usod  in  computing  Incomo 
Tax  Deductions  for  contributions  made  to  religious  and  educational  purposes. 
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EDITORIAL 


“(Soil  ^abe  tiie  ©ueen” 


“I  desire  therefore,  first  of  all,  that  supplications,  prayers,  intercessions, 
and  thanksgivings  be  made  for  all  men:  for  kings,  and  for  all  that  are 
in  high  stations:  that  we  may  lead  a quiet  and  a peaceable  life  . . . . ” 

1 Tim.,  11,  1 and  2. 

The  Fourth  Commandment  of  God  orders  our  obedience  to  all 
lawfully  constituted  authority.  It  commands  that  we  show  respect 
to  such  authority,  and  implies  that  those  in  authority  receive  the 
assistance  of  the  prayers  of  their  subjects. 

St.  Paul  in  chapter  two  of  his  First  Epistle  to  Timothy,  quoted 
above,  makes  prayer  for  “kings,  and  all  that  are  in  high  stations” 
mandatory  upon  their  subjects.  This,  he  explains,  is  essential  if 
subjects  are  to  “lead  a quiet  and  peaceable  life.”  And  the  Church,  who 
speaks  always  in  the  name  of  her  Divine  Founder,  emphasizes  the 
need  of  prayers  for  those  in  civil  authority  and  has  set  us  an  example 
of  its  importance  by  including  in  her  liturgy  prayers  for  kings  and 
rulers.  One  such  example  may  be  found  in  the  prayers  solemnly 
chanted  in  the  Mass  of  the  Pre-Sanctified  on  Good  Friday. 

For  us  Canadians,  the  prayer  for  our  Queen  most  popularly  known 
is  the  hymn:  “God  Save  The  Queen.”  To  sing  it  with  faith  and 
devotion  is  to  pray  God  to  preserve  our  Queen  in  all  that  pertains  to 
her  personal  and  public  life.  When  so  sung,  it  adequately  fulfills 
the  instruction  of  St.  Paul  that  we  pray  for  “all  that  are  in  high  places 
that  we  may  lead  a quiet  and  peaceable  life.” 

It  is  customary  to  stand  at  attention  when  “God  Save  The  Queen” 
is  sung,  and  not  to  do  so,  unless  physically  handicapped,  shows 
a lack  of  reverence  for  the  person  of  the  Queen  and  a lack  of  faith  in 
the  words  of  Holy  Scripture  commanding  such  reverence.  Let  us 
never  forget  that  she  is  our  Queen  by  force  of  the  constitution  of  our 
land.  She  is  the  symbol  of  our  sovereignity,  the  symbol  of  the  unity 
of  the  multiple  racial  elements  within  our  boundaries,  and  the 
symbol  of  the  oneness  of  purpose  of  our  varied,  non-radical,  political 
parties.  To  be  true  and  loyal  subjects  of  Canada  we  must  have  love 
and  respect  for  our  Queen  and  reverence  for  the  hymn  that  invokes 
God’s  blessing  upon  her  Royal  person. 


^abe  (J^ur  Gracious!  <2^ueen” 
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J4er  ^aJeAty,  Slfieen  Elizabeth  II 


MISSIONS 


Page  Five 


IT  certainly  wasn’t  the  usual  time 
for  the  siren  to  sound.  As  we 
raced  outside  for  a look,  we 
found  that  it  wasn’t  going  to  be  the 
usual  kind  of  evening  either,  for  the 
flare  of  a false  dawn  against  the 
night  skyline  proclaimed  that  fire 
had  come  to  Aino.  At  the  opposite 
end  of  town  a farm  house  was  burn- 
ing, the  flames  eagerly  licking  at  the 
thatched  roof  and  a canopy  of  sparks 
shooting  up  into  the  night. 

It  had  all  started  about  ten 
minutes  before.  We  had  been  at 
supper.  Outside,  the  curtain  had 
rung  down  on  a sunny  winter’s  after- 
noon, and  in  the  town  and  surround- 
ing district  the  lights  were  winking 
out  gaily  into  the  dark  night.  Yes,  it 
had  all  the  makings  of  a pleasant  win- 
ter’s evening.  But  all  at  once  the  quiet 
was  shattered  into  a thousand  pieces 
as  the  siren  in  the  town  hall  cleared 
its  throat  and  sent  up  a resounding 
wail. 

We  made  a frantic  snatch  at  our 
windbreakers,  zipping  them  tight  in 
one  upward  sweep;  we  shuffled,  at 
the  same  time,  from  house  slippers  to 
shoes.  A brief  pause  to  tie  the  laces 
into  some  semblance  of  a knot  and 
then  we  were  running,  running  with 
the  breeze  at  our  hacks  to  push  us 
along,  while  every  few  seconds  our 
ears  were  filled  with  the  wail  of  the 
town  siren.  Everyone  seemed  to  be 
running,  all  hurrying  along  in  the 
same  direction. 

Pags  Six 


Fire  is  a disaster  anywhere,  but  H 
perhaps  especially  so  in  Japan.  The  H 
thatched  roofs  of  the  countryside,  the  ^ 
wooden,  tinder-dry  houses  clumped  [' 
together  in  the  towns  and  villages,  H 
the  open  fire  pots  (hibachi)  used  in  i 
the  homes,  plus  the  fact  that  one  fire 
can  oasily  spell  ruin  for  a poor  I; 
family,  makes  it  easy  to  see  why  the  r 
people  have  such  a dread  of  fire. 
Well,  dread  it  or  not,  there  was  a fire  , ; 
in  Aino  now;  after  one  brief  glance  ' 
Father  Cummins  decided  we  had 
better  help.  And  so  we  found  our- 
selves pounding  down  through  the 
street  in  the  wake  of  the  fire-pump — . 

two  more  volunteers  on  their  way  to  jj 
the  scene. 

Suddenly  we  found  ourselves  at 
the  scene  of  the  fire.  At  first  it  g 
looked  and  sounded  like  pande-  a 
monium.  The  flames  were  eating  the 
heart  out  of  the  house  and  the  roof.  « 
In  the  resulting  glow  of  light,  the  ^ 
figures  running  to  and  fro  looked  p- 
like  small  blacksmiths  dancing  before  j 
some  oversized  forge.  The  heat  was  pj 
enough  to  change  winter  to  summer  .‘V 
in  one  brief  instant.  Sparks  were  % 
raining  down  in  ever  growing  num-  i*. 
bers — a fact  which  created  a reaK^j 
threat  to  the  houses  and  small  rice^yJ 
sheds  grouped  nearby.  To  combatjB 
this,  about  half  a dozen  men  were*^| 
perched  on  the  roof  of  each  build-^H 
ing,  and  whenever  a spark  lit  onaH 
their  particular  roof,  one  or  anotherj-  | 

SCARBORO^ 


For  about  forty  minutes^  the  outcome  was  in  doubt. 
Would  the  fire  come  under  control  or  would  it 
sweep  on  to  wipe  out  the  whole  group  of  homes? 


would  plunge  down,  vulture-like,  a 
water  soaked  rice  stalk  in  hand,  to 
make  sure  it  did  no  further  damage. 

Father  Cummins  .became  pump 
man  for  one  of  the  hose  teams,  while 
1 alternated  between  a poorly 
equipped  bucket  section,  and  the  task 
of  holding  up  a section  of  the  hose 
to  give  it  more  play. 

For  about  forty  minutes,  the  out- 
come was  in  doubt.  Would  it  come 
under  control  or  sweep  on  to  wipe 
out  the  whole  group  of  homes? 
During  this  time,  the  inferno  roared 
i and  crackled,  the  flames  danced  and 
the  sparks  flew,  defying  the  best 
i efforts  of  bucket  and  hose  men. 

1 During  this  time,  from  the  homes 

1 nearest  to  the  fire  there  came  a 

I steady  procession  of  household 

I belongings,  borne  out  on  the 

I shoulders  of  the  young  and  old,  who 

i moved  steadily  in  and  out  with  their 

various  burdens,  heads  hent  to  avoid 
the  falling  sparks,  but  with  eyes 
cautiously  raised  to  judge  the  ad- 
vance or  decrease  of  the  flames — 
pathetic  figures  hoping  to  save  what 
they  could,  should  worst  come  to 
worst. 

In  the  middle  of  it  all,  there  was 
one  comic  note.  One  poor  old  soul 
came  trundling  out  looking  for  some- 
one to  help  her  take  down  and  carry 
out  some  pagan  statues.  Half  blind- 
ed, the  first  person  she  approached 
turned  out  to  be  a Catholic  priest — 
yours  truly.  The  mistake  was  cor- 
rected when  she  realized  that  maybe 
she  had  chosen  the  wrong  man  for 
the  job,  and  a neighbour  rushed  in 
to  oblige. 

The  minutes  passed.  The  cinders 
and  sparks  turned  our  faces  black, 
and  down  the  blackened  faces  little 
beads  of  sweat  soon  began  to  roll, 


each  tracing  its  own  little  furrow  in 
the  grime.  Shoes,  trousers  and 
jackets  soon  showed  where  one  had 
come  too  close  to  a leaky  part  of  the 
hose,  or  too  near  a zealous  but  over- 
anxious member  of  the  bucket  crew. 
Over  the  roar  of  the  fire  there  came 
the  shouts  and  cries  of  the  different 
groups  as  they  pumped  and  directed 
the  hoses,  stamped  the  sparks,  and 
filled  and  emptied  buckets.  Finally 
the  cries  grew  clearer  for  the  flames 
were  dying  down,  their  fury  spent 
or  pushed  under  control  by  the  steam 
from  the  hose.  Gradually  the  glow 
subsided  and  the  chill  air  .began  to 
re-assert  the  winter  season’s  claim  to 
rule.  As  it  did  so,  the  tempo  of  the 
scurrying  figures  slowed,  and  the 
darkness  seeped  back  into  the  nooks 
and  crannies  of  the  farmyard. 

Twenty  minutes  more  and  the 
fight  was  won.  The  figure  of  the 
gutted  home  stood — a ruined  and 
mute  witness  to  the  damage  of  the 
fire.  Hoses  were  dragged  down, 
buckets  deserted,  and  a little  later, 
a group  of  sooty  firemen  stood 
around  a more  friendly  and  much 
smaller  fire  to  keep  warm  their  fast- 
chilling  hands. 

Then  the  group  started  baick,  a 
weary  procession  strung  out  and  be- 
draggled. Coats  open,  hats  askew, 
and  sore  eyes  blinking,  the  men 
moved  back  along  the  path  and  down 
the  street.  Some  took  back  the  fire 
pump  to  the  town  hall,  and  others 
began  to  head  for  home,  trudging 
into  the  alleys  and  along  the  paths 
from  which  the  siren  had  summoned 
them.  Father  Cummins  and  I 
headed  for  the  rectory.  The  usual 
night  quiet  was  again  supreme.  One 
more  fire  had  come  and  gone  in 
Aino-machi,  and  our  supper  was 
waiting. 
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ON  THE  BRIGHTER  SIDE 

Bishop  Turner  Writes 

On  April  4th.  “For  some  days  I notice  many  articles  which  we  “loaned” 
being  put  into  the  Cathedral,  the  doors  of  which  are  just  across  the  street  from 
my  room.” 

On  April  8th.  “It  looks  as  if  the  Cathedral  of  the  Sacred  Heart  will  be 
open  again  soon.  Nothing  has  been  said  to  me,  though.  The  basis  for  my 
guess  are  too  tenuous  to  canonize  in  writing  but  I can  mention  that  I notice 
many  articles  “loaned”  long  ago  now  being  put  into  the  cathedral.  Today  I 
noticed  four  benches  being  put  in — and  they  look  as  if  they  have  been  newly 
repaired.  Will  the  sheep  flock  in  again  and  will  the  pastor  be  intoning  the 
Te  Deum?  This  letter  is  principally  to  beg  the  prayers  of  our  Fathers  and 
friends.” 

On  April  13th.  “Since  I wrote,  the  conjecture  I made  seems,  by  further 
small  things,  to  be  but  confirmed.  In  the  parish  of  Pihu  the  Protestants  have 
already  got  the  green  light  for  services  ...” 

None  Would  Accuse  Them 

When  the  last  two  Canadian  nuns,  last  victims  of  the  Canton  Horror 
Trial,  were  expelled  from  China,  December  26,  they  had  nothing  but  praise 
for  the  orphan  children  who  were  formerly  under  their  care.  Sister  Alphonse 
had  only  been  in  China  a short  time  when  the  Communists  occupied  Canton. 
Her  companions.  Sister  Marie  Germaine,  had  been  fourteen  years  in  Man- 
churia and  had  studied  one  year  of  pediatrics  in  Shanghai  prior  to  her  com- 
ing to  the  Canton  orphanage.  Both  Sisters  belong  to  the  Congregation  of  the 
Immaculate  Conception,  Montreal.  The  Sisters  reported  that  none  of  the 
former  orphans  would  accuse  them  at  the  People’s  trial  except  one  orphan 
who  was  demented.  This  child,  under  pressure  from  the  Communists,  broke 
down  and  shouted  curses  but  no  accusation  against  the  Sisters. 

Native  Priests  Hold  Firm 

The  last  two  foreign  missionary  priests  to  be  expelled  from  China’s 
Capital  City,  Nanking,  brought  encouraging  news  of  the  resistance  of  the  i 
native  Chinese  priests  to  the  Communist  sponsored  “National  Chinese  Church”  | 
and  “Progressive  Church  Movement”  in  that  city.  The  two  Franciscan  priests, 
Father  Gerbert  Dierksmeier,  Germany,  and  Father  Raoul  Falaise,  France,  | 
reported  that  the  “Progressive  Church  Movement”  in  Nanking  had  but  | 

seventeen  apostate  Catholic  members.  Two  young  Chinese  priests  received  j 

enticing  offers  to  join  the  movement  but  they  refused.  One  of  these  priests  is 
now  in  jail  and  the  other  is  in  a forced  labor  camp. 

! 

strong  Catholic  Life  in  Shanghai  I 

News  from  Shanghai  is  still  carrying  reports  of  the  active  Catholic  life  j 
of  the  Chinese  Catholics  of  that  city.  Despite  threats  and  active  persecution, 
thousands  of  Chinese  Catholics  continue  to  crowd  Christ  the  King  Church  to 
overflowing  at  both  morning  and  evening  Masses.  Evening  Masses  were 
introduced  in  order  to  accommodate  this  emergency. 
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SAINTS  WHO  WERE  MISSIONARIES 


DMIIMI  OF  MOLOKAI 

by 

Paul  McHugh,  Seminarian 

Beautiful  Hawaii i Land  of  the  waving 

palms  and  perpetual  sunshine.  And 

Molokai,  the  abode  of  the  living  dead! 

It  is  May  10,  1873.  A lonely  figure  stands  on 
the  beach  in  the  gray  dawn  and  watches  a boat 
melting  into  the  horizon.  The  irrevocable  step  has 
been  taken.  From  now  until  his  death.  Father 
Damian  will  be  as  much  a prisoner  of  Molokai  as 
the  most  loathsome  creature  already  inhabiting  it. 

These  wretched  outcasts  of  humanity  were  so  disgusting  it  would  seem 
that,  “even  the  demons  themselves  would  pity  their  condition  and  hasten  to 
their  relief”.  Sad  to  relate,  most  of  these  unfortunate  men  and  women  were  also 
loathsome  spiritually.  Left  alone  and  rejected  by  society,  they  fell  prey  to  the 
most  abominable  vices. 

Such  were  the  conditions  that  faced  Father  Damian  as  he  began  his  work 
among  the  lepers  of  Molokai.  Undaunted,  however,  he  dressed  their  ulcers, 
helped  them  erect  their  cottages,  obtained  food  and  clothing  from  government 
authorities  and  even  dug  their  graves.  What  is  more  important  he  ad- 
ministered to  their  spiritual  needs.  He  restored  in  them  the  realization  that  they 
were  human  beings  possessing  immortal  souls,  that  although  their  bodies  were 
beyond  repair  their  souls  could  be  made  white  and  dazzling. 

Despite  the  hideousness  of  leprosy  and  its  very  contagious  nature,  never 
in  any  way  did  Father  Damian  show  the  repulsiveness  he  must  have  felt.  In 
order  to  win  their  confidence  he  ate  with  them,  lived  within  their  little  houses 
and  even  went  so  far  as  to  share  his  pipe  with  them. 

One  morning  afer  twelve  years  of  this  heroic  life  he  spilled  some  scalding 
I water  on  his  foot  while  preparing  to  shave  but  he  felt  no  searing  sensation. 
He  had  fallen  prey  to  this  merciless  killer!  Father  Damian  calmly  shaved  as 
usual.  In  fact,  the  only  recorded  word  of  his  regarding  the  calamity  is  that 
on  the  following  Sunday,  the  opening  words  of  his  sermon  were,  “We  lepers 
. . .”  He  was  now  truly  one  of  his  flock. 

Father  Damian  nevertheless  continued  his  work  for  3 years  until  March, 
1888,  when  he  became  too  helpless  to  serve  any  longer,  and  he  peacefully 
passed  away  a few  months  later.  Tremendous  indeed,  must  have  been  the 
reward  that  this  missionary  priest  went  forth  to  receive  from  the  Great  High 
Priest,  Jesus  Christ. 


MISSIONS 


Page  Nine 


Back  in  the 
Saddle  Again 

by  Linus  Wall,  S.F.M. 

SINCE  jeeps  have  mechanized 
most  of  our  parishes  in  recent 
years,  thus  enabling  us  to  serve 
more  campos,  and  contact  many  more 
souls,  the  number  of  mission  trips  by 
horseback  have  been  considerably  re- 
duced. However,  there  are  still  some 
almost  inaccessible  campos  impos- 
sible to  reach  by  jeep.  It  was  to  one 
such  campo  that  I went  a short  time 
ago. 

A friend  of  mine  lent  me  two 
horses  for  the  trip  and  about  eleven 
o’clock  on  a Monday  morning,  my 
boy,  Ramon,  and  myself  were  back 
in  the  saddle  again  headed  for  the 
distant  campo  of  Vicentillo.  Not  far 
from  our  home  town  of  Hato  Mayor, 
we  discovered  that  there  had  been 
rain  just  a few  days  previous.  The 
evidence  was  in  the  mud  holes  along 
the  trail.  The  trail  was  such  that  there 
was  no  room  to  turn  off  to  avoid  the 
mud  holes  so  we  had  to  ride  through 
them.  They  were  four  to  five  feet 
deep.  You  can  imagine  the  rest.  How- 
ever, the  sun  was  shining  gloriously 
and  thus  the  mud  dried  very  quickly. 
It  was  like  riding  with  one’s  legs  in 
casts. 

About  an  hour  out  from  town  we 
were  met  by  a couple  of  persons,  who, 
after  greeting  us,  asked  me  to  accom- 
pany them  to  a man  who  was  serious- 
ly ill.  Taking  the  sick  call  kit  from 
the  saddle  bag,  and  leaving  Ramon 
in  charge  of  the  horses,  I followed 
the  men  along  a foot  path  for  a dis- 
tance of  about  two  miles  where  we 
came  to  a small,  thatched-roofed  hut. 
It  was  a one-room  affair  and  it  was 
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necessary  to  stoop  to  get  through  the 
doorway.  The  sick  man  was  lying 
on  a dirty  cot  and  was  in  dire  need 
of  physical  as  well  as  spiritual  atten- 
tion. He  looked  about  forty  years 
old,  lived  alone,  and  that  he  had  been  J 
ill  for  some  time  was  obvious  from  M 
his  emaciated  body.  After  hearing  his  M 
confession,  anointing  him  and  giving 
him  the  last  blessing  I hit  back  for  8 
the  trail.  m 

About  mid-afternoon  we  were  met  ■ 
by  some  men  from  Vicentillo.  They  9 
had  fresh  mounts  for  us  and  after  S 
transferring  our  saddles  and  equip-  ■ 
ment  we  began  the  last  stretch  of  our  * 
journey,  normally  another  three  hour  * 
ride.  As  we  progressed,  the  trail  be-  ■ 
gan  to  narrow  until  it  became  but  a 
mere  foot-path,  winding  precariously  K 
up  and  down  the  face  of  a steep  ■ 
gorge.  At  one  place  there  was  a sheer  H 
drop  of  over  two  hundred  feet.  I I 
thanked  God  that  it  had  not  rained  I 
in  this  section.  When  this  trail  is  wet 
it  is  very  slippery  and  more  than  one  A 
traveller  has  been  dashed  to  death  on  9 
the  rocks  in  the  river  below.  I 

The  trail  through  the  gorge  S 
emerges  into  a plateau  stretching  for  H 
many  miles.  Part  of  it  is  cultivated,  9 
the  chief  products  being  coffee  and  9 
cocoa  beans.  Along  the  trail  there  are  9^ 
little  chapels  and  at  one  of  these.  Be- 9 
jucal  by  name,  a large  number  of^B 
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people  had  gathered  to  meet  us.  They 
wanted  to  know  when  I would  be 
stopping  there  for  confessions  and 
baptisms.  We  talked  for  a little  while 
and  after  promising  to  be  back  in  a 
couple  of  days  we  continued  our  jour- 
ney. I was  anxious  to  arrive  at  the 
end  of  the  trail  before  nightfall  and 
we  would  have,  too,  but  for  the  fact 
that  about  half  an  hour  from  the 
journey’s  end  another  sick  call  de- 
manded my  attention.  This  time  it 
was  an  old  fellow  who  claimed  to  be 
one  hundred  years  old.  He  said  that 
he  heard  that  I was  coming  and  de- 
cided that  this  was  as  good  a time  as 
any  to  make  his  peace  with  God  since 
an  opportunity  like  this  did  not  come 
every  day. 

It  was  long  past  sundown  when 
we  rode  into  Vicentillo,  tired  and 
hungry.  Were  we  ever  grateful  to  find 
a good  supper  waiting  us  and  you 
may  be  sure  the  cook  was  not  disap- 
pointed ! Shortly  after  supper  we 

turned  in  for  the  night  and  believe 
me,  I for  one  needed  no  sleeping  pills 
that  night.  To  the  fifteen  millions  in 
America  reported  to  be  taking  sleep- 
ing pills  each  night,  I recommend  a 
campo  trip  by  horseback. 

The  campo  alarm  clock  awoke  me 
as  the  first  flush  of  dawn  topped  the 
hills.  That  campo  alarm  is  the  mixed, 
though  far  from  melodious  voices  of 
crowing  roosters,  grunting  pigs, 
mewing  cats,  barking  dogs  and  caw- 
ing crows.  It  is  the  most  effective 
sleep  discourager  I know  of.  I got  up 
and  started  the  Divine  Office  for  the 
day  and  by  seven  o’clock,  when  the 
people  began  to  arrive,  I was  all 
finished. 

There  were  fifty  for  confession  and 
after  hearing  them  I set  up  my  port- 
able altar — the  most  important  piece 
of  equipment  for  any  missionary 
priest.  By  nine  o’clock  there  was  a 
sizeable  congregation  so  I started 
Mass.  There  were  over  fifty  com- 
munions that  morning.  Immediately 


after  Mass  came  the  baptisms  which, 
with  a break  in  between  for  meals, 
kept  me  busy  until  four-thirty  in  the 
afternoon.  There  were  one  hundred 
baptisms.  It  was  now  too  late  to  start 
back  so  another  night  was  spent  in 
Vicentillo. 

The  next  morning  it  was  raining 
and  this,  plus  the  fact  that  most  of 
the  people  figured  I had  left  the  pre- 
vious afternoon,  accounted  for  the 
fact  that  not  many  attended  Mass. 
There  were,  however,  about  twenty- 
five  communions  and  a few  more 
baptisms.  Around  eleven  o’clock  the 
rain  stopped  so  Ramon  saddled  the 
horses  and  we  started  off  on  the  trail 
back.  Along  the  way  we  called  on 
a couple  whom  I had  married  the 
year  before.  They  wanted  their  new 
house  blessed  and  consecrated  to  the 
Sacred  Heart.  Our  next  stop  was  at 
Bejucal  again.  It  was  two  in  the 
afternoon  and  already  there  were 
over  a hundred  people  waiting.  We 
recited  the  Rosary  and  then  I gave 
them  a talk  on  doctrine.  Next  on  the 
programme  were  the  baptisms  and 
when  I was  finished  at  seven  in  the 
evening,  forty  more  little  souls  had 
been  cleansed  of  original  sin.  The 
next  morning  there  was  a good  at- 
tendance for  Mass  and  a large  num- 
ber went  to  confession  and  com- 
munion. There  were  some  more  bap- 
tisms, too.  Early  in  the  afternoon 
we  re-saddled  our  mounts  and  hit  the 
trail  for  the  final  mission  post  on  the 
road  home,  San  Francisco.  We  ar- 
rived there  late  that  evening. 

At  San  Francisco  I inquired  about 
a sick  man  I had  prepared  for  death 
some  days  previous  only  to  learn  that 
he  had  died  the  day  before.  It  was  a 
consolation  to  know  that  I was  the 
one  chosen  by  God  to  help  the  poor 
fellow  gain  Heaven — one  of  the  con- 
solations of  the  priesthood!  After 
Mass  the  next  morning  we  were  back 
in  the  saddle  again  all  set  for  the 
easy,  down  hill  trail  to  Hato  Mayor 
and  home. 
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d'^oijhcd 

by 

Edgar  Ceier,  S.F.M. 

After  one  gets  settled  in  the  head- 
quarters in  Tokyo,  there  is  an  almost 
irrepressible  urge  to  go  for  a sight- 
seeing stroll  in  the  neighborhood.  As 
you  pass  along  the  street,  the  thought 
comes,  a bit  depressingly : ‘T  am  a 
foreigner.  I don’t  look  like  these 
people  and  worse  still  I can’t  speak 
a word  of  their  language”.  However, 
such  sober  thoughts  are  allowed  to 
take  very  little  root  in  realization  and 
so  one  continues  in  the  “this  is 
ecstasy”  frame  of  mind. 

However,  a few  days  after  this, 
someone  feels  bound  to  break  the 
newcomer’s  spell  of  blissful  ignorance. 
As  you  put  out  your  hand  to  receive 
the  “Textbook  of  the  Japanese 
Language”,  you  feel  like  saying; 
“What’s  this  for?  I’ve  already  been 
studying  for  twenty  years”.  But  then 
comes  the  thunderbolt!  “Yes,  you’ve 
studied  for  twenty  years  but  all  in 
English!  These  people  don’t  under- 
stand English,  so  if  you  want  to  teach 
catechism  and  preach,  baptize  and 
hear  confessions  you  must  now  begin 
a study  of  the  Japanese  language.” 
If  at  this  point  suicidal  tendencies 
can  be  checked,  the  young  priest  has 
a good  chance  of  becoming  a full- 
fledged  Missioner  in  Japan. 

After  the  first  class  in  Japanese 
language  study,  the  whole  problem  re- 
solves itself  into  a challenge.  When 
will  I be  able  to  exclaim:  “I  got  that 
— I understood  what  that  Japanese 
person  said?”  This  is  somewhat  of 
a hopeless  dream  for  a long  time  but 
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So  sorry,  but  what  did  you  say? 


like  any  other  dream  it  has  its  mo- 
ments, which,  if  not  bright,  are  at  least 
darkly  amusing. 

A certain  editor  who  did  a great 
deal  to  encourage  discouragement, 
compiled  a book  which  he  called 
“Japanese  In  Thirty  Hours”.  This 
book  has  been  seen  and  believed  by 
many  people  but  I won’t  easily  forget 
one  person  who  brought  the  book  to 
the  attention  of  those  of  us  who  were 
studying  Japanese  in  Tokyo.  He  was 
an  American  GI  whom  I met  after 
about  five  months  in  Japan.  He  had 
been  here  for  about  eleven  months 
and  decided  he  had  better  learn  the 
Japanese  language.  After  asking  me 
how  long  I had  been  here  and  dis- 
covering that  I had  spent  the  whole 
five  months  studying  the  language,  he 
announced  very  seriously,  that  he 
planned  using  his  free  time  during  the 
following  two  or  three  weeks  to  learn 
Japanese!  I could  only  wish  him 
success. 

If  anyone  had  ever  told  me  that 
I’d  be  carrying  a dictionary  with  me 
in  Japan,  I most  likely  would  have 
declared  otherwise,  but  now  after 
more  than  a year  and  a half — I’m 
doing  just  that.  I don’t  carry  it  every-  _ 
where  but  I do  find  it  necessary  if 
there  is  any  important  matter  to  be 
discussed  with  a Japanese.  A few 
incidents  a short  time  ago  convinced  ' 
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me  of  the  necessity  of  this.  Fortu- 
nately, these  cases  were  of  no  im- 
portance but  served  as  good  examples 
of  how  easy  it  is  to  misunderstand  a 
person. 

On  one  occasion,  while  talking  to 
a Japanese  priest  who  has  a parish 
in  the  mountains  not  far  from  here, 
we  commented  on  the  heavy  coats  we 
were  wearing  (it  was  mid- winter,  and 
the  house  was  cool  so  we  were  wear- 
ing our  winter  overcoats).  He  re- 
marked that  the  coat  I was  wearing 
would  be  excellent  for  deer  hunting. 
But  what  I thought  he  said  was: 

‘ That’s  a good  coat  to  wear  in  the 
house.”  In  this  instance,  I couldn’t 
give  myself  full  marks  for  under- 
standing Japanese. 

Another  time,  while  speaking  to  the 
catechist  who  had  just  had  a bald- 
shave  haircut,  I asked  him  if  his  head 
felt  cold.  I understood  him  to  say: 
“On  the  way  home,  it  isn’t  cold”.  This 
didn’t  make  too  much  sense  so  I ques- 
tioned him  and  learned  that  what 
he  actually  did  say  was:  “On  the 
contrary,  it  isn’t  cold  at  all”.  I still 
was  somewhat  below  a hundred  per 
cent. 

Of  all  the  humiliating  experiences 
that  come  to  a foreigner  studying  the 
Japanese  language,  there  is  one  which 
deserves  first  place  as  the  “one  most 
likely  to  succeed”  in  taking  the  wind 
out  of  one’s  sails.  At  the  Language 
School  in  Tokyo,  our  teacher  had  us 
talk  on  some  topic  of  current  interest 
for  about  half  an  hour  at  the  start  of 
each  class.  It  was  during  this  period 
each  day  that  my  pride  suffered  most 
because  on  more  than  one  occasion, 
after  labouring  to  try  to  express  my- 
self, the  teacher  would  look  puzzled 
and  say  in  perfect  English:  “What 
are  you  trying  to  say?” 

After  one  progresses  a bit  further, 
the  remarks  of  the  tutor  change  some- 
what. I am  now  at  the  stage  where 
“what  are  you  trying  to  say?”  is 
slowly  giving  way  to  another — “I 


understand  your  meaning,  / think, 
but  the  order  of  the  words  is  a bit 
strange.”  , ^ | I 

But  lest  I get  to  thinking  that  I am 
progressing,  God  has  arranged  events 
so  that  periodically  I am  forced  to 
speak  to  one  little  girl  just  down  the 
street  from  the  church.  The  other 
day,  when  I met  her,  she  beamed  all 
over  as  she  rattled  off  a few  sen- 
tences. I beamed  right  back  at  her 
until  she  finished  with  a question. 
As  “I  hadn’t  • got  that”  I couldn’t 
answer  her.  But  to  add  to  my  embar- 
rassment, she  spoke  the  next  sentence 
with  the  same  inflection  and  with  the 
same  speed  and  I got  that — she  said: 
“You  don’t  know  Japanese  very  well, 
do  you?” 

Here  in  Shimabara,  there  is  the 
problem  of  dialects.  It  is  said  that 
there  are  four  dialects  in  this  town 
alone.  If  the  people  speak  their 
dialects,  I for  one  understand  prac- 
tically nothing.  However,  this  same 


The  author  takes  time  out  to  have  his  pic- 
ture taken  with  his  Japanese  language 
teacher.  Father  suggested  the  following  cut 
lina:  *‘\  must  have  done  very  well  in  class 
today,  otherwise  I would  not  be  looking  so 
friendly  if  Mr.  Oshima  had  just  asked  me: 
"What  are  you  trying  to  say?" 
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problem  of  dialects  has  some  very 
consoling  features.  First  of  all,  while 
everyone  speaks  dialect  in  their 
homes,  almost  everyone  can  also 
speak  and  understand  the  standard 
Tokyo  Japanese.  Secondly,  it  proves 
a very  healing  salve  for  one’s  linguis- 
tic pride  to  be  able  to  say:  “The 
reason  I didn’t  understand  that  per- 
son was  that  he  spoke  dialect,  and  I 
can  hardly  be  expected  to  understand 
that.”  Add  to  this  the  fact  that  the 
Japanese  themselves  occasionally  can’t 
speak  and  understand  these  dialects 
and  the  whole  matter  is  no  longer  a 
cause  for  discouragement.  I heard  of 
one  situation  in  Shimabara  where  a 
certain  carpenter  who  spoke  only  dia- 
lect (he  must  be  the  exception  I spoke 
about  above)  went  to  a school  to  do  a 
bit  of  carpentry.  A teacher  at  the 
school,  who  wanted  to  have  a cup- 
board built,  tried  to  explain  this  to  the 
carpenter  but  the  latter  couldn’t 
understand  him  and  since  the  teacher 
couldn’t  speak  the  carpenter’s  dialect, 
he  had  to  use  an  interpreter.  A rare 
case  but  it  happens  so  they  say. 


Sermons  are  quite  a problem  as  yet. 
We  have  some  sermons  written  by 
Japanese  priests  but,  because  they  are 
so  difficult  as  to  be  almost  a new 
language,  it  is  impossible  to  memorize 
them  and  almost  impossible  to  read 
them  intelligently.  I was  all  for 
writing  my  own  in  my  own  simple 
Japanese  but,  when  I mentioned  the 
matter  to  two  high  school  students, 
they  didn’t  think  it  was  such  a good 
idea.  They  said  that  sermons  must 
be  written  in  very  good  (which  means 
difficult)  Japanese.  In  fact,  they  said 
that  they  prefer  difficult  sermons  even 
if  they  can’t  understand  them. 

By  now,  I trust  the  reader’s  head 
is  swimming  in  confusion  and,  if  so, 
I feel  I have  succeeded  in  conveying 
to  you  the  state  of  my  own  mind  with 
regard  to  the  Japanese  language. 
When  someone  here  asks  me  how 
the  language  problem  is  going,  I can’t 
bring  myself  to  answer  boldly  “Fine” 
so  I commit  myself  very  little  by 
telling  the  truth — “There’s  hope!” 


YOUR  MITE  BOX  RETURNS 

Remember  that  Mite  Box  you  received  for  your  ‘‘Ic-a- 
meal”  offering  for  Lent?  If  you  have  not  sent  us  the  con- 
tents yet,  would  you  do  so?  Remember,  it  is  the  ‘‘little- 
from-everyone”  that  counts ; but  we  must  receive  the  “little- 
from-everyone”  if  it  is  to  benefit  our  work. 

This  is  important.  Please  send  us  your  address  when  you 
make  a remittance. 
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and  the 

WORLD  LAUGHS 
WITH  YOU 


Wife:  “We  have  now  been  married 
10  years,  Jack,  and  not  once  in  that 
time  have  I missed  baking  you  a cake 
for  your  birthday.  Have  I?” 

Jack:  “No,  pet.  I can  look  on  those 
cakes  as  so  many  milestones  in  my 
life.” 

★ 

Father  (to  a four-year-old  son): 
“Will  you  have  a piece  of  duck, 
Johnny?” 

Johnny:  “Yes,  please.  Duck  is  my 
favorite  chicken,  except  turkey.” 

★ 

Two  adjoining  meat-sellers  were 
bitter  business  rivals.  One  posted  this 
sign:  “Sausages  ten  cents  a pound;  to 
pay  more  is  to  be  robbed.” 

The  ri  val  scratched  his  puzzled  head, 
and  put  up  this  sign:  “Sausages  twelve 
cents  a pound,  to  pay  less  is  to  be 
poisoned.” 

★ 

A psychiatric  board  was  testing  the 
mentality  of  a negro  soldier. 

“Do  you  ever  hear  voices  without 
being  able  to  tell  who  is  speaking  or 
where  the  sound  comes  from?” 

“Yes,  suh,”  answered  the  negro. 

“And  when  does  this  occur?” 

“When  I’se  talking  over  de  tele- 
phone.” 

★ 

“Man,  you  certainly  keep  your  car 
looking  new!  It’s  six  months  old  and 
there  isn’t  a scratch  on  it.  How  do  you 
manage?” 

“Oh,  that’s  simple,  I just  make  it  a 
rule  always  to  park  between  two  other 
new  cars.” 

* 

Mistress  (hearing  crash  from  kit- 
chen): “More  dishes,  Mary?” 

Servant:  “No,  ma’am,  less.” 

★ 

Mistress:  “I  forgot  to  ask  if  you  had 
any  religious  views?” 

New  Maid:  “No,  I haven’t  ma’am,  but 
I’ve  got  some  dandy  snapshots  of 
Niagara  Falls  and  the  Great  Lakes.” 


After  a searching  cross-examination, 
the  little  woman  in  the  witness  box 
remained  quite  calm.  At  last  the 
barrister  exclaimed: 

“You  say  you  had  no  education,  but 
you  answered  all  my  questions  smartly 
enough.” 

“Yes,  sir,”  replied  the  witness,  meek- 
ly: “but  you  don’t  have  to  be  a scholar 
to  answer  silly  questions.” 

Patient:  “Do  you  guarantee  results  in 
your  nerve  treatments?” 

Specialist:  “I  do.  Why,  a man  came 
to  me  for  nerve  treatment  and  when  I 
had  finished  with  him  he  tried  to 
borrow  $500.” 

★ 

The  office  boy  was  late  as  usual. 

“Do  you  know  what  time  we  start?” 
cried  the  manager  angrily. 

“No,  sir,”  said  the  lad,  “you’re  always 
started  when  I come  in.” 

★ 

A lady,  checking  over  her  grocery 
bill,  found  this  item:  “One  tom  cat,  15 
cents.”  Indignant,  she  called  up  her 
grocer  and  demanded  to  know  what  he 
meant  by  such  a charge.  “Oh,  that’s  all 
right,  Mrs.  Blank,”  he  replied.  “That’s 
just  an  abbreviation  for  tomato  catsup.” 
★ 

Rastus— You  ain’t  yo’self  no  mo’. 
Sick  or  sum’n? 

Mose — ^Ah  got  insomnia.  Ah  keeps 
wakin’  up  ev’ry  few  days. 

★ 

Mrs.:  “I  can’t  think,  for  the  life  of 
me,  John,  where  that  boy  of  ours  gets 
his  temper.  They  can’t  say  it  was  from 
me. 

Mr.:  “They  certainly  can’t,  my  dear, 
you’ve  still  got  yours!” 

★ 

“Can  you  type?” 

“Well,  I use  the  Columbus  system.” 

“Whafs  that?” 

“I  discover  a key,  then  land  on  it.” 
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Out  ^JJL  ^VSth, 

Sstn  a 3>ibk  Qui  U^aJtsJi? 

If  you  are  a fisherman  who  has  really  landed  a ‘‘big  one”  (not  the  one  that 
“got  away”),  have  you  ever  noticed  how  helpless  a fish  is  once  it  is  out 
of  the  water?  It  will  waste  its  energy  flipping  and  flopping  about,  but, 
unless  it  makes  a lucky  flop  and  flips  over  the  side  into  the  water,  it  gets 
nowhere. 

A missionary  priest  without  a Mass  Kit  is  about  as  helpless  as  a fish  out 
of  water.  Oh,  he  may  do  a bit  of  talking  and  visiting,  hut  if  he  cannot 
offer  up  the  Holy  Sacrifice  of  the  Mass  for  his  people  he,  too,  is  wasting 
his  energy.  Anyone  can  talk  and  visit,  but  only  a priest  can  offer  Mass. 
The  missionary  priest,  even  to  the  point  of  inconvenience,  may  do 
without  many  items,  hut  the  one  thing  he  must  have  to  fulfill  his  office 
as  a priest  is  his  Mass  Kit. 

W/iat  IS  This  Indispensable  Alass  Kit? 

It  is  a valise-like  container  in  which  are  stored  all  the  essentials  for 
celebrating  Mass.  It  contains  a chalice  and  ciborium,  candlesticks  and  a 
crucifix,  vestments,  albs,  linens,  cruets,  altar  cards,  a book  stand,  a missal 
and  an  altar  stone.  It  is  made  of  durable  material  to  withstand  the 
ravages  of  frequent  trips  by  jeep  and  horseback  over  the  roughest  terrain. 

Would  it  Interest  You  to  Present  a Mass  Kit? 

Right  now  eight  of  our  priests  need  Mass  Kits.  They  cost  $200.00  each.  If 
you  would  like  to  make  a personal  gift  of  one  of  these  indispensable  items 
to  one  of  our  missionaries,  please  fill  in  the  form  to  the  right. 
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Rev.  Francis  Burke,  S.F.M.,  displays  the  Mass  Kit  presented  to  him  >vhen  he  left  for 

Santo  Domingo. 


Very  Rev.  Father  General,  

Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society,  Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ont. 

Dear  Father  General: 

Please  find,  enclosed  the  sum  of  ^200.00,  my  personal  gift  of  a 'Mass 
Kit  to  one  of  your  missionary  priests.  I would  like  to  know  the  name  of 
the  priest  who  receives  this  gift.  Please  send  me  a receipt  for  Income 
Tax  purposes. 

From 

Address  •••• 
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J'Sah  ihs. 

fijoddnq 

Qhaiji 

7 

BAHISH  THAT  FEAR 

NOW 

BY  INVESTIGATING  THE 
SCARBORO  FOREIGN 
MISSION  SOCIETY 

ANNUITY 

PLAN 


Your  investment  pays  an  attrac- 
tive interest  payable  monthly, 
quarterly,  semi  - annually  or 
annually,  according  to  your  in- 
structions. 


To  help  yourself  and  the  Missions 
write  today  for  details  to: 

VERY  REV.  SUPERIOR  GENERAL 
SCARBORO  FOREIGN 
MISSION  SOCIETY 
SCARBORO  BLUFFS,  ONT. 

It  will  be  a decision  you 
will  never  regret! 


PILGRIM  VIRGIN  STATUES: 

For  Home,  Church  and  School 


14"  $ 5.00 

26"  30.00 

50"  150.00  (Glass  Eyes) 


(All  prices  F.O.B.  in  Canada  at  point 
of  delivery) 


SPECIAL  OUTDOOR  STATUES: 
Cement  Marble  Composition 


26"  $ 55.00 

50"  150.00 


Plus  freight  from  Montreal 

Beautiful  Color  Picture  of 
Pilgrim  Virgin  of  Fatima: 

8"  X 10"  25c 

(Suitable  for  framing) 

a 

For  the  Reader: 

"Fatima  or  World  Suicide" 

Rt.  Rev.  Wm.  C.  McGrath, 
S.F.M.,  P.A. 

English  Edition  $1.00 

French  Edition  

Paper  Bound  .50 
Cloth  Bound  $1.00 

(Note:  Order  French  Edition  from 

Apostolote  of  the  Press,  128  Bowen 
Street  North,  Sherbrooke,  Quebec.) 

Address  orders: 

SCARBORO  FOREIGN 
MISSION  SOCIETY 

Searboro  Bluffs,  Ont. 
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The  Year 
of  the  Snake 

by 

RJ.  Pelow,  S.F.M. 

A THOUGHT  FOR  JUNE 


SASEBO 

This  is  the  Year  of  the  Snake.  In  Japan,  each  year  in  a cycle  of  twelve 
bears  the  name  of  some  animal.  The  symbol  of  the  present  year,  the 
sixth  of  the  oriental  *zodiac,  is  the  snake.  Hence,  its  name,  the  Year  of 
the  Snake. 

In  Japanese  mythology  the  snake  has  high  rating  because  of  its  association 
with  the  Japanese  goddess  of  love  and  beauty.  The  goddess  is  often  pictured 
seated  on  a rock  around  which  a serpent  is  coiled. 

What  a contrast  all  this  makes  to  the  traditional  Catholic  picture  of  Our 
Blessed  Mother  crushing  the  head  of  the  serpent  representing  the  prince  of 
evil  and  sin,  Satan. 

In  the  midst  of  their  desolation,  following  their  sin,  Adam  and  Eve  were 
comforted  by  the  remembrance  of  the  glorious  promise  that  a woman  would 
crush  the  head  of  the  serpent  who  had  tempted  them.  “I  will  put  enmities 
between  thee  (the  serpent)  and  the  woman,  and  thy  seed  and  her  seed:  she 
shall  crush  thy  head,  and  thou  shalt  lie  in  wait  for  her  heel.”  (Gen.  3,  15). 
To  counteract  the  sinfulness  of  the  first  Eve  there  would  be  the  sinlessness  of 
the  second  Eve. 

So  Mary  came.  She  was  the  promised  woman  whose  foot  was  strong 
enough  to  crush  the  head  of  Satan.  And  the  secret  of  her  strength  was  found 
in  her  purity  from  sin,  proclaimed  in  her  own  words:  ‘T  am  the  Immaculate 
Conception”.  The  secret  of  our  strength  in  the  fight  again  sin  will  be  co- 
operation with  God’s  grace  in  imitation  of  His  Blessed  Mother. 

We  say  no  prayer  more  frequently  than  the  Hail  Mary.  It  expresses  our 
love  for  Mary  and  our  trust  in  her.  But  we  should  try  to  say  it  with  more 
attention  and  devotion.  It  should  not  be  mere  lip  service.  It  should  come 
truly  from  the  heart.  She  can’t  resist  the  plea  “to  pray  for  us  sinners  now  and 
at  the  hour  of  our  death”.  But  it  should  be  a real  prayer,  not  mere  prattle. 
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Santo  Domingo^s  Generalissimo  Rafael  L. 
Trujillo  and  his  brother.  President  Hector  B 
Trujillo,  attended  Mass  and  the  solemn  singing 
of  the  Te  Deum  in  Azua,  on  the  Feast  of  St. 
Joseph,  March  19.  The  Mass  was  offered  for 
the  deceased  father  of  the  Generalissimo  and 
his  brother,  and  the  Te  Deum,  sung  by  Father 
Jack  McCarthy,  S.F.M.,  was  in  commemoration 
of  the  Battle  of  Azua  when  the  Santo  Domingo 
troops  won  a decisive  victory  over  the  troops 
from  Haiti.  Following  the  Mass  the  Army, 
Navy  and  Air  Force  staged  a brilliant  display. 


Left:  The  Generalissimo  and  President  leave 
the  Azua  Church  following  the  Te  Deum. 


Below:  (left  to  right)  General  Rafael  Trujillo, 
son  of  the  Generalissimo  and  head  of  the  Air 
Force;  General  Anselmo  Paulino,  Military  Aid; 
Generalissimo  Rafael  L.  Trujillo,  and  President 
Hector  B.  Trujillo.  This  picture  was  taken 
while  the  official  party,  located  in  the  Sanctuary 
of  the  Church,  assisted  at  Mass. 
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At  Home  And  In  Fields  Afar 


It  is  graduation  day  for  the  kindergarten  children  of  Shimabara,  Japan,  and  the  graduates 
are  proud  to  display  their  diplomas  while  they  pose  for  this  picture  with  their  Pastor, 
Rev.  Lome  McFarland,  S.F.M.  (Toronto),  and  his  assistant.  Rev.  Michael  Cox,  S.F.M.  (Glace  Bay, 
N.S.).  To  the  right  may  be  noticed  two  native  Japanese  Sisters. 


High  IS  sung  at  the  main  altar  of  the  Azua  Church,  Santo  Domingo,  by  Rev.  Jack 

McCarthy,  S.F.M.  (Calgary).  Father  McCarthy  spent  several  years  at  our  Vancouver  Chinese 
catholic  Mission  before  going  to  Santo  Domingo.  A short  time  ago  the  directors  of  the  newly 
opened  telewsion  station  at  Ciudad  Trujillo,  Capital  of  Santo  Domingo,  invited  him  to  direct 
a weekly,  fifteen  minute  T.V.  Religious  Program.  Reports  indicate  that  the  program  has  met 
with  such  popular  appeal  that  it  has  been  given  an  additional  fifteen  minutes. 
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By  Harold  Murphy,  S.F.M. 

[Father  Forlunatus  Tiheri  is  a Franciscan  Monk  who  arrived  in  Hong 
Kong  with  a story  of  ten  months  in  a Peking  prison.  The  Reds  released  him 
after  he  had  signed  a promise  to  spy  for  the  Communist  party  in  Italy  and  a 
deposition  that  he  had  been  fairly  treated  by  his  gaolers.  The  following,  based 
on  the  facts  he  told,  will  give  us  an  idea  how  fairly  he  was  treated. — ED.) 


I AM  crouching  on  my  haunches  in 
a tiny  dark  cell  in  a Communist 
prison  in  Peking,  China.  I’ve 
been  here  for  months.  Every  bone  in 
my  body  is  aching,  every  nerve,  every 
muscle  is  haunted  with  pain.  I can’t 
change  my  position  for  then  the 
guard  will  kick  me  until  I resume  my 
crouch.  I fainted  yesterday.  When  I 
recovered,  I was  taken  out  and  forced 
to  run  up  and  down  the  stairs  until  I 
fainted  again  from  sheer  exhaustion. 
They  beat  me  as  I ran,  on  my  head, 
on  my  back,  on  my  kidneys.  They 
haven’t  let  me  sleep  for  five  days  and 
four  nights. 

Pain  is  always  with  me.  It  keeps 
coming  and  going  in  waves.  I am 
nauseated  with  pain.  I am  beginning 
to  wonder  if  I have  ever  been  with- 
out pain.  It  is  all  around  me.  It 
pulses  in  my  brain.  I’ve  forgotten 
what  it  was  like  when  I had  no  pain. 
Only  my  arms,  shackled  behind  me, 
have  eased  a little, — they  are  numb. 
I wonder  if  they  are  paralyzed.  I 
used  to  be  able  to  move  them  a little, 
up  and  down  along  my  back.  I can’t 
any  longer. 

I know  they  want  to  hear  me 
scream.  I am  not  going  to  scream. 
I’ll  crawl  and  whine  for  them,  I must, 
sometimes  for  an  hour  or  longer,  to 
get  ‘special  permission’  to  leave  the 
cell  and  relieve  nature.  But  I will  not 
scream,  not  any  more! 

They  have  had  all  the  screaming 
they  are  going  to  get  from  me.  They 
had  one  night  of  sheer  delight,  listen- 
ing to  me  scream, — the  night  they 
threw  a woman  into  my  cell.  I cannot 
remember  much  of  that  night.  As  in 
a delirium,  I saw  that  woman’s  face, 
rolling  perspiration,  a thing  totally 
evil.  I screamed  again  and  again.  In 
my  screams  I shouted,  ‘Christus  vin- 


cit,  Christus  regnat,  Christus  im- 
peratl’  I screamed  and  shouted  all 
night.  At  dawn  the  woman  herself 
begged  the  guards  to  let  her  out  of 
the  cell. 

Still  all  this  is  better  than  the 
horror  of  the  questioning.  At  least 
this  is  physical.  For  twenty-six  days 
they  questioned  me,  three  sessions 
every  twenty-four  hours.  How  long 
was  each  session?  I don’t  know. 
Hours  and  hours.  It  kept  on  and  on 
until  I would  faint  and  they  would 
revive  me  to  keep  right  on  question- 
ing until  I fainted  again.  Seven  men 
questioned  me  at  such  speed  that  I 
could  not  conceive  the  nature  of  one 
question  before  the  next  question 
was  flung  at  me.  Once  when  I re- 
fused to  answer  any  more  questions, 
they  quietly  left  the  room  and  left  me 
standing  there  for  two  days.  Then 
they  returned  and  went  on  question- 
ing as  if  they  had  been  gone  for  only 
a few  minutes. 

They  keep  telling  me  that  I must 
confess  to  my  crimes  against  the 
people.  They  tell  me  that  I will  be 
freed  if  only  I will  confess  to  all  my 
crimes.  Sometimes  they  coax,  some- 
times they  threaten.  I know  that 
Communists  always  settle  the  punish- 
ment first  and  torture  the  prisoner 
after.  Nothing  I will  say  will  change 
the  punishment  that  is  already  de- 
cided. But  they  lie  and  make  me  all 
kinds  of  promises.  All  they  really 
want  from  me  is  a list  of  names  of 
my  friends  and  false  crimes  they  have 
committed.  That  is  what  they  really 
mean  when  they  demand  that  I con- 
fess. I must  write  out  lying  accusa- 
tions against  my  fellow  priests,  my 
Catholic  people,  my  friends.  I WILL 
NEVER  CONFESS! 
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Once  I was  foolish  enough  to  think 
that  if  I really  did  confess  to  the 
truth,  they  might  ease  the  torture.  I 
announced  that  I would  confess  all 
my  crimes  against  the  Communist 
State.  I then  told  them  how  I had 
asked  and  obtained  permission  to  re- 
bury the  body  of  the  Italian  Riva 
after  his  execution,  how  I had  made 
enquiries  on  the  whereabouts  of 
Monsignor  Martina  after  his  disap- 
pearance, how  I had  written  many 
letters  to  Archbishop  Riberi,  the  In- 
ternuncio. And  when  I had  finished 
confessing  everything,  they  laughed 
at  me.  They  told  me  that  what  they 
wanted  was  a confession  of  my  real 
crimes. 

How  much  longer  can  I hold  out? 
They  won’t  even  let  me  think  my  own 
thoughts.  They  keep  asking  me  what 
I am  thinking.  If  I lie,  they  scream 
and  shout  at  me  until  I tell  the  truth. 
When  I tell  them  the  truth,  that  I 
am  thinking  of  my  home  in  Sarano, 
Italy,  of  my  fellow-Franciscans,  of 
my  Superiors,  they  bark  at  me  to  stop 
thinking  such  criminal  thoughts. 
They  order  me  to  think  of  my  crimes 
against  peace  and  to  think  of  nothing 
else. 


Sleep,  blessed  sleep!  How  I would 
love  to  sleep  for  weeks  and  months! 
They  know  that  I cannot  go  to  sleep 
in  this  crouching  position.  If  I do,  I 
fall  over  and  then  more  kicks,  more 
beatings.  But  at  least  this  is  better 
than  the  cat  and  mouse  game  they 
used  to  play.  Then  they  would  de- 
liberately keep  absolutely  silent  and 
let  me  stretch  out  and  doze  only  to 
suddenly  shout  and  scream  just  as  I 
was  going  off  to  sleep. 

The  only  food  I’ve  had  since  my 
arrival  here  months  ago, — or  was  it 
years — is  the  daily  ration,  twice  a 
day,  of  two  slices  of  bread  and  a cup 
of  water.  And  the  satanic  sadists  en- 
joy keeping  the  water  from  me  as  I 
try  to  force  the  dry  bread  down  my 
parched  throat.  If  I hesitate  one 
second  about  eating  the  bread  with- 
out water,  they  take  it  all  away  from 
me  and  scold  me  for  not  eating  the 
people’s  food. 

I do  not  know  what  is  next!  I do 
know  that  I will  not  confess!  Or  will 
I?  Is  it  possible  that  I may  give  in 
at  the  end?  Mindszenty  gave  in!  Will 
I?  Oh!  God  help  me,  no!  Don’t  let 
me  confess ! Please,  God,  don’t  let  me 
confess! ! ! 


iHemoriam 

MAY  YOUR  CHARITY  MOVE  YOU  TO  REMEMBER  IN  YOUR  PRAYERS 
THE  SOULS  OF  OUR  DEPARTED  BENEFACTORS,  ESPECIALLY  FOR: 


Mr.  Alexander  Fraser,  81,  the  third 
brother  of  Monsignor  John  Fraser, 
S.  F.  M.,  Founder  of  the  Scarboro 
Foreign  Mission  Society,  to  die  in 
the  past  five  months.  The  funeral 
Mass  was  sung  by  his  son,  Father 
Gerald  Fraser,  and  the  deacon  of  the 
Mass  was  his  nephew,  Father  Frank 
Fraser. 

Rev.  Michael  T.  P.  O’Brien,  Mont- 
real, P.Q. 


Miss  Kathryn  M.  Kennedy,  R.N., 
Halifax,  N.S. 

Mrs.  Terrence  Mulcahy,  Wey- 
mouth, N.S. 

Mrs.  Peter  Prince,  Renfrew,  Ont. 

Mrs.  Catherine  Saccary,  Dominion, 

N.S. 

D.  D.  MacDonell,  Toronto. 

Mrs.  Milloy,  Montreal,  P.Q. 
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Dear  Buds, 

You  are  near  the  end  of  the  school  term,  hoys  and  girls.  Your 
thoughts  are  filled  with  the  coming  holidays  and  all  the  fun  you  hope  to 
have.  I would  like  to  give  you  a little  warning.  Be  sure  that  it  is  fun — 
not  tragedy! 

Each  summer  many  boys  and  girls  are  killed  or  injured  for  life — 
having  fun.  That’s  what  they  thought  when  they  foolishly  stood  up  in  a 
small  boat  and  were  finally  dragged  from  the  bottom  of  the  lake — dead; 
that’s  what  they  thought  when  they,  acting  smart,  ran  across  the  highway 
in  front  of  fast  moving  traffic  and  ended  up  a mess  of  blood  and  broken 
bones — dead;  that’s  what  they  thought  when  they  climbed  dangerous 
cliffs,  high  trees  or  partly  finished  buildings  and  ended  up  with  a broken 
skull  or  a broken  back. 

Yes,  boys  and  girls,  those  children  forgot  that  when  you  want  to 
have  fun  you  must  also  be  careful.  Accidents  bring  sorrow  and  needless 
expense  to  fathers  and  mothers,  too.  Do  not  spoil  the  summer  for  your 
parents  and  your  brothers  and  sisters  by  carelessness.  Have  a happy 
summer  vacation  yourself  and  see  that  it  will  be  happy  for  all  the  family 
by  being  careful  when  you  have  fun. 

God  bless  you,  dear  buds;  and  remember  that  the  missionaries 
need  your  prayers  in  the  summer  as  well  as  throughout  the  rest  of  the 
year.  In  June,  July  and  August  say  your  daily  prayer  for  the  missions. 

Sincerely  yours  in  Christ, 

Father  Jim. 

A TITLE  FOR  YOUR  WILL 

The  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society,  Scarboro 
BlufFs,  Ontario,  for  the  education  of  young  men 
for  the  Priesthood. 
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Rose  Bud  Letter. 

Dear  Father  Jim: 

I would  like  to  be  a member  of 
St.  Theresa’s  Rose  Bud  Garden.  I 
would  like  to  write  the  nicest  letters 
I can.  1 helped  earn  this  six  dollars. 
Happy  Easter, 

Yours  truly, 

Mary  Florence  McLarney, 
6 Fallingbrook  Cres., 
Toronto,  Ont. 

Age  7: 

Dear  Mary  Florence; 

I welcome  you  to  the  Little  Flower’s 
Rose  Garden,  Mary  Florence.  I know 
you  will  be  happy  to  find  your  mem- 
bership card  enclosed  and  remember 
that  your  membership  card  is  to  re- 
mind you  that  you  must  pray  faith- 
fully for  the  missionary  priests  and 
their  work.  Be  sure  and  do  this  be- 
cause the  missionary  priests  need  the 
prayers  of  our  Catholic  boys  and 
girls  here  in  Canada. 

Remember  you  can  help  the  mis- 
sions by  being  a very  good  little  girl 
at  home.  Every  time  you  help  your 
Mother  you  can  offer  that  help  you 
give  her  to  God  that  He  will  give  His 
grace  to  some  child  in  a Pagan  land. 

God  bless  you, 

Father  Jim. 
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Dear  Father  Jim: 

I would  like  very  much  to  belong 
to  your  club.  I hope  you  will  send 
me  a mite  box  and  I will  work  very 
hard  for  the  missions. 

I would  like  very  much  to  become 
a pen  pal.  I go  to  St.  George’s 
School  and  I am  12  years  old. 

Yours  sincerely, 

Valerie  Stapleton, 
350  Clifton  Rd., 
Ottawa,  Ont. 


I am  glad  to  know  that  you  want 
to  help  die  missions  and  we  have  a 
big  job  for  you  to  do,  too!  Please 
ask  our  Blessed  Mother  to  send  us 
more  priests.  We  now  have  such  a 
great  number  of  people  on  the 
missions  to  instruct  that  each  year 
we  icould  send  dozens  more  to  foreign 
lands  if  we  had  them.  See  what  you 
can  do  for  us  will  you,  Valerie,  and 
please  invite  your  friends  to  join 
the  Rose  Garden  and  help  the 
missions,  too. 

Sincerely  yours  in  Christ, 

Father  Jim. 

Following  the  line  of  least  re- 
sistance is  what  makes  rivers 
and  men  crooked. 


SCARBORO 


Dear  Valerie: 


F 


PEN  PALS 


Gayle  Goodfellow,  Age  9 yrs.,  1287 
Wellington,  Ottawa,  Ont. ; Denise  Walsh, 
Age  9 yrs.,  7520  Pivot  St.,  Downey,  Calif. ; 
Mary  McHugh,  age  9 yrs.,  R.R.  2,  Cold- 
water,  Ont. ; Patricia  Kennedy,  age  14  yrs. 
566  Howe  St.,  Glace  Bay,  N.S. ; Mary 
Mallany,  age  10  yrs.,  113  Salem  Ave., 
Toronto,  Ont. ; Clare  Dutton,  age  11  yrs., 
333  Runnymede  Rd.,  Toronto,  Ont. ; Rose- 
mary Armaly,  age  12  yrs.,  1 Poplar  St., 
Chatham,  Ont. ; Jackie  O’Neill,  age  12 
yrs.,  28  Woodward  St.,  New  Aberdeen, 
Glace  Bay,  C.  B.,  Nova  Scotia;  Joan 
Elizabeth  Walker,  age  10  yrs.,  66  Arkle- 
dun  Ave.,  Hamilton,  Ont.;  Catherine  Mc- 
Isaac,  age  12  yrs.,  109  Ocean  Ave.,  Glace 
Bay,  N.S. ; Alvena  Leier,  age  12  yrs.,  334 
Ave.  J.  S.,  Saskatoon,  Sask. ; Frances 
Snow,  age  17  yrs.,  32  Morris  Ave.,  St. 
John’s,  Nfld. ; Mary  Helm,  age  11  yrs.,  824 
Queen’s  Blvd.,  Kitchener,  Ont.;  Elizabeth 
Calnan,  age  11  yrs.,  254  Main  St.,  St. 
John,  N.B. ; Denise  DifRn,  age  15  yrs., 
71  Church  St.  W.,  Welland,  Ont. ; Norma 
Eagles,  age  15  yrs.,  82B  Highland  St., 
Glace  Bay,  N.S. ; Roland  Robidoux,  age 


7 yrs.,  R.R.  2,  Agincourt,  Ont. ; Margaret 
Kelly,  age  14  yrs.,  34  Prospect  S.,  Hamil- 
ton, Ont. ; Claudette  Noel,  age  12  yrs., 

648B  York  St.,  Cornwall,  Ont. ; Carol 
Baker,  age  11  yrs.,  123  Agustus  St.,  Corn-  j 

wall,  Ont. ; Elaine  McCorriston,  age  12  ! 

yrs.,  319  7th  St.  W.,  Cornwall,  Ont.;  Carol 
Grady,  age  10  yrs.,  1073  Queen  St.  E., 

Sault  Ste.  Marie,  Ont. ; Ronnie  Lavers, 
age  15  yrs.,  27  Kane  Place,  Halifax,  N.S. ; 

Alice  Gosse,  age  10  yrs.,  Torbay,  Nfld.;  j 

Angela  Murphy,  age  12  yrs«  Torbay  N.,  I 

St.  John’s  E.,  Nfld.;  Mary  O’Connor,  age  j! 

7 yrs.,  Rathburn,  Ont.;  Patsy  O’Connor,  j 

Age  5 Rathburn,  Ont. ; Anne  Tomalin,  | 

age  9 yrs.,  1234  Shaw  St.,  Toronto,  Ont. ; !! 

Clare  MacEachern,  age  7 yrs.,  Afton  Sta-  ;! 

tion,  Antigonish  Co.,  N.S. ; Lorraine 
Keyuk,  age  13  yrs.,  276  Bank  St.,  Ottawa, 

Ont. ; Margaret  Hoare,  age  14  yrs.,  Bridge 
St.,  Stellarton,  N.S. ; Sylvia  Coady,  age 
14  yrs.,  Foster  Ave.,  Stellarton,  N.S. ; 

Teresa  McKinnon,  age  13  yrs.,  Foord  St., 
Stellarton,  N.S. ; Carol  Fedy,  age  8 yrs., 

191  Kent  Ave.,  Kitchener,  Ont.:  Valerie 
Stapelton,  age  12  yrs.,  350  Clirton  Rd., 
Ottawa,  Ont. 


‘CHARITY  EDinETH...” 

—I  Cor.  XVI,  14. 

Father  Pelow,  S.F.M.  (Kingston,  Ont.)  writes  to  say  that  he  has  been 
having  a great  many  visitors  to  his  parish  house  in  Sasebo,  Japan,  in  the 
person  of  U.S.  army  and  navy  chaplains  either  going  to  or  coming  back  from 
Korea.  One  of  the  navy  chaplains,  who  dropped  in  recently  for  a couple  of 
days  in  port,  heard  that  one  of  the  altar  boys  was  going  to  the  Seminary.  He 
then  volunteered  to  take  care  of  the  boy’s  expenses  which  meant  a terrific 
amount  for  the  boy  since  his  mother  is  a widow  and  they’re  pretty  poor. 


Murray  Wilcox  and  Mary  Florence  and  John 
Berchmans  McLarney  of  Toronto,  who  collected 
$6.00  for  the  Missions  during  Lent. 


Audrey,  Charlotte  and  Denis  btattord,  three 
more  of  our  little  buds  from  Wainwright,  Alta. 
They  are  praying  for  our  missionaries. 
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Fr.  Strang’s  Crossward  Puzzle 


ACROSS 

1.  A saint  and  the  son  of  a saint 

8.  “The  evidence  of  things  that  appear 
not  the  substance  of  things  to  be 
hoped  for.” 

9.  Christ  was  born  in  this 

10.  A quality  of  the  soul 
12.  A brook  or  river 

14.  Gain 

18.  She  is  spending  her  heaven  doing  good 
upon  earth 

20.  Pertinent 

21.  A holy  Queen  of  Spain 

22.  Short  informal  letters 

23.  This  kind  of  a line  is  often  busy. 
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DOWN  > 

2.  To  make  vocal 

3.  Incredulity 

4.  Faith  in  God 

5.  An  attempt 

6.  Steps  softly  and  stealthily 

7.  A virgin  martyr  canonized  in  the  last 
century. 

11.  Spiritual  sponsor 
13.  Upbraid ; abuse 

15.  One  consecrated  to  a religious  life 

16.  To  endow,  as  with  authority 

17.  Apparel 

18.  Severe 


SCARBORO 


HONOR  ROLL  of  the  SCARBORO  MISSIONS 


Be  it  known  that  by  their  prayers  and  monetary  sacrifices 
which  they  have  offered  to  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission 
Society  the  following  Schools  have  made  a notable  contribu- 
tion to  our  work  and  such  aid  must  be  duly  acknowledged. 

Grade  XI,  Loretto  Academy, 
Hamilton,  Ont. 

Grades  5 & 6.  St.  Mary’s  School, 
Toronto,  Ont. 

Sacred  Heart  School, 
Bathurst,  N.B. 

St.  Mary’s  School, 
Fort  William,  Ont. 

Room  7,  12, 

St.  Brigid’s  School, 

Sacred  Haert  School, 
Alexandria,  Ont. 

Grades  IV-VI,  RC  School, 
Point  La  Haye,  Nfld. 

Grade  X Boys,  XI, 

St.  Columba  High  School, 
Pembroke,  Ont. 

St.  Thomas  School, 
Sudhury,  Ont. 

Room  3,  Holy  Cross  School, 
Oshawa,  Ont. 

Grade  VIII,  St.  Peter’s  Sch., 
Toronto,  Ont. 

Guardian  Angels  School, 
Orillia,  Ont. 

Immaculate  Conception  School, 
Stratford,  Ont. 

St,  Patrick’s  School, 

Kingston,  Ont. 

Sacred  Heart  Convent, 

(St.  Madeleine  Sophie  Burse), 
Halifax,  N.S. 

Grades  1 & 2,  St. 
Joseph’s-on-the-Lake, 
West  Hill,  Ont. 

Presentation  Convent, 
Harbour  Main,  Nfld. 

St.  Joseph’s  College, 
North  Bay,  Ont. 

St.  John  Bosco  School, 

St.  John’s,  Nfld. 

Immaculate  Conception  School, 
Peterboro,  Ont. 

Grade  9 and  10, 

St.  John’s  School, 

Perth,  Ont. 

Grade  I and  X, 

St.  Michael’s  Academy, 
Belleville,  Ont. 

Grades  IV-VI, 

St.  Angela’s  Academy, 
London,  Ont. 

Riverhead  School, 

Riverhead,  St.  Mary’s,  Nfld. 

St.  John’s  High  School, 
Woodslee,  Ont. 

St.  John’s  School, 

Perth,  Ont. 

St.  Brigid’s  School, 
Hamilton,  Ont. 

St.  Patrick’s  School, 
Halifax,  N.S. 

Oxford  School, 
Halifax,  N.S. 

Bonaventure  College, 
St.  John’s,  Nfld. 

Sacred  Heart  School, 
Bathurst,  N.B. 

Grade  4,  St.  Leo  School, 
Mimico,  Ont. 

Room  2,  St.  Louis  School, 
Toronto,  Ont. 

Grades  1,  7 & 8, 

St.  Patrick’s  School, 
Toronto,  Ont. 

Grades  5 & 6, 

St.  Joseph’s  School, 
Sturgeon  Falls,  Ont. 

MISSIONS 
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TyiiiAwn  J-laiJhsiA . . . 


There  were  718,330  persons  who 
visited  the  Shrine  of  Our  Lady  of  the 
Holy  Rosary  at  Cap  de  la  Madeleine 
during  the  year  1951 — ^the  largest  num- 
ber in  any  year  since  the  shrine  first 
opened  in  1883,  it  has  been  announced 
by  Rev.  Jacques  Rinfret,  direc- 

tor of  pilgrimages.  Father  Rinfret  said 
there  was  an  increase  of  nearly  2,000 
pilgrims  over  the  number  who  visited 
the  shrine  in  1950.  Since  the  year  1883, 
9,300,230  pilgrims  have  visited  the 
shrine  which  is  directed  by  the  Oblates 
of  Mary  Immaculate. 

* * « 

After  seven  months  of  extraordinary 
labour  for  destitute  refugees  in  Korea, 
a young  Maryknoll  Sister  died  in  Pusan, 
victim  of  a rather  rare  blood  disease. 
She  was  buried  on  a hillside  overlook- 
ing the  clinic  where  she  had  given  her- 
self so  generously  to  the  suffering 
people  of  a war-torn  nation.  Sister  Al- 
berta Marie  (Hanley),  26,  of  Detroit, 
Mich.,  was  a member  of  a nine-Sister 
medical  team  staffing  a hospital.  Im- 
mediately upon  her  arrival  in  Pusan, 
having  already  a knowledge  of  the 
Korean  language,  she  began  her  work  of 
teaching  catechism  and  serving  as  an 
assistant  pharmacist  in  preparing 
thousands  of  prescriptions  needed  daily. 
Frequently,  too,  she  accompanied  a sis- 
ter-doctor in  visiting  the  wretched 
shacks  in  which  the  refugees  huddled 
for  warmth  on  Pusan’s  mountainsides. 

* « * 

Chinese  Communists  brutally  beat  a 
Chinese  nun  to  prove  to  fellow  prison- 
ers that  she  was  a “criminal”  because 
she  believed  in  God.  But  her  heroic 
patience  during  the  merciless  beating 
actually  brought  her  fellow  prisoners 
to  believe  in  a “Spirit  in  Heaven  Who 
Helps  Her.”  The  guards  made  the 
“criminal”  lie  on  the  floor  and  began 
beating  her  with  a half-inch-thick  bam- 
boo pole.  Sixty  blows  fell  on  her  back 
and  legs.  But  no  cry  or  groan  escaped 
from  her  lips.  The  astonished  prisoners 
marveled  at  her  silence  and  whispered 
to  each  other:  “There  must  certainly  be 
a Spirit  in  Heaven  Who  helps  her,  just 
as  she  said.  Otherwise,  how  could  she 
suffer  in  silence?” 


Members  of  the  “Wolfhounds”  regi- 
ment, 27th  Infantry  Division  in  Korea, 
have  contributed  almost  $100,000  to  a 
Catholic  orphanage  at  Osaka,  Japan, 
which  they  “adopted”  in  December, 
1949,  it  was  announced  in  Tokyo  re- 
cently. The  announcement  coincided 
with  the  turning  over  of  the  Wolf- 
hound’s 25th  regular  monthly  donation 
of  $3,720  to  the  Holy  Family  Orphanage 
in  Japan’s  second  largest  city.  In  a 
message  of  thanks  to  the  regiment. 
Sister  Jeanne  Gattin,  who  is  in  charge 
of  the  orphanage,  said  that  its  gen- 
erosity was  “outstanding”  and  a tribute 
to  the  American  soldier  “which  will 
never  be  forgotten  by  the  children.” 
At  the  time  the  27th  adopted  the  or- 
phanage, undernourished  children  were 
crowded  in  a dilapidated  and  unheated 
ex-Japanese  army  barracks.  Through 
voluntary  donations,  the  soldiers  have 
subsidized,  besides  food  and  clothing,  a 
new  home,  a playground  and  a summer 
camp.  They  also  have  helped  to  pro- 
vide for  proper  medical  treatment  by 
donating  an  x-ray  machine.  The  com- 
panies in  the  regiment  compete  every 
month  to  see  which  ^will  provide  the 
largest  single  contribution.  After  the 
money  is  collected,  a man  is  selected  to 
convey  it  personally  from  Korea  to  the 
orphanage  in  Japan.  Plans  are  now  on 
foot  to  build  an  additional  building  to 
accommodate  more  children. 


Solution  to  This  Month's 
Puzzle 
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SCARBORO’S  FILM  LIBRARY 


HEAVEN  AND 
EARTH 

(16mm) 

English 

Length:  100  minutes 


"UPON  THIS 
ROCK" 

(16mm) 

Color  * In  English 
length:  90  minutes 


"THAT 
I MAY  SEE" 

(16mm) 

Length:  60  minutes 


The  dynamic  story  of  St.  Jean  Vianney, 
Cure  of  Ars.  George  Rollin,  as  the 
Cure,  gives  a powerful  and  highly 
credible  interpretation  of  this  difficult 
role.  There  are  many  thrilling  and 
dramatic  scenes  as  the  devil  gives  open 
vent  to  his  wrath. 

Proclaimed  by  motion  picture  experts 
as  the  most  excellent  filming  of  the  Life 
of  Christ  the  industry  has  produced. 

A new  approach  to  the  filming  of  the 
Passion  of  Christ.  Produced  by  Fr. 
Peyton^ s Family  Theatre  and  filmed  in 
Hollywood.  Proceeds  divided  equally 
between  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission 
Society  and  Fr.  Peyton's  Family 
Theatre. 


"THE  GIRL 
FROM  THE 
MARSHES" 

(16mm) 

English  titles 
Italian  Dialogue 
Length:  90  minutes 


The  tense  and  dramatic  story  of 
St.  Maria  Goretti  who  placed  God 
above  all  else,  even  life  itself. 


"NEVER  TAKE  NO 
FOR  AN  ANSWER" 

(16  and  35mm) 

In  English 
Length:  90  minutes 


A charming  story  about  a little  lad  who 
took  his  problem  straight  to  the  Pope 
and  was  rewarded  by  his  unfaltering 
faith  in  a private  philosophy  of  Never 
Take  No  For  An  Answer''.  With 
authentic  scenes  of  Assisi  and  the 
Vatican. 


All  showings  in  Canada  arranged  through  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society. 

For  bookings,  address  your  inquiries: 

Rev.  Roland  Roberts,  S.F.M.,  60  Crescent  Rd.,  Toronto  5,  Ont. 
Telephone:  RAndolph  0013 
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Changing  Your  Address?  YAUD 
Send  Us  This  Address  And  * Wlf  ■% 
New  Address  Three  Weeks  EXPIRY 
Before  Moving  Date.  j.  __ 


Do  These  Ring  a Belli 

My  Subscription  is  due. 

Note:  Expiry  date  appears  imme- 
diately above  your  name  and  ad- 
dress at  thd  top  of  this  page.  ^ 

I am  changing  my  ad- 
dress. Have  I let  Scarbbro 
Missions  know  my  new 
address? 

Note:  When  mailing  in  a change 
of  address,  be  sure  to  send  us  the 
address  above  as  well  as  the  new 
address. 

I am  now  receiving  dupli- 
cate copies  of  Scarboro  1 
Missions.  I 

Note:  When  notifying  us  of  dupli-  ^ 
cate  copies  being  received,  please  j 
send  us  this  page  off  EACH  COPY  ' 
and  mark, “OK”  on  the  page  that  ^ 
carries  the  correct  address. 
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Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society,  Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ont. 

Enclosed  please  find  $ to  pay  for  my  renewal  to 

Scarboro  Missions  for year(s). 

DO  NOT  DETACH  RENEWAL  FORM— MAIL  FULL  PAGE. 
YOUR  NAME  AND  ADDRESS  IS  ON  THE  TOP. 


Subscription  Rates  to  Scarboro  Missions:  Yearly:  $1.00  — Life  $20.00 
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WOULD  YOU  LIKE  TO  HELP  BRING 
THE  KNOWLEDGE  OF  GOD  TO  FOLKS 
LIKE  THESE  AND  HELP  YOURSELF,  TOO?  | 

Scarboro’s  Annuity  Plan  | 

ENABLES  YOU  TO  DO  JUST  THAT.  I 

Your  investment  pays  an  attractive  interest  payable  monthly,  quarterly, 
semi-annually  or  annually,  according  to  your  instructions. 

To  help  yourself  and  the  Missions  write  today  for  details  to: 

VERY  REV.  SUPERIOR  GENERAL,  1 

Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society,  Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ont. 
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EDITORIAL 


Peace  or  Destruction? 


WILL  there  be  another  war?  Will  there  be  peace?  What 
is  Russia  planning?  When  is  the  Korean  fighting  going  to 
end?  Will  we  have  to  fight  on  the  Chinese  mainland? 
What’s  going  to  happen  in  Egypt?  Is  there  going  to  be  a rift  in 
the  apparent  good  relations  between  the  Western  nations?  Would  a 
full  scale  war  in  this  atomic  age  bring  total  destruction  upon  the 
human  race?  These  are  questions  we  hear  on  all  sides  these  days 
and  the  daily  newspapers  and  the  weekly  news  magazines  vie  with 
one  another  in  an  attempt  to  hit  on  the  right  answers.  As  it  is,  only 
God  knows  the  answers,  and  unfortunately  the  editors  of  the  daily 
press  and  the  news  weeklies  are  not  necessarily  in  tune  with  the 
Mind  of  God — despite  their  dogmatic  assertations. 

There  is  one,  however,  who  is  definitely  in  tune  with  the  Mind 
of  God,  and  that  one  has  given  the  answer  to  all  our  questions  con- 
cerning the  possible  trends  of  current  world  events.  She  said  that 
Russia  would  be  converted  and  that  there  would  be  peace  providing 
mankind  ceased  to  offend  God  and  turned  to  Him  in  humble  prayer. 
The  Queen  of  Heaven  herself  gave  us  God’s  Plan  for  world  peace  but 
how  much  attention  have  we  given  to  that  plan?  The  dailies  and 
weeklies  feature  48-point  banners  and  column  length  articles  on 
Truman  Plans,  Eisenhower  Plans,  Pearson  Plans,  Churchill  and 
Attlee  Plans;  in  fact,  any  plan  by  any  notable  public  figure  seems 
worthy  of  space,  hut  the  plan  of  the  only  One  Who  really  knows  the 
score  is  utterly  ignored— God^ s Plan! 

It  is  thirty-seven  years  since  God’s  Plan  for  world  peace  was 
first  given  to  the  world  in  the  little  Portuguese  village  of  Fatima. 
To  date  the  so-called  intelligentia  who  sit  on  the  editorial  thrones 
of  the  news  world  have  either  failed  to  see  the  news  value  of  God’s 
Plan  or,  seeing  it,  have  deliberately  ignored  it.  Perhaps  they  don’t 
want  peace — ^peace,  that  is,  by  God’s  Plan.  It  might  be  bad  for 
sales.  A headline  reading:  “Russia  Masses  Troops  For  Full  Scale 
Attack  On  Western  Germany”  might  prove  a lot  more  profitable 
in  cash  sales  than  one  reading:  “All  Russian  Churches  Open  For 
Divine  Service”.  Our  mixed  up  news  editors  devote  pages  of  type 
and  halftones  to  a crime  story  with  a lurid  sex  angle  to  it;  but  an 
event  of  such  magnitude  as  to  quell  crime  and  bring  its  perpetrators 
to  their  knees  in  humble  prayer  for  forgiveness  has  remained  buried 
in  dusty  morgues  for  thirty-seven  years.  When  the  thinking  of  our 
populace  is  controlled  by  a God-ignoring  press  is  it  any  wonder  that 
we  are  confused,  benighted  and  bewildered  over  the  question:  “Is 
it  to  be  peace  or  destruction?” 
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The  Thunderclap 
of  Silence 


by 


Harold  Murphy,  S.  F.  M. 


1AM  just  an  ordinary  middle<class 
citizen  of  Suchow,  China.  I’ve 
had  quite  an  experience.  I would 
like  to  tell  you  about  it. 

I keep  goats  for  a living.  It  isn’t 
much  to  do  for  a university  graduate 
but  my  children  get  plenty  of  goat’s 
milk  to  keep  them  from  starvation. 

If  only  my  wife  would  stop  pretend-  ^ 
ing  she  is  not  hungry  when  I know 
she  is  starving.  And  if  only  our  k 
‘liberators’  would  stop  teaching  my  * 
children  to  hate  me.  t 


However,  I know  that  I cannot 
have  everything.  Here  with  my  goats 
on  the  hillside  just  outside  the  city, 
I have  plenty  of  fresh  air  and  peace 
of  mind.  Here  I can  have  my  own 
thoughts.  If  I were  not  here  I would 
not  have  even  that.  I would  have  to 
think  the  thoughts  of  the  Communist 
Party.  I’d  rather  be  dead. 

Now  I am  happy,  far  happier  than 
I ever  was  before  the  liberation.  That 
is  hard  to  believe,  isn’t  it?  Before  I 
was  the  owner  and  principal  of  a pri- 
vate high  school.  I was  prosperous, 
the  respected  husband  of  a wonder- 
ful wife  and  the  happy  father  of  five 
children.  At  least  I thought  I was 
happy.  Then  the  communists  came 
and  my  world  collapsed.  Now  I am 
barely  able  to  make  a living,  my  wife 
is  half -starved,  my  children  are  taught 
to  hate  me.  But  I am  a very  happy 
man;  I am,  in  fact,  really  happy  for 
the  first  time  in  my  life. 

You  see,  before  this  disaster  I lived 
in  a dream  world  like  many  of  you 
Canadian  people,  taking  everything 
for  granted  and  satiated  in  material- 
ism. Even  if  I had  had  the  oppor- 
tunity to  learn  a new  way  of  life,  I 
wouldn’t  have  taken  advantage  of  it. 
Now  I am  not  the  same  man. 

One  morning  last  month  I was  on 
the  way  to  my  goat-herd.  I crossed 
through  a Catholic  Mission  com- 
pound, now  deserted  since  the  ex- 
pulsion of  the  priests  and  sisters.  I 
kept  my  eyes  open  as  the  hatred  of 
the  Reds  for  these  people  had  awak- 
ened my  interest  in  them  and  their 
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"Then  the  communists  came  and  my  world 

collapsed” 


religion.  That  morning  I noticed 
some  old  books  in  a pile  of  rubbish. 
I snatched  a book  as  I went  by.  I 
thought  it  would  be  nice  to  read 
something  up  on  the  hillside.  Sixteen 
hours  a day  alone  on  a hill  is  a long 
time  without  something  to  read. 

A few  hours  later  I opened  the 
book.  It  was  the  life  of  St.  Francis  of 
Assisi.  I became  absorbed  in  my 
reading  and  read  all  that  day  and 
the  next.  For  days  after  I could  think 
of  nothing  else  but  what  I had  read, 
of  the  man  who  so  loved  his  Crucified 
God  that  he  burned  with  a thirst  for 
suffering.  He  fell  in  love  with  Prin- 
cess Poverty  and  gave  his  all  for  love 
of  God.  I began  to  notice  around  me 
the  beautiful  gifts  of  my  Creator,  the 
shade  under  brother  tree,  the  warmth 
of  sister  sun,  all  the  beauty  of  nature. 
I didn’t  know  anything  about  any 
religion  but  I started  to  pray.  It  was 
not  easy  but  I learned  as  the  weeks 
went  by.  I just  talked  to  God  and 
then  listened.  God  talked  to  me  and 
more  than  anything  else  reminded  me 
of  all  the  blessings  I still  had  left.  I 
became  obsessed  with  a desire  to  know 
more.  I knew  of  a Catholic  neigh- 
bour who  could  help  me  and  perhaps 
tell  me  what  to  do.  But  I feared  lest 
no  other  man  practiced  this  doctrine. 
1 was  afraid  to  make  the  final  step. 
I put  it  off  day  after  day. 

And  that  is  all  over.  Today  I am 
as  happy  as  an  angel.  I saw  my 
Catholic  neighbour  this  morning  and 
he  told  me  all  about  baptism  and 
gave  me  a book  with  the  doctrine  and 
prayers.  I am  afraid  of  nothing  now. 

What  convinced  me  was  the  rally 
last  night.  My  teen-aged  boy  had 
returned  from  school  to  tell  me  about 
a giant  rally  to  be  held  that  night  for 
the  purpose  of  condemning  the  Catho- 
lic Bishop,  Bishop  Cote. 


This,  I thought,  was  the  oppor- 
tunity I was  seeking  for,  a sign  that 
I must  go  on  with  my  new-found 
faith.  If  the  Reds  said  this  man  was 
evil,  then  he  must  be  a good  man.  1 
needed  something  spectacular,  some- 
thing dramatic,  to  push  me  over  the 
abyss  of  doubt.  I went  to  the  rally. 

I pushed  into  the  crowd  on  the 
outskirts  of  the  huge  gathering.  I 
could  see  that  near  the  stage  were 
several  hundred  students  from  the 
Catholic  High  School  and  many  stu- 
dents from  other  schools  towards  the 
back.  A Red  fanatic  spoke  for  an 
hour  on  the  evils  of  imperialism. 
Then  he  shouted  at  the  students, 
“Down  with  imperialism!”  The  stu- 
dents screamed,  “Down  with  im- 
perialism!” The  communist  again 
made  a long  speech  but  this  time 
attacking  the  imperialist  Bishop 
Cote.  Then  he  shouted,  “Down  with 
imperialism!”  Again  the  students 
echoed,  “Down  with  imperialism!” 
The  Red  repeated  this  cry  three  times 
and  each  time  the  students  shouted  in 
response.  Then  the  communist  direc- 
tor suddenly  shouted,  “Down  with 
the  imperialist  Bishop  Cote!”  and 
there  was  dead  silence  throughout  the 
entire  arena.  There  wasn’t  a sound. 
I could  hear  the  stillness.  I couldn’t 
believe  my  ears.  These  students,  many 
of  them  pagans,  were  refusing  to  con- 
demn the  Bishop!  I was  frightened. 


EDUCATE  A PRIEST 

Perhaps  you  could  sponsor  a stu- 
dent for  one  year,  or  for  his  entire 
seminary  course  of  six  years.  The 
tuition  cost  is  three  hundred  and 
fifty  dollars  a year.  It’s  an  idea  to 
keep  in  mind  when  making  your 
will. 
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My  own  boy  was  one  of  them.  Every 
boy  at  this  rally  would  have  his  name 
on  the  black  books  for  the  future.  It 
was  open  defiance. 

The  Red  leader  was  furious.  Once 
more  he  shouted,  “Down  with  im- 
perialism!” and  the  students  answered 
louder  than  ever  with  the  same  shout. 
Again  the  leader  shouted,  “Down  with 
the  imperialist  Bishop!”  and  was  met 
with  the  same  scream  of  silence.  The 
rally  broke  up  in  confusion. 


While  walking  home  in  the  dark,  I 
began  to  realize  that  I now  had  my 
sign.  I needed  nothing  more  drama- 
tic than  this  to  convince  me.  I did 
not  know  Bishop  Cote  . . . only  that 
he  was  a Canadian  from  Quebec, 
Canada.  But  I know  that  only  an- 
other Francis  of  Assisi  could  inspire 
in  those  youths  the  courage  to  risk 
their  entire  future  by  giving  him  that 
thunderclap  of  silence. 


Wi&Mon  . . . 


The  Sacred  Congregation  of  Rites, 
Vatican  City,  took  up  the  question  of 
whether  to  introduce  the  cause  of 
Father  Miguel  Pro,  Mexican  Jesuit,  for 
beatification.  At  the  same  time  the 
Congregation  discussed  whether  to  in- 
troduce the  cause  of  Anna  Maria 
Alerni,  foundress  of  the  Handmaids  of 
the  Blessed  Virgin  Immaculate  and  of 
the  Parma  Institute  of  the  Good  Shep- 
herd. The  decision  of  the  Congregation 
was  not  announced  in  either  case. 
Father  Pro,  who  was  shot  on  November 
23,  1927,  by  Mexican  soldiers,  is  popu- 
larly regarded  as  a martyr  of  the  faith. 
He  was  killed  at  the  age  of  34,  only 
two  years  after  ordination  to  the 
priesthood.  He  was  allegedly  executed 
for  “political  offenses”  under  the  Caffes 
regime.  However,  it  is  generally  be- 
lieved that  he  was  shot  because  he 
ministered  secretly  to  the  Mexican 
Catholics,  and  many  times  escaped 
police  traps  set  for  him. 

Hs  * * * 

A “floating  monastery”,  the  first  of  its 
kind,  is  expected  shortly  to  sail  the 
Atlantic.  The  plan  was  developed  by 
the  dean  of  Quimper  Cathedral  in 
northern  France.  He  suggested  that  a 
crew  of  monks  man  a boat  of  the  Quim- 
per fishing  fleet  and  follow  the  fisher- 
men in  their  expeditions  to  give  them 
spiritual  assistance.  Plans  call  for  the 
floating  monastery  to  spend  nine 
months  of  each  year  at  sea  and  three 
months  in  harbor  to  enable  the  monks 
to  observe  their  cloister  rules.  Vatican 
circles  believe  Pope  Pius  XII  will 
approve  the  project. 
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Two  former  Protestant  missionaries 
in  Africa  were  ordained  as  members 
of  the  White  Fathers  of  Africa  here  by 
Bishop  Edgar  A.  Maranta,  O.F.M.,  Vicar 
Apostolic  of  Dar-es-Salam.  The  two, 
both  Britons,  are  Frs.  Dennis  and  Birch. 
They  were  originally  members  of  Uni- 
versities Mission  to  Central  Africa,  a 
Protestant  organization  with  headquar- 
ters in  England.  After  their  conversion 
to  Catholicism  they  studied  theology  at 
the  Beda  College  in  Rome,  but  asked 
to  spend  their  final  year  at  the  White 
Fathers  seminary  in  Kipalapala,  (Tan- 
ganyika), where  they  were  ordained. 
The  former  Protestant  missionaries  have 
been  assigned  to  the  Vicariate  of  Dar- 
es-Salfon,  which  is  on  Africa’s  east 
coast. 


iWemoriam 

In  your  charity  remember 
our  departed  benefactors, 
especially : 

Jack  McNab,  Vancouver, 

B.C. 

Joseph  P.  Milloy,  Ottawa, 
Ont. 

Agnes  Stentiford,  Saint 
John,  N.B. 

Mrs.  Alice  Dotteres,  Sarnia, 
Ont. 

William  Laknarr,  Seaforth, 
Ont. 
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The  Silent 
Partners 


by 

R.  J.  Pelow,  S.  F.  M. 


I 


A THOUGHT  FOR  SUMMER 

I 

Sasebo,  Japan. 

ON  a mountain  overlooking  this  naval  port  of  Sasebo  stands  a grand 
new  high  school  for  girls,  recently  erected  by  the  Sisters  of  the  Good 
Samaritan  from  Australia. 

Overcoming  obstacles  in  that  mysterious  manner  of  Sisters  known  only 
i to  the  Holy  Ghost,  the  school  was  completed  on  schedule.  Far  more  appli- 
cations were  made  for  entrance  than  the  two  hundred  pupils  who  could  be 
accepted  for  the  first  year.  A local  Japanese  paper  stated  that  the  school 
marked  a new  epoch  for  Sasebo,  and,  we  may  add,  for  the  Church  in  this  part 
of  the  country. 

It  has  been  said  by  an  experienced  missionary  bishop  that  Japan  will 
be  converted  through  its  women,  those  long-suffering,  patient  creatures  whose 
! lot,  as  in  any  pagan  country,  is  far  from  easy.  They  have  so  many  natural 
1 virtues  which  can  be  readily  Christianized  when  grace  has  the  opportunity 
I to  work  on  them. 

1 In  that  work  of  conversion  other  women  from  other  lands,  like  the  Sisters 
of  the  Good  Samaritan  from  Australia  and  our  own  Canadian  Grey  Sisters 
from  Pembroke,  are  playing  their  usual  silent  but  magnificent  role.  They 
assume  the  most  difficult  tasks  with  a confidence  that  springs  only  from  the 
deepest  confidence  in  God.  For  them  nothing  seems  impossible.  It  only 
! takes  a little  longer.  They  have  the  faith  which  moves  mountains.  We  saw 
it  happen  almost  literally  here  in  Sasebo. 

At  home  as  on  the  missions,  the  work  of  the  nuns  usually  goes  unsung. 
One  begins  to  take  them  for  granted.  They  do  not  seek  applause  for  there 
is  something  they  appreciate  far  more  than  praise,  and  that  is  prayers. 

Many  of  us  have  had  the  privilege  of  being  taught  as  children  by  the 
Sisters.  We  have  much  to  learn  from  them  yet  when  we  reflect  on  them 
calmly  carrying  on  their  work  in  a world  feverishly  engaged  in  wars.  But 
remember  that  the  Sisters  have  problems  and  difficulties.  They  just  don’t 
broadcast  them.  During  this  month  say  a prayer  every  day  for  these  silent 
partners  of  Christ. 
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Loyalty  — Nippon  Version 

by  Paul  Flaherty,  S.  F.  M. 


Not  more  than  two  blocks  from 
our  house  of  language  studies 
in  Tokyo,  at  a point  called 
Shinagawa,  there  is  a temple,  most 
unpretentious  in  appearance,  and  yet 
one  of  the  most  famous  perhaps  in  all 
Japan.  Sen-gaku-ji  is  its  name,  and 
although  known  to  every  Japanese 
school-boy,  for  some  strange  reason, 
most  tourists  and  foreign  residents, 
who  flock  to  places  of  far  less  historic 
importance,  pass  it  by.  And  in  this 
gross  oversight,  I proved  no  exception 
to  the  general  rule  as  it  was  only  a 
few  weeks  before  I left  Tokyo  for  our 
mission  territory  in  the  south  that  I 
managed  to  visit  Sen-gaku-ji  and 
“pay  my  respects”  to  the  forty- 
seven  Samurai  (Japanese  warriors) 
whose  mortal  remains  lie  therein 
enshrined. 

In  the  year  1703,  these  men  com- 
mitted “hara-kiri”  (self  - inflicted 
death  by  means  of  slashing  the  ab- 
domen) in  what  was  undoubtedly  the 
greatest  mass  suicide  in  history.  The 
facts  behind  this  gruesome  event  have 
been  woven  into  the  renowned  Japa- 
nese tragedy,  Chushingura — a tear- 
jerker  if  there  ever  was  one.  The 
main  themes  of  Chushingura  are 
loyalty  which  from  a Christian  point 
of  view  is  good,  and  revenge  which 
from  the  same  point  of  view  is 
equally  as  bad. 

Now  for  the  story.  It  seems  that  a 
certain  rural  prince,  Asano  by  name. 
Lord  of  Ako,  came  to  Tokyo  to  he 
in  attendance  on  the  Emperor  and 
was  at  this  time  entrusted  with  carry- 
ing out  a great  state  ceremony.  Asano, 
being  not  at  all  well- versed  in  court 
manners,  and  fully  realizing  his  limi- 
tations, sought  the  advice  of  another 
nobleman,  Kira,  a man  of  mean  dis- 
position. Kira  twitted  and  jeered  at 


The  legitimate  stage  of  the  Japanese  theatre 
thrives  on  plays  woven  around  the  fabulous 
deeds  of  the  Samurai. 


Asano  until  the  latter,  long-sulfering  1 
though  he  was,  could  not  stand  any  ! 
further  insults.  He  drew  his  sword  i 
and  slashed  Kira  in  the  face.  Un-j 
fortunately,  the  incident  took  place] 
in  the  palace,  and  to  degrade  the] 
majesty  of  the  Imperial  abode  by  a] 
private  brawl  was  a crime  punishable  j 
with  death  and  confiscation.  Accord- j 
ingly,  Asano  was  summarily  con- 1 
demned  to  perform  hara-kiri  and  his  j 
property  was  ordered  forfeited.  This  ] 
was  in  1701  and  thus  far  we  deall 
with  historical  facts.  I 
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In  the  play,  however  (very  likely  a 
happy  combination  of  fact  and  fic- 
tion), the  senior  retainer  of  the  dead 
Daimyo  (Prince)  determines  to  re- 
venge his  master  and  consults  with 
forty-six  others  of  his  most  trusted 
fellow  retainers  as  to  the  ways  and 
the  means.  All  to  a man  are  willing 
to  lay  down  their  lives  in  the  attempt, 
the  one  major  difficulty  being  to 
elude  the  vigilance  of  the  government 
in  their  preparations  for  the  exploit. 
After  secret  consultations,  it  was  de- 
cided by  the  forty-seven  to  separate 
and  dissemble.  Some  became  car- 
penters, others  smiths,  and  still  others 
merchants  in  various  cities  through- 
out the  land,  suffering  unwonted  and 
untold  hardships  as  they  planned  and 
watched  for  the  most  suitable  moment 
to  strike.  Thus  was  their  enemy,  to 
whom  full  reports  of  all  these  doings 
were  brought  by  spies,  lulled  into  a 
false  but  re-assuring  sense  of  com- 
plete security.  Then  suddenly,  on  a 
snowy  December  night  in  1703  (this 
also  is  not  fiction,  but  fact)  with  the 
lightening  swiftness  of  an  adder,  they 
fell  upon  their  unsuspecting  prey. 
The  attack  was  made  and  Kira  was 
slain.  Their  grim  purpose  accom- 
plished, the  little  band  then  marched 
to  Sen-gaku-ji  at  the  other  end  of  the 
city  and  laid  on  their  Lord’s  grave 
the  head  of  the  enemy  by  whom  he 
had  been  so  grievously  wronged. 
Shortly  thereafter  came  the  Em- 
peror’s official  sentence  condemning 
the  forty-seven  to  commit  hara-kiri,  to 
which  order  they  complied  im- 
mediately observing  all  the  cere- 
monial procedures.  They  were  buried, 
as  noted  above,  in  Tokyo’s  Sen-gaku- 
ji  temple. 

A Japanese  friend  informs  me  that 
what  the  Bible  is  to  the  European  and 
American,  the  Chushingura  play  is  to 
the  Japanese.  That  is  to  say,  it  is 
reputed  to  contain  in  the  form  of 
various  object  lessons  the  loftiest 
moral  norms  for  ideal  and  virtuous 
living.  Now  in  this  particular  piece 
of  Chushingura,  as  related  above,  the 


most  important  lesson  to  be  drawn  is 
loyalty — loyalty  even  unto  death.  The 
tremendous  influence  that  esteem  for 
this  virtue  has  had  on  the  character 
formation  of  the  Japanese  people  was 
eloquently  demonstrated  by  their 
bravery  and  utter  self-sacrifice  in 
action  during  World  War  II.  Merely 
to  quizz  any  allied  soldier  who  took 
part  in  the  Pacific  campaign  is  in- 
fallibly to  evoke  a veritable  torrent 
of  praise  in  favour  of  the  hardy  little 
Japanese  infantryman.  Unfortunately, 
however,  this  story  of  the  forty-seven 
Samurai  also  contains  a more  tacit 
but  evident  approbation  of  the  spirit 
of  revenge. 

A short  time  ago  while  presiding  at 
one  of  our  weekly  English  classes  (the 
teaching  of  English,  by  the  way,  is  a 
means  widely  used  at  present  in 
Japan  to  contact  pagan  students  in 
the  hope  of  eventually  interesting 
them  in  the  Church) , the  subject  mat- 
ter of  our  lesson  for  that  particular 
evening  happened  to  provide  a 
natural  opening  for  saying  a few 
words  on  this  subject  of  revenge. 
Therefore,  with  purpose  and  intent, 
and  I might  add  most  optimistically, 
I launched  into  a comparison  between 
the  teaching  contained  in  Chushin- 
gura and  that  of  the  New  Testament 
where  Our  Blessed  Lord  publicly  pro- 
mulgated His  New  Law  of  Love  and 
Forgiveness  even  for  the  most  bitter 
of  enemies.  Well,  sad  to  relate,  I 
don’t  think  I convinced  any  of  the 
students  of  the  superiority  of  the 
Christian  viewpoint,  and  at  first  was 
not  a little  abashed  at  my  failure. 
However,  later  on,  when  I was  afford- 
ed the  opportunity  to  consider  the 
problem  more  coolly  and  collectedly, 
I began  to  realize  that  it  was  un- 
fair to  expect  so  much  of  a nation 
which  has  not  yet  been  truly  pene- 
trated by  Christian  Revelation.  After 
all.  Our  Divine  Lord  experienced  no 
little  difficulty  in  disabusing  His  con- 
temporaries, at  that  God’s  Chosen 
People,  that  an  eye  for  an  eye  and 
a tooth  for  a tooth  was  not  at  all  a 
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right  and  proper  norm  in  social  rela- 
tions. And  did  He  not  also  find  it 
imperative  to  put  a check  on  the  well- 
meaning  but  misguided  and  excessive 
zeal  of  even  His  own  Apostles  who 
were  determined  to  call  down  from 
the  heavens  a hail  of  fire  and  brim- 
stone to  consume  the  city  because 
its  citizens  refused  to  receive  Him? 

“East  is  East  and  West  is  West” 
penned  the  famed  poet  laureate  of 
England,  and  Chushingura  is  surely 
the  instance  to  show  the  perspicuity 
of  his  judgment  that  the  attitudes  of 
East  and  West  are  poles  apart.  Never- 
theless, we  must  constantly  be  on  our 
guard  to  avoid  the  pitfall  of  canon- 
izing everything  in  our  own  culture, 
and  anathematizing  everything  in  an- 
other people’s  culture  simply  because 
it  is  at  variance  with  our  own.  Ad- 
mittedly, this  spirit  of  revenge  is  bad 
and  in  order  to  make  a good  Chris- 
tian, it  must  be  rooted  out  of  the 
soul;  but  on  the  other  hand,  how 
much  can  we  not  say  in  praise  of 
loyalty  unto  death?  Is  it  not  the 
very  stuff  of  which  Martyrs  and  Con- 
fessors are  made.  Again,  we  must 
strive  always  to  bear  in  mind  the 
theological  principle  that  Grace  does 
not  destroy,  but  is  rather  built  on, 
rooted  in,  and  perfects  nature.  So, 
you  see,  it  is  our  task  as  missioners 
in  a foreign  land  to  be  spiritual 
gardeners  tilling  and  fertilizing  the 
soil  of  pagan  souls  so  that  Almighty 
God  may  plant  the  seed  of  Sanctify- 
ing Grace.  Here,  we  must  pull  a 
weed,  and  there  a thorn,  being  most 
careful  not  to  uproot,  at  the  same 
time,  any  fragrant  natural  flower  of 
virtue,  planted,  watered,  and  bloom- 
ing at  the  hand  of  native  culture  and 
ideals.  For  this  end,  that  we  may 
each  and  every  one  be  skillful  and 
prudent  workers  in  the  harvest-field 
of  Christ,  we  earnestly  request  your 
prayers. 


PILGRIM  VIRGIN  STATUES: 

For  Home,  Church  and  School 


14“  $ 5.00 

*26“  30.00 

*50“  150.00  (Glass  Eyes) 


*P/us  Freight  from  Montreal 

SPECIAL  OUTDOOR  STATUES; 
Cement  Marble  Composition 


*26"  $ 55.00 

*50"  150.00 


*P/os  Freight  from  Montreal 

Beautiful  Color  Picture  of 
Pilgrim  Virgin  of  Fatima: 

8“  X 10“  25c 

(Suitable  for  framing) 

For  the  ReaderP®^  ® 

“Fatima  or  World  Suicide" 

Rt.  Rev.  Wm.  C.  McGrath, 
S.F.M.,  P.A. 

English  Edition  $1.00 

French  Edition  

Paper  Bound  .50 
Cloth  Bound  $1.00 

(Note:  Order  French  Edition  from 

Apostolate  of  the  Press,  128  Bowen 
Street  North,  Sherbrooke,  Quebec.) 

Address  orders: 

SCARBORO  FOREIGN 
MISSION  SOCIETY 

Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ont. 
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and  the 

WORLD  LAU6HS 
WITH  YOU 


“Did  you  see  how  pleased  Mrs.  Smith 
looked  when  I told  her  that  she  did  not 
look  a day  older  than  her  daughter?” 

“I  didn’t  notice.  I was  too  busy 
watching  the  expression  on  her 
daughter’s  face!” 

★ 

Mother;  “Who  ever  taught  you  to  use 
that  dreadful  word?” 

Tommy:  “Santa  Claus,  mamma.” 
Mother;  “Santa  Claus?” 

Tommy:  “Yes,  mamma,  when  he  fell 
over  a chair  in  my  bedroom  on 
Christmas  Eve.” 

★ 

Mother;  “Come  here,  Johnnie:  I have 
some  good  news  for  you.” 

Johnnie  (without  enthusiasm);  “Yes, 
I know;  father  is  home  again.” 

Mother:  “Yes,  but  how  did  you 
know?” 

Johnnie;  “My  bank  won’t  rattle  any 
more.” 

★ 

Melvin;  “Have  you  ever  heard  my 
honesty  questioned?” 

Betty:  “To  tell  the  truth,  I’ve  never 
heard  it  mentioned!” 

★ 

Mr.  White:  “This  isn’t  chicken  broth, 
waiter.” 

Waiter:  “Well,  it’s  chicken  broth  in 
its  infancy.  It’s  made  from  the  water 
the  eggs  were  boiled  in!” 

★ 

Clerk:  “Here’s  a fine  clock.  It  runs 
seven  days  without  winding.” 

Mrs.  V^te:  “How  long  will  it  run 
if  you  do  wind  it?” 

★ 

He — “How  are  you  going  to  vote, 
my  dear?” 

She— “In  my  green  velvet  walking 
suit  with  a hat  to  match.” 

★ 

Gentleman  (taking  out  pocket-book) 
— “Did  you  say  the  suit  was  fifty  dol- 
lars?” 

Clerk — “No,  sir;  forty-five.” 

The  Boss — “My  James,  I’m  surprised 
at  you.  You  know  our  slogan  is  ‘The 
customer  is  always  right’.” 


“No,”  said  the  woman  next  door, 
emphatically.  “I  don’t  ’old  with  these 
’ere  terms.  When  I says  gas  I mean 
gas,  and  I likes  to  know  what  I’m 
payin’  for.  Therms,  indeed!  Why  can’t 
we  ’ave  it  like  we  used  to  ’ave  it — by 
the  Cupid’s  feet?” 

★ 

She — “How  is  it  that  widows  gener- 
ally manage  to  marry  again?” 

He — “Because  dead  men  tell  no 
tales.” 

★ 

Motor  Cop  (after  hard  chase) — “Why 

in didn’t  you  stop  when  I shouted 

back  there?” 

Driver  (with  only  five  bucks,  but 
presence  of  mind) — “I  thought  you 
just  said  ‘Good  morning,  Senator’.” 
Motor  Cop — “Well,  you  see.  Senator, 
I wanted  to  warn  you  about  driving 
fast  through  the  next  township.” 

★ 

Conductor — “Can’t  you  read  that 
‘No  smoking’  sign?” 

Passenger — “I’m  not  smoking.” 
Conductor — “You  have  your  pipe  in 
your  mouth.” 

Passenger — “Sure,  and  I have  my 
shoes  on,  too,  but  I’m  not  walking.” 

★ 

Private  (at  party) — “That  ugly  look- 
ing officer  standing  over  there  is  the 
meanest  egg  I have  ever  seen.” 

Partner — “Do  you  know  who  I am? 
I’m  that  officer’s  daughter.” 

Private — “Do  you  know  who  I am?” 
Partner — “No.” 

Private — “And  you’re  not  going  to, 
either!” 

★ 

Sergeant — “What  is  the  first  thing 
you  do  when  cleaning  a rifle?” 

Smart  Private — “Look  at  the  num- 
ber.” 

Sergeant  — “What  has  the  number 
got  to  do  with  it?” 

Smart  Private — “Just  to  make  sure 
I’m  cleaning  my  own  gun.” 
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Silver  Jubilees  Recall  Almonte  Days 


Rev.  L.  J.  Beal,  S.F.M. 


Born  in  Otterville,  Ontario,  December  27,  1900, 
Lawrence  Joseph  Beal  joined  the  pioneer  band 
of  students  in  Father  Fraser's  newly  founded 
China  Mission  College  at  Almonte,  Ontario,  in 
September  1921.  He  was  ordained  on  June  2nd, 
1928,  by  the  late  Archbishop  of  Toronto,  the 
Most  Reverend  Neil  McNeil,  D.D.,  in  St.  Michael's 
Cathedral,  Toronto.  At  the  time  of  his  ordina- 
tion the  family  residence  had  moved  to  the 
parish  of  St.  Mary's,  La  Salette,  Ontario.  In 
September  1928  he  formed  a member  of  Scar- 
boro's  Third  Departure  Group  for  China.  To 
speed  his  recovery  from  a serious  operation  in 
Shanghai,  he  was  recalled  to  Canada  in  May 
1935  and  in  December  of  that  same  year  he 
returned  to  his  mission  in  China.  In  May  of 
1941  he  was  again  in  Canada  to  attend  the 
First  General  Chapter  of  the  Scarboro  Foreign 
Mission  Society,  following  which  he  was  ap- 
pointed Regional  Superior  in  China  and  arrived 
in  Shanghai  in  November  of  that  same  year.  A 
few  weeks  later  he  left  Shanghai  for  Peking 
where  he  was  interned  by  the  Japanese  until 
1943  when  he  was  repatriated  on  the  S.S. 
Gripsholm.  In  1944  he  was  appointed  to  the 
Seminary  Staff  and  in  1945  to  the  Promotion 
Department.  A year  later  he  became  Circulation 
Manager  of  "China"  and  Superior  of  St.  Ann's 
Chinese  Mission,  Toronto.  His  next  appointment 
was  to  the  missions  in  Santo  Domingo  in  1950 
where  he  is  now  Pastor  of  the  parish  of  Consuelo. 
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Desmond  Eoin  Stringer  was  born  on  June  12, 
1903,  in  Ottawa,  and  came  to  the  China  Mission 
College,  Almonte,  in  the  same  year  as  Father 
Beal.  He  was  ordained  June  7,  1928,  in  his 
home  parish  of  St.  Brigid's,  Ottawa,  by  the  late 
Archbishop  of  Ottawa,  the  Most  Reverend  Wm. 
Forbes,  D.D.  An  illness  at  the  time  prevented 
his  immediate  departure  for  China  and  for  a 
year  he  filled  the  office  of  Bursar  at  the  Society's 
Seminary,  St.  Francis  Xavier.  In  November  ol 
1929  he  was  a member  of  the  Society's  Fourth 
Mission  Band  to  China.  For  the  years  1930  and 
1931  he  was  stationed  at  the  Society's  Head* 
quarters  in  Chuchow  (now  Lishui)  and  in  1932 
was  appointed  Pastor  of  the  parish  of  Lung* 
chuang.  His  first  return  to  Canada  was  in  1936 
when  he  was  recalled  for  Campaign  work.  Two 
years  later  he  was  once  again  in  China  where 
he  remained  until  1941  when  he  came  back  to 
the  Mother  House  to  attend  the  First  General 
Chapter  as  delegate  for  the  priests  attached  to 
the  Lishui  mission.  When  the  Society  opened  its 
first  mission  in  Santo  Domingo,  Father  Stringer, 
together  with  Father  Hymus,  formed  Scarboro'i 
first  mission  band  to  that  country.  In  1944  he| 
was  recalled  once  more  to  Canada  to  assist  in- 
the  Campaign  Department  and  in  1945  became 
co-editor  of  "China"  with  Father  Frank  O'Grady. 
In  1946  he  received  a new  appointment  to  China 
but  ill  health  forced  his  return  a year  later. 
On  his  recovery  he  was  assigned  to  accompany 
Monsignor  Wm.  C.  McGrath,  S.F.M.,  P.A.,  on  the 
Virgin  of  Fatima  Pilgrimage  in  the  United  States. 
He  is  still  occupied  in  this  important  work. 


\\i  Home  And  In  Fields  Afar 


In  April  of  this  year  our  Superior  General,  the 
Very  Rev.  Thomas  McQuaid,  S.F.M.,  visited  our 
missions  in  Santo  Domingo.  The  above  picture 
was  taken  on  April  15  in  Bani.  The  occasion  — 
well,  need  we  mention  that?  It  seems  evident 
enough.  Left  to  right  are:  Rev.  John  George, 
S.F.M.  (Kitchener),  Father  AAcQuaid,  Rev.  Joseph 
Murphy,  S.F.M.  (Toronto),  and  Rev.  James 
Walsh,  S.F.M.  (Toronto). 


A few  months  back  we  carried  a news  story 
on  the  accident  in  which  two  of  our  priests. 
Rev.  John  Maurice,  S.F.M.  (Ingersoll,  Ont.)  and 
Rev.  Francis  Burke,  S.F.M.  (St.  John's  Nfld.)  were 
seriously  injured.  While  both  Fathers  have 
made  a splendid  recovery,  it  seemed  expedient 
for  Father  Maurice  to  return  to  Canada.  He 
was  accompanied  on  the  home  trip  by  Rev. 
Joseph  Ernewein,  S.F.M.  (Chepstow,  Ont.)  Here 
the  two  Fathers  (left,  Fr.  Ernewein,  right,  Fr. 
Maurice)  bid  farewell  to  the  priests  and  sisters 
who  came  down  to  the  airport  to  see  them  off. 


The  early  spring,  when  the 
cherry  blossoms  are  in  full 
bloom,  is  picnic  time  in  Japan 
and  a favourite  spot  near 
Shimabara  is  "The  River  Without 
Water".  It  is  easy  to  see  that 
our  kindergarten  children  of 
Shimabara  enjoy  a picnic  with 
enthusiasm  equal  to  that  of 
Canadian  children.  The  little 
fellow  in  the  foreground  looks 
as  if  he  is  trying  to  convey  just 
that  idea. 
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^cartioro'g  iBook  of 


to  be  enshrined  permane 
in  the  sanctuary  of  the  ( 


What  Is  It?  As 
deg 
pel 

What  Is  Its  Purj 


What  Is  the  Cos 
What  Page  May 


Address  inquirit 

Rev.  R.  Roberts 
60  Crescent  Rd 
Toronto  5,  Ont. 
Telephone:  RAn 


NO  ONE  REMEMBERS  THEM  NOW 


Bound  in  red  kid  with  a gold  imprint  of  the  insignia  of  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society 
Scarboro's  Book  of  Remembrance  holds  365  gilt-edged  sheets  — a sheet  for  each  day  of  the  year.V 
on  one  side  only.  The  border  design  is  in  light  blue  and  the  printed  words  in  black.  The  top"^ 

Priest  offering  the  Holy  Sacrifice  of  the  Mass  in  this  Chapel  on  this  the  day  of  r 

Then  follow  ten  lines  for  the  names  in  whose  memory  the  page  was  purchased.  The  bottom  lines 
all  the  other  Benefactors  of  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society,  who,  through  their  alms,  have  mad< 
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jerpetual  i^ememtirance 

! and  open  to  public  view 
\ipel  of  our  New  Seminary 


lime  implies,  Scarboro’ s Book  of  Perpetual  Remembrance  is  a book 

!to  give  a lasting  remembrance  in  the  Holy  Sacrifice  of  the  Mass  to  those 
\rhose  names  are  inscribed  therein. 

^To  give  to  those  who  feel  they  can  afford  it,  an  opportunity  to  assure  a 
perpetual  remembrance  of  their  loved  ones  and  at  the  same  time 
[contribute  a stated  sum  towards  the  building  of  our  new  Seminary. 

Page?  $1,000.00,  which  may  be  paid  in  full  or  by  installments. 

I 

tHave?  Any  page  you  desire  providing  that  it  has  not  already  been 
claimed.  Remember,  the  pages  are  arranged  in  order  of  the 
days  of  the  year.  The  most  popular,  choice  is  a day  commem- 
orating the  death  of  one’s  parents,  husband  or  wife. 


A. 


i 


r 


I the  cover, 
e«,  are  printed 
a : "let  each 
'h  especially": 
/f  read:  "and 
vr|c  possible." 


THEIR  MEMORY  WILL  NEVER  BE  FORGOTTEN 
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Crazed  by  insane  fury,  Juan  sped  down  the  narrow  trail  with 
but  one  thought  in  mind,  to  kill  this  man  who  had  deprived  him 
of  his  very  birthright. 


CHAPTER  I 


STRIPPED  to  the  waist,  his  feet 
planted  firmly  beneath  him,  Big 
Juan  grimaced  into  the  mirror 
hanging  on  the  tree  before  him.  This 
shaving  business  was  a nuisance. 
Papa,  he  recalled,  had  seldom 
bothered  with  it  and  people  respected 
him,  but  he  must  have  been  a gay 
young  buck  in  his  youth — although 
he  never  would  admit  it.  Anyway, 
things  were  different  now;  you  had 
to  wear  boots  and  shave  for  trips  to 
town,  and  had  to  be  pleasant  with 
everybody  regardless  of  your  inner 
feelings — ^his  mother  had  warned  him 
enough  on  that  point.  It  was  all  part 
of  the  new  culture  people  were  lec- 
turing about,  even  here  in  the  moun- 
tains. They  said  it  was  good  for  busi- 
ness, too;  even  for  selling  eggs  or 
coffee.  That  reminded  him. 

“Juanita!”  he  called  out  in  his 
rich  baritone,  “hurry  up  and  get 
those  eggs  ready!” 

From  inside  the  thatched  hut  came 
a tiny  voice:  “I  had  them  ready  an 
hour  ago;  each  one  wrapped  in  a 
niame  leaf,  all  thirty -two  of  them!” 
Big  Juan  held  his  razor  aside  and 
glanced  down  the  valley  where  the 
morning  mists  were  lifting  slowly: 
“Hmm,  at  four  cents  an  egg.  I’ll 
make  . . .” 

“You’ll  make  one  dollar  and  twen- 
ty-eight cents!”  Juanita  had  come  out 
and  stood  behind  him,  reading  his 
thoughts. 

“For  a little  girl  of  eleven  years 
you  think  you’re  pretty  smart,  don’t 
you?”  the  big  man  countered.  “Don’t 
forget  that  when  I was  your  age 
there  was  no  school  here,  but  I 
learned  something  in  spite  of  that. 


working  every  day  with  Papa.  Re- 
member this,  too,  that  I buy  your 
clothes  so  that  you  can  go  to  school! 
Look  at  Domingita;  she’s  only  eight 
and  she’s  working,  earning  money!” 
With  this  he  turned  to  look  at  her. 
The  surprise  was  too  much  for  him: 
“Your  brand  new  dress  on!”  he  bel- 
lowed. “Now,  where  do  you  think 
you’re  going?” 

Juanita  hung  her  black  fuzzy  head, 
but  not  so  low  that  her  brother  failed 
to  see  her  lip  quiver.  “Don’t  you  re- 
member, Juan?  You  promised  to  take 
me  with  you  this  time  and  buy  me  a 
rosary!” 

“Oh,  you  and  your  rosary!  We 
have  Mama’s  rosary  and  that’s 
enough  for  us!” 

Close  to  tears  now,  Juanita  sprang 
forward  and  threw  her  arms  about 
his  waist:  “Yes,  but  it’s  yours! 
Mamita  gave  it  to  you  and  asked  you 
to  carry  it  with  you  always.  If  I use 
it  all  the  time,  I may  break  it  or  lose 
it  and  that  would  be  a great  pity; 
it’s  the  only  thing  Mamita  could  give 
you  before  she  died.  Please,  Juan,  I 
won’t  bother  you  at  all!  Let  me  go 
and  pick  out  my  rosary  and  then  I’ll 
visit  with  Anita  while  you  attend  to 
whatever  business  you  may  have.” 

In  spite  of  himself.  Big  Juan  had 
to  smile  and  Juanita  knew  she  had 
won : “So  you  like  to  visit  with  Anita, 
eh?” 

Her  eyes  brightened:  “Very  much,” 
and  then  with  a mischievous  grin, 
“and  do  you,  Juan?” 

Trying  to  frown  now,  he  pushed 
her  away.  “Never  mind  that!  Get  my 
clean  shirt  and  then  fetch  the  mule, 
and  be  quick  about  it  or  you’ll  stay  at 
home.” 
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It  took  but  a moment  to  bar  the 
doors  of  the  hut  and  then  the  big 
negro,  with  a quick  glance  about  to 
see  that  all  was  well,  swung  easily 
into  the  saddle  and  lifted  his  little 
sister  up  behind  him. 

To  anyone  but  a real  mountaineer, 
the  steep  hazardous  descent  down  the 
face  of  Cuchillo  Mountain  would 
have  been  breathtaking.  But  Big 
Juan  and  Juanita  took  it  all  as  a 
matter  of  course.  Here  on  the  heights, 
their  good  mother,  dead  two  years 
now,  had  given  them  birth.  Here  they 
had  lived  and  toiled,  long  accustomed 
to  the  dangers  of  travel  such  as  this. 
Completely  relaxed,  and  entirely  con- 
fident in  the  faithful  mule  beneath 
them,  they  left  all  problems  of  the 
descent  to  her,  seemingly  oblivious  of 
the  fact  that  here  the  path  was  barely 
two  feet  wide,  a mere  shelf,  hanging 
over  hundreds  of  feet  of  sheer  space 
beneath  them,  and  there,  as  at  many 
other  similar  places,  the  mule  had  to 
brace  herself  for  sudden  hair-pin 
turns,  where  one  false  step  would 
mean  certain  disaster  for  all.  Pres- 
ently they  arrived  at  the  first  meeting 
place,  or  “Ave”  as  they  called  it  . . . 
a space  of  about  eight  feet  in  length 
where  the  mountain  wall  had  been 
laboriously  torn  away  to  form  a plat- 
form seven  feet  wide.  Here  the  mule 
came  to  a stop  of  its  own  accord  as 
the  lips  of  her  riders  silently  pro- 
nounced the  words  of  the  “Hail 
Mary”,  but  more  out  of  habit  than 
of  piety.  Hence  the  name  “Ave”  for 
the  platform — a pause  to  allow  the 
wise  mountain  mule  to  listen  for  pos- 
sible approaching  trafiic.  The  prayer 
over,  all  was  as  silent  as  before,  at 
least  to  Big  Juan  and  Juanita,  but 
now  the  animal  flicked  her  long  ears 
forward  and  looked  stonily  down  the 
trail. 

“Seems  that  someone  is  coming 
up,”  the  man  said,  “but  we’ll  make 
sure,”  and  with  this,  he  nudged  the 
animal  with  his  heels.  The  response 
was  immediate;  the  mule  stood  firm, 


flattened  her  ears  and  lashed  violently 
with  her  tail.  “We’ll  have  to  w'ait, 
Juanita;  she  hears  somebody,  that’s 
certain.  We’ll  dismount  in  the  mean- 
time so  she  can  rest  as  it  may  be  even 
ten  minutes  before  that  traveller  gets 
here.”  Strolling  about  for  a moment, 
the  mountaineer  then  paused  to  look 
at  a green  slope  across  the  valley: 
“The  coffee  is  good  this  year,  Juanita. 
Fifteen  tareas  of  it,  and  the  best  crop 
I’ve  ever  seen!  It’s  odd  that  Papa 
would  never  rent  that  slope  from 
Uncle  Miguel;  he  always  believed 
that  mountain  to  be  treacherous.  But 
I rented  it  four  years  ago,  remember? 
And  how  I worked  it!  Each  year 
barely  making  expenses!  But  look  at 
it  now,  wee  sister,  fifteen  tareas  of  it! 
It  means  I should  make  a profit  of 
more  than  a thousand  dollars  this 
year.”  Almost  carried  away  by  his 
own  enthusiasm,  he  turned  suddenly 
and  clutched  his  sister’s  arm:  “Come, 
let’s  sit  down  a minute.  I want  to 
make  a bargain  with  you!”  Juanita’s 
eyes  shone  as  she  looked  up  at  her 
brother.  This  was  indeed  a big  mo- 
ment for  her;  not  that  she  resented 
it,  but  never  before  had  he  taken  her 
into  his  confidence. 

Seated  now,  the  man  went  on:  “As 
soon  as  we  get  to  town  today,  we’ll 
go  directly  to  Father  Antonio’s  house 
and  I’ll  get  you  the  best  rosary  avail- 
able if  you  promise  me  two  things, 
O.K.?” 

Juanita’s  eyes  sparkled:  “Oh,  yes, 
Juan!” 

“Fine,  the  first  thing  then,  begin- 
ning today  you  offer  your  beads 
that,  God  willing.  I’ll  make  that  thou- 
sand dollars  and  that,”  and  here  he 
lowered  his  voice,  “and  that  Anita 
will  agree  to  marry  me  in  September! 
The  second  thing  is  that  you  keep  it 
a secret;  you  must  not  tell  a living 
soul.” 

The  little  girl  sprang  up  and  threw 
her  arms  about  his  neck:  “Oh  Juan, 
how  wonderful ! Then  she’ll  come  and 
live  with  us?” 
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“Of  course;  that’s  the  general 
idea,”  he  retorted.  But  Juanita  stepped 
back  now,  a look  of  concern  on  her 
little  face.  “What’s  the  matter,”  he 
looked  at  her  keenly.  “Aren’t  you 
glad?” 

“Oh,  yes,  Juan,  and  I hope  the 
Virgin  will  help  us,  but  I must  tell 
you  something  now;  I would  have 
before,  but  I thought  you  knew  since 
you’ve  been  so  cranky.” 

The  big  man  shook  her.  “What’s 
this  all  about?”  he  demanded  rough- 
ly. “Tell  me!” 

“Don’t  shake  me  so;  you  hurt  me 
with  your  big  hands.  I’ll  tell  you  if 
you  will  allow  me,  but  you  get  angry 
so  quickly;  and  remember,  how 
Mamita  warned  you  so  often  to  con- 
trol your  temper?” 

“Yes,  I know  that,  but  tell  me,” 
he  insisted. 

“Of  course  you  know,  but  you  don’t 
correct  yourself  I Listen,  the  last  time 
I visited  Anita  I found  cousin  San- 
tiago there.  They  were  in  the  kitchen 
laughing  and  talking  and  seemed  on 
very  friendly  terms.  He  did  not  stay 
long,  but  when  he  left,  he  said:  T’ll 
see  you  tomorrow,  Anita’  1 ” Big 
Juan’s  face  was  a sombre  mask  now. 
“And  yesterday  at  school  . . .” 
Juanita  paused. 

“Well,  what  about  yesterday?”  He 
was  very  gruff. 

“But  you’re  vexed  again,  and  Ma- 
mita told  you  that  you’re  bound  to 
lose  when  you  get  angry.” 

Her  brother  controlled  himself  with 
an  effort:  “Go  ahead,  tell  me  about 
yesterday.” 

“Well,”  she  continued,  “you  know 
our  cousin,  Linda,  Santiago’s  sister; 
she’s  quite  the  lady  now.  She  was 
boasting  about  Santiago;  about  his 
fine  city  education,  his  speeches,  all 
his  money  and  lands,  and  that  he 
could  have  any  girl  he  wished,  when- 
ever he  wished!  When  she  said  that 
she  turned  to  me  and  sneered  and 
the  other  girls  tittered.  I was  of- 
fended somehow  and  felt  that  she 


meant  you  and  Anita  . . .”  His  face 
set,  the  huge  muscles  bulging  on  his 
arms,  the  mountaineer  rose  to  his 
feet  with  the  grace  of  a panther  and 
walked  over  to  rest  his  elbow  on  the 
saddle.  He  had  heard  enough.  Juanita 
followed,  pain  in  her  eyes.  “I’m  sorry, 
Juan,”  she  said.  “I’m  really  only 
guessing.” 

His  free  arm  went  out  and  drew 
her  gently  to  him.  “No,  little  sister, 
I’ll  find  out  today,”  and  there  was 
grim  finality  in  his  voice. 

The  mule  pricked  up  her  ears  now 
and  the  steady  clop-clop  of  approach- 
ing hooves  came  to  them.  Seconds 
later,  a sweating  mule,  bjreathing 
loudly  from  exertion,  swung  into 
view.  Big  Juan  brightened  at  the 
sight  of  the  rider:  “Bartolo!”  he 
greeted  heartily,  “what  brings  you  up 
here  so  early?” 

The  new-comer  pulled  to  a halt 
abreast  of  them  and  with  a friendly 
nod  to  Juanita  extended  his  hand  to 
his  neighbour.  “Good  morning, 
Juan!”  his  voice  was  quiet.  “It’s  good 
to  see  you.” 

It  was  evident  from  their  open 
friendly  appraisal  of  each  other  that 
here  were  two  very  close  friends  de- 
spite their  contrasting  characteristics. 
As  quick,  erratic,  given  to  moods,  as 
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was  Big  Juan,  Bartolo  was  slow,  logi- 
cal, deliberate. 

“Thought  I’d  come  up  and  take  a 
look  at  my  coffee;  so  far,  the  crop 
seems  promising.”  Bartolo  permitted 
himself  to  be  slightly  optimistic.  “Of 
course  your  coffee  is  wonderful  this 
year;  just  as  good  as  mine!” 

Big  Juan  broke  in.  “We’ll  see  in 
a month  or  so.”  Bartolo  went  on, 
“Well,  I must  get  up  there  before  the 
sun  gets  too  hot.  I see  you’re  off  to 
the  village,  so  I’ll  see  you  this  even- 
ing probably.”  He  nudged  his  mule 


forward.  But  approaching  the  end 
of  the  platform,  Bartolo  reined  in 
again,  careful  to  keep  his  eyes  on  the 
valley  below:  “I  suppose  you’ve  heard 
the  news?” 

Big  Juan  was  suddenly  alert: 
“What  news?” 

“Well,”  the  other  went  on,  “some 
people  say  that  Jacobo  has  been 
sheriff  long  enough;  that  he’s  too  old 
now  and  inefficient;  they  say  that 
Santiago  is  the  man  we  need.”  With 
this  Bartolo  gave  rein  to  his  mule 
and  was  soon  out  of  sight. 


CHAPTER  II 


His  face  a forbidding  mask,  the 
farmer  urged  his  mount  down  the 
trail,  completely  forgetful  of  Juanita 
who  had  heard  the  news  and  already 
was  guessing  its  import.  With  some- 
thing akin  to  devotion  she  looked  at 
the  brawny  shoulders  before  her, 
then  blessed  herself  quickly,  praying 
silently;  “Dear  Lady,  please  help  him 
to  control  his  temper  I Help  him  solve 
his  problems!  He  has  a good  heart, 
dear  Lady;  his  sudden  anger  is  his 
only  weakness.” 

His  head  bent  low,  her  brother 
gave  himself  over  completely  to  his 
bitterness,  and  for  the  third  time  that 
day  dark  hatred  filled  his  heart.  So, 
it’s  Santiago  again,  eh?  I might  have 
known  it!  Imagine!  Jacobo  too  old! 
Why,  he’s  not  any  older  than  Bar- 
tolo, around  forty  perhaps,  and  the 
best  sheriff  we’ve  ever  had  in  this 
country!  Not  once  has  he  abused  his 
authority  or  “squeezed”  the  poor 
humble  folk  as  so  many  in  his  posi- 
tion are  doing  and  growing  rich  by 
it!  But  Santiago  is  smart  with  his 
glib  tongue  and  his  veiled  insinua- 
tions; he  was  always  cunning,  even 
as  a bare-footed  urchin.  Uncle 
Miguel  is  dead  now,  and  there’s  only 
Aunt  Rosa,  his  mother.  She  could 
never  control  him.  So  I’ll  wager  that 
Santiago  will  get  just  about  anything 


he  wants;  anything  offering  new  op- 
portunities, such  as  being  sheriff. 
But  most  important  of  all,  there’s 
Anita.  For  four  years  we’ve  been 
publicly  engaged,  even  before  she 
left  the  valley  to  cook  for  Father 
Antonio.  But  how  could  I ask  her 
to  share  my  poverty,  willing  as  she 
was?  A man  has  his  pride!  I rented 
that  slope  and  worked  it,  hoping  and 
praying  I’d  realize  enough  to  build 
her  a nice  house  and  offer  her  a few 
comforts,  but  each  year  the  crops 
failed.  Meanwhile  she  has  been  wait- 
ing and  it  has  been  humiliating  for 
her.  I cannot  blame  her;  she  also 
has  a right  to  her  personal  pride. 
I’ve  been  a complete  fool.  I should 
have  married  her  when  I was  sure  of 
her  affections.  Now,  from  what  I 
hear.  I’m  not  so  sure.  Besides  being 
wealthy,  Santiago  is  handsome,  and 
can  be  most  charming  and  witty  when 
he  chooses.  He  may  have  Anita 
fascinated,  bewitched.  But  I know 
him  for  what  he  is.  I’ve  seen  him  at 
dances  and  have  heard  his  vile  talk! 
He  has  no  respect  for  clean  woman- 
hood, and  by  the  breath  of  my  fore- 
fathers if  he  as  much  as  lays  a hand 
on  Anita,  I’ll  kill  him  with  my  bare 
hands. 

Juanita  too,  busy  with  her  own 
thoughts,  and  with  more  wisdom  than 
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she  was  aware  of,  analyzed  the  mutual 
antagonism  of  Juan  and  cousin  San- 
tiago. As  far  back  as  she  could  re- 
member, they  had  disliked  each  other. 
Precisely  why,  she  was  not  certain, 
but  probably  because  of  Santiago’s 
superior  attitude,  his  cutting  sarcasm, 
and  his  ability  for  making  a com- 
plete fool  of  her  brother.  Entirely 
without  guile  or  pretense,  but  lack- 
ing a facile  tongue,  Juan  always  had 
to  concentrate  on  controlling  the 
anger  that  surged  within  him  and  as 
a result  had  always  stood  mute,  in- 
articulate, as  his  cousin  and  his 
friends  laughed  in  ridicule.  Juan 
would  return  home  then,  silent  and 
brooding,  but  Mamita  with  one  glance 
always  knew.  “My  son,”  she  would 
counsel  him,  “you  take  Santiago  too 
seriously.  He  wants  to  make  you 
angry.  Don’t  satisfy  him.  Laugh  at 
him.  Say  comical  things  to  the  others 
about  him;  invent,  if  you  must,  little 
stories.  Otherwise,  you  will  not  be 
able  to  further  repress  your  anger, 
and  when  that  happens,  you’ll  be  in 
serious  trouble;  perhaps  all  of  us.” 
But  big  honest  Juan  could  never 
laugh  at  others,  even  Santiago,  much 
less  tell  fibs  about  him  for  the  amuse- 
ment of  those  who  stood  about.  So, 
fearing  his  own  temper  even  more 
than  his  cousin’s  insults,  and  know- 
ing he  could  crush  the  life  out  of  him 
in  an  instant,  he  had  adopted  the 
simple  expedient  of  avoiding  his  ad- 
versary, visiting  only  with  Bartolo, 
Enrique,  and  a few  other  loyal 
friends.  Only  when  necessary  would 
he  assist  at  the  meetings  in  the  val- 
ley, and  then  saying  little,  keeping 
himself  in  the  background. 

But  on  Carnival  day  a month  ago 
it  was  different,  Juanita  recalled. 
Her  brother,  as  all  other  young 
men,  had  to  go  and  participate  in  the 
games,  as  the  authorities  had  so  or- 
dered. And  how  proud  she  was  of 
Juan  that  day.  In  the  few  contests 
in  which  he  took  part,  such  as  weight- 


lifting, running  and  jumping,  he 
won  seemingly  without  effort  and  was 
embarrassed  by  the  applause.  But 
Santiago  was  there  too,  and  furtively 
she  had  watched  him.  Immaculate- 
ly groomed  as  usual,  he  was  the  mag- 
netic center  of  the  small  select  group 
he  had  gathered  about  him.  It 
seemed  that  he  was  possessed  of 
Satan’s  own  cleverness  that  day;  for 
each  contestant,  each  event,  he  had 
a humorous,  sophisticated  comment 
which  drew  shouts  of  laughter  from 
his  audience.  But  for  Juan,  whose 
prowess  and  applause  he  secretly 
envied,  Santiago’s  remarks  were  es- 
pecially ludicrous  and  caustic.  Juan, 
silent  as  usual,  feigned  indifference, 
but  she  guessed  the  effort  it  had  cost 
him  and  secretly  prayed  Our  Lady 
to  give  him  strength.  Then,  feeling 
a hand  on  her  shoulders,  she  had 
turned  quickly  to  find  Bartolo  look- 
ing down  at  her,  infinite  kindness  in 
his  eyes.  It  was  too  much.  Throw- 
ing her  arms  tightly  about  his  waist, 
and  pressing  her  face  against  him, 
she  released  her  grief  as  the  bitter 
sobs  shook  her.  Bartolo  bent  down 
and  whispered: 

“Not  here,  Juanita.  Juan  might 
see  you.  Come  over  here  and  stay 
with  my  wife;  she  understands  as  I 
do!” 

Then,  with  Martha’s  motherly  arm 
about  her,  she  saw  Bartolo  disappear 
into  the  crowd.  Now,  a sudden 
silence  fell  on  the  throng  as  a spokes- 
man from  the  platform  raised  his 
hand  for  attention. 

“Friends,  a word  about  our  last 
event,  which,  as  you  know,  is  a horse- 
breaking  contest;  the  prize  going  to 
that  rider  who  is  not  thrown.  As  you 
see,  the  animals  selected  are  full 
grown  and  extremely  nervous.  Not 
one  of  them  has  ever  been  ridden  be- 
fore. These  contests  can  be  danger- 
ous both  to  rider  and  spectator  alike, 
so  stand  back,  all  of  you,  to  a safe 
distance ! ” 
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Then 

Rearing  High 
It  Turned 
About  . . . 
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Keenly  anticipating  this  most 
popular  of  all  spectacles,  the  crowd 
had  retired  noisily  like  a group  of 
eager  children,  leaving  the  plaza 
empty.  And  now,  all  eyes  were 
turned  to  the  corrals  where  each  ani- 
mal, bridled  and  saddled,  stood  trem- 
bling in  its  private  enclosure.  A 
brawny  youth,  agile  as  a cat,  swung 
up  and  balanced  himself  on  the  rail- 
ing as  an  attendant,  with  a snap  of 
his  wrist  tightened  the  animal’s  kid- 
ney-strap and  swung  open  the  gate. 
The  horse  sprang  forward,  the  rider 
dropped  into  the  saddle,  and  the 
show  was  on.  The  terrified  horse 
skidded  to  a stop  and  reared  high, 
his  eyes  blazing;  then,  with  his  head 
low  and  his  legs  as  stiff  as  ramrods, 
crow-hopped  from  side  to  side,  send- 
ing the  youth  sprawling  with  one 
mighty  lurch.  The  first  contestant 


had  had  his  opportunity.  The 
crowd  went  wild.  The  second  rider 
sat  on  his  horse  slightly  longer,  but 
he  too  came  to  the  same  inglorious 
end,  the  people  yelling  in  sheer  aban- 
don. And  so  it  had  gone,  each  skit- 
tish horse  quickly  ridding  himself  of 
its  rider  in  dangerous,  although 
comical  fashion,  to  the  great  amuse- 
ment of  the  spectators.  Now,  there 
was  a pause.  The  sixth  and  last 
animal  was  to  be  released  but  the 
contestant  failed  to  appear. 

“Where  is  the  rider?  Get  the 
rider!” 

Then,  from  the  platform  the 
spokesman  raised  his  hand  again, 
and  gaining  the  attention  of  the 
throng,  announced: 

“Friends,  the  last  contestant  does 
not  appear,  but  I recommend  an 
excellent  substitute;  a young  giant 
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who  has  made  himself  conspicuous 
today  as  an  athlete!  I am  told  he  is 
also  an  excellent  horseman.  Please 
come  forward,  Big  Juan  Alvarez!” 
How  well  Juanita  remembered  that 
anxious  moment  as  the  crowd  yelled 
approval. 

“No,  Juan,  don’t  go!”  she  had 
called  out,  a sudden  strange  fear 
gripping  her.  But  Martha’s  arm 
tightened  about  her. 

“Hush,  child,  do  not  fear.  If 
j anyone  can  ride  that  horse  he  can. 

I Anyway,  he  has  to  try.  Would  you 

1 have  him  called  a coward?” 

I 

Her  brother  and  Bartolo  were 
I striding  forward,  and,  as  they  neared 
' the  corrals,  Santiago  had  called  out 
his  taunt. 

i “Hurry  up,  Alvarez ! Don’t  be 

afraid!” 

The  throng  roared  with  laughter. 
Juan  as  usual  made  no  reply,  but 
his  face  was  defiant  as  he  swung 
with  easy  grace  to  the  railing,  poised, 
and  sprang  as  the  frenzied  animal 
leapt  from  the  pen.  As  in  a parox- 
ysm of  pain,  the  horse  with  flat- 
tened ears  and  dilated  nostrils  cried 
out  in  anger  and  defiance  as  the 
weight  of  the  heavy  man  settled  upon 
it.  Instinctively  the  people  moved 
back  realizing  that  here  was  a crazed, 
vicious  animal,  capable  of  killing  its 
rider.  Screaming  and  snorting,  the 
horse  bucked  violently  at  first,  then 
with  a terrific  burst  of  speed  ran 
wildly  to  the  end  of  the  plaza,  the 
crowd  scampering  out  of  its  path. 
Then,  rearing  high,  it  turned  about, 
lowered  its  head  to  the  ground,  and 
hopped  stiff-legged  from  side  to  side 
in  a vain  attempt  to  dislodge  the 
rider.  Then  Juan,  his  sweating  face 
in  anguish,  called  out:  “Out  of  the 

way,”  as  the  animal,  with  terrifying 
speed  pounded  across  the  turf, 
through  the  frightened  crowd  and  be- 
yond, into  a grassy  hollow  where  the 
rain  water  had  collected.  Surprised 
by  the  slippery  footing,  the  animal 


stumbled,  and  pinning  his  rider 
beneath  him,  slid  several  feet  in  the 
muck  and  then,  with  a sudden  lurch, 
was  up  and  away,  freed  at  last.  Big 
Juan,  well  covered  with  mud,  rose 
slowly  to  his  feet  realizing  he  was  a 
pretty  sight  indeed,  and  quite  pre- 
pared for  the  good-natured  laughter 
that  now  replaced  the  tension  of  a 
few  seconds  before.  But  Santiago’s 
great  moment  of  the  day  had  come 
and  he  made  the  most  of  it.  Stamp- 
ing about,  slapping  his  thighs,  his 
loud  mirthless  laughter  caught  and 
held  the  attention  of  all  as  his  di- 
sheveled cousin  strode  across  the 
green.  But  suddenly  the  laughter 
died  away  as  all  noticed;  the  young 
giant  with  fearful  countenance  and 
measured  stride  was  stalking  down 
his  cousin! 

Juanita,  watching  in  anguish,  had 
called  out:  “Stop  him,  somebody! 

Stop  him!” 

Then  Bartolo  and  a few  others 
ran  forward  to  intercept  him,  but 
Juan  with  unslackened  pace  sent  them 
tumbling  with  his  mighty  arms  and 
went  on,  each  step  bringing  him 
closer  to  the  man  he  would  break  in 
two!  Striving  desperately  to  strike 
a pose  of  insolent  bravado,  Santiago 
watched  grimly,  his  hand  close  to  the 
revolver  on  his  hip.  But  a deadly 
fear  was  gripping  him,  mastering 
him,  and  then  when  he  could  stand 
it  no  longer  he  turned  quickly  and 
ducked  back  into  the  crowd.  It  was 
then  that  Juanita,  running  for  ages 
it  had  seemed  to  her,  threw  herself 
at  her  brother,  and  holding  tightly 
to  his  legs,  sobbed  hysterically.  The 
people  stared,  fascinated.  The  big 
man  stopped,  and  looked  down  at 
the  child  at  his  feet.  Then  slowly, 
the  anger  chiseled  on  his  face  gave 
way  to  a look  of  acute  suffering,  as, 
bending  down,  he  lifted  her  tenderly 
to  his  breast. 
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Bartolo  returned  to  him  then,  his 
voice  casual:  “Come,  Juan,  Fll  walk 
home  with  you.”  Without  a word 
the  big  fellow  turned  to  follow.  The 
crowd  was  hushed,  almost  respectful 
it  seemed,  as  they  walked  across  the 
plaza  to  the  path  up  the  mountain 
side. 

But  again  the  strange  nagging  un- 
easiness possessed  Juanita  as  she 
trudged  up  the  path  behind  the  two 
men.  Several  times  she  had  wit- 
nessed such  horse-breaking  contests 
and  never  had  seen  such  a dangerous 
animal.  Why  had  it  been  so  vicious? 
Why  had  it  seemed  in  such  great 
pain?  On  her  way  to  school  the 
next  morning  she  met  Bartolo  who 
explained  it  all.  In  his  mad  flight 


from  the  valley,  the  runaway  horse, 
identified  now  as  belonging  to  Santi- 
ago, had  rid  himself  of  the  saddle. 
Eduardo,  Bartolo’s  young  son,  had 
found  it.  Cleverly  attached  to  the 
pads  in  such  a way  that  their  needle 
sharp  thorns  would  pierce  the  ani- 
mal’s flesh,  were  several  leaves  of 
prickly-pear.  It  was  an  old  trick, 
and  Santiago  had  carried  it  off  well. 

“But,  say  nothing  to  anyone,” 
Bartolo  went  on  to  caution  her. 
“Your  brother  is  too  expert  a horse- 
man to  be  fooled.  He  knows  some 
such  trick  was  played  on  him;  he 
even  suspects  your  cousin  but  pre- 
fers to  remain  silent,  probably  be- 
cause he  does  not  trust  himself.” 


CHAPTER  IV 


“Buenos  dias,  Carlos!” 

Juan’s  greeting  to  a friend  brought 
the  little  girl  back  to  reality.  They 
had  already  arrived  at  the  town  and 
were  making  their  way  down  the 
main  street,  the  mule  dodging  ex- 
pertly in  and  out  among  other  ani- 
mals laden  with  garden  produce. 
For  it  was  market  day  in  the  town, 
an  occasion  of  unfailing  fascination 
for  these  humble  country  folk  who 
enjoyed  but  few  social  pleasures. 
For  them,  market  day  took  on  the 
aspect  of  a holiday  rather  than  one 
of  barter  and  trade;  a time  for  re- 
newed friendships,  friendly  gather- 
ings, contagious  laughter  and  lively 
banter.  Big  Juan  and  Juanita  were 
not  immune  to  such  a convivial  at- 
mosphere, and  their  eyes  sparkled 
with  pleasure  at  the  good-natured 
raillery  and  friendly  jests  of  those 
with  whom  they  held  so  much  in 
common.  But  their  respite  from 
their  worries  was  short-lived.  Ar- 
riving now  at  the  main  square,  the 
farmer’s  voice  was  low  as  he  spoke 
over  his  shoulder. 

“Look  over  there  on  the  park 
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bench,  Juanita!  He  knows  how  to  I 
cultivate  important  people!”  1 

His  sister’s  quick  glance  took  in  f 
Santiago,  immaculate  in  his  riding  n 
habit,  engaged  in  animated  and  ’ 
friendly  conversation  with  the  mayor. 
Her  brother’s  voice  was  bitter  now: 
“I’ve  often  heard  it  whispered  i 
that  ]Mr.  Mayor  is  not  above  taking  j 
a bribe;  our  cousin  can  offer  an  ^ 
attractive  one,  if  necessary!”  J 

She  clutched  his  arm:  “Hush,  J 

Juan,  you  must  not  think  so  unkind-  ^ 
ly!”  But  as  she  spoke  she  felt  that 
her  brother’s  insinuations  could  | 
easily  be  the  truth,  and  suddenly  she 
wished  they  could  move  away  to  f 
some  remote  corner  of  the  country  k 
where  Santiago  would  never  find  a 
them.  S 

Arriving,  moments  later,  at  the  X 
parish  house,  the  sacristan  informed  | 
them  that  Father  Antonio  had  been  S 
called  to  a distant  campo  on  a sick-  H 
call,  and  on  hearing  this  the  big  fel-  K 
low  stood  irresolute,  frustrated,  al-  h 
lowing  depression  to  flood  his  being,  f 
All  morning  he  had  clutched  at  the  K 
hope  of  revealing  his  problems  to  the  ■ 
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"May  I Have 
^ This  One,  Juan? 


on  his  way  to  visit  Anita  right  now! 

If  their  visits  were  to  coincide  . . ! 
Meanwhile,  Juanita  had  taken  posses- 
sion of  the  sacristan  and  with  youth- 
ful enthusiasm  was  attending  to  the 
business  of  selecting  the  gift  pro- 
mised her. 


priest;  this  one  optimistic  thought 
had  given  him  courage,  knowing 
that  in  his  pastor  he  would  find  the 
guidance  and  counsel  he  so  badly 
needed.  Now,  left  to  his  own  re- 
sources, and  confronted  with  the  new 
problem  of  a possible  rival,  he  felt 
completely  unequal  to  the  task  of 
approaching  Anita.  He  was  only  a 
simple  farmer  and  knew  nothing  of 
the  art  of  diplomacy  or  fine  language. 
What  could  he  say  to  Anita?  How 
could  he  determine  if  she  was  now 
interested  in  his  cousin?  After  all, 
she  had  a right  to  be;  he  had  kept 
her  waiting  too  long.  How  could 
he  conceal  his  hatred  of  Santiago 
’ and  at  the  same  time  manifest  his 
I confidence  in  her?  If  Father  An- 
I tonio  were  only  here!  Moreover, 
f Santiago  was  in  town  and  could  be 


“May  I have  this  one,  Juan?” 
With  an  effort  he  brought  himself 
back  to  matters  at  hand  as  his  sis- 
ter, with  radiant  face,  held  up  a 
beautiful  white  rosary  for  his  in- 
spection. 

Of  course,  if  you  like  it.” 

He  tried  vainly  to  look  interested. 
But  Juanita  was  quick  to  sense  his 
mood  of  frustration  as  he  paid  the 
sacristan  and  stepped  to  the  door. 

“Juan,”  she  whispered,  “are  you 
not  going  to  see  Anita?”. 

“Perhaps,”  he  replied,  “if  she’s 
alone.  You  go  and  find  out;  I’ll 
wait  in  the  church.” 

A moment  later  Juanita  stepped 
into  the  cool,  silent  church  to  find 
her  brother  kneeling  in  front  of 
Our  Lady’s  altar. 

“Juan,”  she  whispered,  pain  in 
her  voice,  “Linda  is  there  with 
Anita!  I peeked  into  the  kitchen 
as  they  were  looking  at  some  white 
silk.  They  did  not  see  me!” 


; 
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His  words  were  caustic.  “It’s 
just  as  well  . . . white  silk  is  com- 
monly used  for  wedding  gowns ! 
We’ll  say  the  rosary  now,  and  then 
I guess  we’ll  go  home!” 

Convinced  now  that  Anita  had 
pledged  her  troth  to  his  cousin,  the 
mountaineer  threw  himself  into  his 
work  with  a mad  frenzy.  His  dreams 
were  shattered.  The  years  of  plan- 
ning, saving,  and  arduous  work  had 
been  all  in  vain;  his  long  cherished 
hope  of  making  her  his  bride  had 
come  to  nothing.  She  had  chosen 
another  man  which  was  her  undeni- 
able privilege.  It  was  his  fault  and 
now  he  must  accept  the  consequences 
of  his  own  stupidity.  The  news  of 
the  pending  marriage  was  very  pro- 
bably moving  from  lip  to  lip;  Linda 
would  see  to  that.  Again  Santiago 
had  made  him  the  laughing-stock  of 
the  whole  valley;  again  he  had  won, 
but  this  time  it  was  a major  victory 
and  a permanent  one.  In  a few 
weeks  the  coffee  would  be  ready. 
He  would  harvest  it  and  leave.  Sul- 
lenly, bitterly,  he  withdrew  himself 
farther  and  farther  into  his  shell  of 
brooding  silence.  Long  before  dawn 
he  would  leave  the  cabin  to  seek  out 
the  most  secluded  parts  of  his  coffee 
grove  to  spend  the  day  in  feverish 
toil,  his  frustration  driving  him  like 
a whiplash.  Returning,  uterly  ex- 
hausted, in  the  evening  and  with 
scarcely  a word  to  Juanita,  he  would 
eat  in  silence,  drone  out  the  rosary 
with  her,  and  throw  himself  on  his 
crude  bed,  praying  for  blessed  sleep. 

Well  aware  of  her  brother’s  des- 
pondent frame  of  mind,  and  fearing 
it  would  lead  to  a disastrous  cli- 
max, Juanita  instinctively  sought 
out  Bartolo,  and  poured  out  her  wor- 
ries to  him. 

“Yes,  it  is  most  unfortunate,”  he 
said  with  his  usual  calm,  “but  it  is 
evident  that  Juan  wants  to  be  alone 
now.  All  I can  offer  him  is  sym- 


pathy and  that  is  precisely  what  he 
does  not  want.  Do  not  worry,  my 
dear;  his  work  is  what’s  best  for  him 
now.  But  be  sure  that  I’ll  stay  close 
to  him,  even  though  he  may  not  know 
it.” 

The  little  girl  clutched  his  rough, 
calloused  hand  and  pressed  it  to  her 
lips. 

“Oh,  Bartolo!”  Her  voice  was 
unsteady.  “I’ll  never  forget  your 
kindness ! ” 

It  was  mid-morning  on  Friday 
when  Big  Juan  discovered  he  had 
forgotten  his  whetstone  and  decided 
to  return  to  the  hut  for  it.  But  as 
he  approached  the  cabin  he  noticed 
that  the  door  stood  ajar.  Strange, 
Juanita  must  be  back  from  school  he 
mused  to  himself,  gaining  the  thres- 
hold. The  hasp  had  been  wrenched 
from  the  lock;  someone  had  broken 
into  the  house.  He  paused,  then 
quietly  eased  himself  into  the  room. 
No  one  was  there  and  all  seemed  in 
order.  Then,  with  cat-like  grace  he 
moved  to  the  bedroom  door,  pushed 
it  open  and  stepped  back  quickly, 
ready  for  the  intruder. 

“Who’s  there?”  he  growled. 

But  there  was  no  sound.  He  wait- 
ed a few  seconds,  then  stepping  cau- 
tiously into  the  gloomy  room  he 
gained  the  opposite  wall  and  un- 
fastened a small  door  that  served  as 
a window.  Daylight  flooded  in.  He 
swung  about.  The  intruder  had  gone, 
and  nothing  seemed  disturbed.  No! 
His  strong-box!  It  was  not  in  its 
accustomed  place  under  the  bed ! 
Bending  down  quickly,  he  pulled  it 
into  full  view;  the  lock  had  been 
forced  open.  Flipping  back  the  lid, 
he  found  the  contents  in  wild  dis- 
order. “My  money!”  he  gasped, 
and  opened  a secret  compartment. 
But  it  was  there;  all  of  it.  Care- 
fully now,  he  examined  and  sorted 
his  papers  and  documents.  Noth- 
ing seemed  to  be  missing.  Puzzled, 
he  sat  back  on  his  heels.  Who  was 
the  thief?  What  had  he  taken? 
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“Are  you  there,  Juan?”  Bartolo’s 
voice  startled  him. 

“Yes!”  he  called  back.  “Come  in, 
Bartolo,  and  tell  me  what  you  think 
of  this!”  The  elder  man  listened 
carefully  as  Big  Juan  told  him  of  the 
forced  entry  into  the  house  and  the 
rifled  strong-box. 

“But  everything  seems  to  be 
there!”  he  exclaimed.  “I  cannot 
imagine  what  was  taken!” 

“Listen,  Juan,”  Bartolo  put  a kind- 
ly hand  on  his  shoulder.  “I  have 
news  for  you  which  may  explain  the 
riddle.”  The  young  giant  tensed  and 
looked  sharply  at  his  friend.  “Did 
you  know,”  Bartolo  asked,  “that  San- 
tiago was  made  sheriff  on  Tuesday?” 
“No,  but  I was  expecting  it;  on 
Saturday  . . . .”  Bartolo  put  up  a 
hand  to  silence  him. 

“A  while  ago  he  called  me  to  his 
house  and  told  me  to  bring  you  a 
message.” 

“Well?”  Juan  snapped. 

“He  orders  you  to  keep  off  his 
property;  the  slope  you  rented  from 
his  father.  He  says  there  is  no  writ- 
ten contract  and  that  you  have  not 
paid  the  rent  agreed  on;  that  legally 
the  coffee  is  his.  Moreover,he  warns 
you  that  if  you  cause  a disturbance 
he’ll  have  you  arrested!” 

The  mountaineer’s  grip  on  Barto- 
lo’s arm  was  like  a vice.  He  spoke 
slowly,  trying  to  control  his  voice. 

MISSIONS 


“Santiago  is  a liar!  I have  the  jl' 

signed  ...”  He  paused,  and  knelt  [ 

down  in  front  of  the  strong-box;  ^ 

“The  receipts  signed  by  Uncle  Mi-  * j 
guel! — He  took  diem!”  |j 

Feverishly  he  went  through  his 
papers  again.  The  receipts  were  not 
there.  He  rose  to  his  feet,  his  face  ; 

working,  and  strode  to  the  door. 

Bartolo  leaped  in  front  of  him.  , ji 

“Wait,  Juan ! We’ll  go  to  Father  i |i 

Antonio ! He  has  great  influence  | j; 

with  the  authorities!  He’ll  help  you.”  ' 

The  big  fellow  paused,  his  mas-  i| 
sive  chest  heaving.  1 1 

“Bartolo,  in  jail  or  out,  Fm  ruin-  || 
ed!  The  receipts  are  probably  des-  i 
troyed,  so  what  proof  has  Father  | | 
Antonio  to  go  on?  Santiago  has 
crushed  me,  finally!  His  one  delight 
has  been  to  make  a fool  of  me!”  His 
voice  rose  to  a mad-man’s  scream  as 
he  went  forward  again,  pressing  : ! 

against  his  friend.  “He  took  Anita  i 
away  from  me  and  now  he  robs  me 
of  my  food!  He  has  crushed  me! 

Well,  he’ll  pay  now,  with  his  life! 

I’ll  tear  him  limb  from  limb!” 

“Don’t  be  a fool,  Juan!”  Bartolo 
implored. 

But  the  other  shoved  him  roughly 
aside  and  ran  down  the  trail,  his  f: 
face  terrible  to  see. 

He  was  as  one  possessed.  As 
lithesome  and  graceful  as  an  angry 
panther  whose  one  urge  was  to  strike 
and  kill,  he  sped  down  the  narrow 
trail  completely  oblivious  of  its  dan- 
gers, inarticulate  sounds  in  his  i 

throat.  Insensible  to  fatigue  and  to 
the  perspiration  that  soaked  his  clo- 
thing, he  ran  on.  Soon  he  reached 
the  valley,  and  then  with  the  cunning 
of  an  animal  on  the  hunt,  he  aban- 
doned the  usual  paths  to  glide  silent- 
ly from  thicket  to  thicket,  each  bound 
bringing  him  closer  to  the  man  he 
would  destroy.  Now  he  gained  the 
opposite  slope  and  without  slackening 
his  speed  he  started  upward,  his 
heart  pounding  out  in  healthy,  un- 
tiring, rhythm  against  his  ribs.  But 
for  some  moments  now  he  was  dimly  ; | 
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conscious  of  a rattling  sound  as  he 
sped  along.  Something  seemed  to 
be  striking  against  his  leather  scab- 
bard, into  which  his  machete  fitted 
snugly.  The  persistent  rattle  annoy- 
ed him,  and  impatiently  he  stopped 
to  investigate.  It  was  his  rosary. 
It  had  jumped  from  his  pocket  to 
dangle  loosely  from  the  handle  of  his 
long  knife.  Mechanically  he  took  it 
in  his  hands  and  started  running 
again.  But  as  one  who  strives  to 
shake  off  the  torpor  of  deep  sleep. 
Big  Juan  tried  now  to  grasp  and 
hold  the  thought  that  pounded  in- 
sistently in  his  brain.  He  paused 
again  and  slowly  unclasped  his  fin- 
gers. Mamita’s  rosary!  It  was  hang- 
ing on  the  grip  of  his  machete!  He 
was  about  to  kill!  To  shed  blood! 
Mamita  had  put  his  rosary  there  to 
stop  him!  The  realization  of  his 
dreadful  purpose  fully  dawned  on 
him  and  suddenly  the  bitter  sobs 
shook  him:  “Oh,  Mamita!  Oh,  Vir- 
gen  Santisima!”  he  cried,  and  fell  to 
his  knees  weeping  like  a child.  Then 
it  came;  a low  rumble  as  of  distant 
thunder.  It  grew  louder,  came  closer, 
and  now  the  mountain  was  trembling 
violently  beneath  him.  He  sprang  to 
his  feet.  “Un  temblor!”  His  voice 
was  frantic.  It’s  God’s  punishment 
for  my  sins!  I must  go  to  Juanita!” 
He  turned  to  run,  striving  to  keep 
his  balance,  but  with  a terrifying 
roar  an  avalanche  of  boulders  and 
trees  was  sweeping  down  upon  him. 
A flying  rock  caught  him  on  the  side 
of  the  head  and  he  stumbled  forward 
as  a tree  crashed  across  his  back  . . . 
and  then  oblivion. 

Candlelight  flickered  and  danced 
in  Bartolo’s  cabin.  All  was  silent 
except  for  the  soft  padding  of  Mar- 
tha’s feet  as  she  moved  across  the 
room  to  kneel  at  a rough  couch  in 
the  corner. 

“She’s  all  right  now,  Bartolo.”  She 
turned  to  smile  at  her  husband  who 
sat  close  by.  “It  has  been  a trying 
day  for  her;  enough  to  drive  any- 
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one  to  hysterics.  She’ll  awaken  soon; 
when  she  does,  wash  the  grime  from 
her  face.  I’ll  prepare  some  hot 
soup.” 

Presently  Juanita’s  eyes  opened 
and  she  looked  about  quickly.  Bar- 
tolo knelt  at  her  side,  his  cool  hand 
on  her  brow. 

“Don’t  be  afraid,  Juanita;  you’re 
here  with  us,  safe.” 

“But,  Juan!”  she  sat  up,  fear  in 
her  dark  eyes.  “We  must  find  him!” 

Long  graceful  arms  embraced  her. 
It  was  Anita. 

“Juan  is  here,  safe  too!”  she 
whispered.  “He’s  in  the  bed-room. 
Bartolo  and  Jacobo  found  him.  He’ll 
soon  be  better,  but  we  must  let  him 
rest!”  But  now  with  supple  strength, 
the  little  girl  freed  herself  and  faced 
the  other. 

“You’re  a cheap  traitor!”  she 
blazed,  “you  and  Santiago!” 

The  elder  girl’s  voice  was  calm. 
“Wicked  lies,  all  of  them!  Santiago 
did  ask  me  to  marry  him,  but  I 
would  not  hear  of  it!  But  I had  to 
be  cunning  with  him;  several  times 
he  revealed  his  hatred  for  Juan. 
Yesterday  he  came  again,  insistent, 
and  when  I refused  he  said:  ‘Go 
then,  marry  your  pauper!’  and  stamp- 
ed out.  I was  so  worried  I had  to 
come!” 

Tears  streaming  down  her  dirty 
cheeks,  Juanita  threw  her  arms  about 
Anita’s  neck. 

“Oh,  thank  God!  Oh,  Anita,  for- 
give me!”  The  little  girl  stirred 
again.  “The  white  silk  ...” 

“Wait  till  you  see  it,  Juanita!” 
Anita’s  eyes  were  glowing.  “It’s  to  be 
my  wedding  gown,  whenever  Juan  is 
ready!” 

There  was  a discreet  knock  at  the 
open  door  and  all  three  turned  to 
see  Jacobo  standing  there.  Bartolo 
rose  to  greet  him.  ' 

“Come  in,  Jacobo.”  The  visitor 
limped  across  the  room,  favouring 
a leg  he  had  injured  many  years 
before,  his  clothes  soiled  with  sweat 
and  dust. 
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“Juan,”  he  asked.  “How  is  he?” 

“He’s  resting  now.  In  a day  or 
two  he’ll  be  well  again,”  Bartolo  re- 
plied. 

Jacobo  accepted  a chair  and  sat 
down,  his  bad  leg  out  straight. 

“We’ve  just  found  Santiago,  killed 
by  the  avalanche,  poor  fellow.  He 


was  in  Juan’s  coffee  grove  when  it 
happened.  A corner  of  it  was  swept 
away,  burying  him.  His  poor  mother 
is  frantic;  but  she  called  me  aside 
before  I left.  ‘Tell  Juan,’  she  said 
‘I  ask  God  he’ll  get  better  and  that 
he’ll  have  such  a good  harvest’ ! ” 

The  End 


ACROSS 

4.  Being  without  bodies. 

8.  They  are  pure  spirits. 

9.  Mix  up  re  songs  (anagram). 

10.  In;  which  20,  often  in  15,  tells  us  about 
1,  4,  5,  16,  17  and  even  24,  amongst 
other  things. 

11.  Late  splits  abbreviation  of  a man’s 
name. 

12.  First  three  words  of  a national 
anthem. 

18.  Yes,  some  one  very  good  did  come 
from  there,  Nathaniel. 

20.  Sprite  (anagram). 

21.  A gim. 

22.  Powerful,  giving  force. 

23.  This  is  tricky. 

24.  Orrlces  (anagram). 
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DOWN 

1.  Part  of  Our  Lord’s  life. 

2.  Encroach;  intrude. 

3.  Melancholy. 

5.  A help  to  the  sight  without  help  of 
ears. 

6.  To  read  again. 

7.  Tried  a little  of. 

13.  Sorry. 

14.  Christian  name  of  Canadian  bishop. 

15.  Part  of  the  church  reserved  for  clergy 
and  assistants. 

16.  This  is  most  necessary  for  salvation. 

17.  These  are  not  so  necessary,  but  are  a 
great  help  and  protection  when  worn 
for  devotion. 

19.  A simple  adding  machine. 
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Changing  Your  Address? 
Send  Us  This  Address 
and  New  Address  Three 
Weeks  Before  Moving  Date 


CHECK 

YOUR 

EXPIRY 

DATE 


THE  SCAHBDHD 
FDHEIGN  MISSIDIV 
SDEIETY 


CANADA’S 

FOREIGN 

LEGION 


S.F.M. 


AN  ARMY  OF 
CANADIAN 
PRIESTS  CARRYING 
THE  MESSAGE  OF 
CHRIST  ACROSS 
THE  WORLD. 


S.F.M. 


The  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission 
Society  is  English-speaking 
Canada's  only  Society  of 
priests  whose  exclusive  work 
is  the  Foreign  Missions. 


If  you  have  a desire  to  be  a Missionary  Priest,  write  to : 

REV.  FATHER  RECTOR,  ST.  FRANCIS  XAVIER  SEMINARY, 
Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society,  Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ontario. 
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Scarboro  Bluffs,  On\ 


September, \1953 


TAKE  YOUR  PICK 

Have  you  heard  of  our  BURSE  fund?  No.  Well,  you  are  hearing 
about  it  now.  You  see  we  have  a burse  fund  and  it  has  been 
established  in  order  to  help  us  educate  our  students  for  the  priesthood. 

Do  you  know  what  a BURSE  is?  No.  Well,  here  is  the  answer.  A 
burse  is  a unit  of,  in  our  case,  ^5,000.00.  This  sum  is  invested  and 
the  interest  is  used  for  educational  purposes.  Because  the  original 
^5,000.00  is  never  spent,  a BURSE  is  a perpetual  means  of  supporting 
a student. 

Who  may  contribute  to  a BURSE?  You  may.  Yes,  you  may  con- 
tribute the  full  amount  for  a BURSE  to  be  established  in  memory  of 
some  loved  one,  or  in  honor  of  a particular  Saint,  or  to  show  your 
devotion  to  some  title  of  Our  Lord  or  Our  Lady.  Or  you  may  con- 
tribute smaller  amounts  to  help  complete  BURSES  already  started. 
A few  of  such  BURSES  are  listed  below.  Take  your  pick. 


INCOMPLETE  BURSE'S 


Amount  needed  to 

Burse  complete  Burse 

Burse 

Amount  needed  to 
complete  Burse 

St.  Ann  

^4,726 

St.  Joseph  # 2 

^2,630 

St.  Anthony  # 2 

3,830 

Jesuit  Martyrs  

4,390 

St.  Christopher  

4,832 

St.  John  Evangelist... 

3,000 

St.  Catharine  

2,300 

St.  Jude  

2,620 

Blessed  Sacrament  # 2 .... 
Comforter  of  the  Afflicted 

4,454 

4,162 

St.  Madeleine-Sophie 
Barat  

1,665 

Holy  Name  

4,208 

St.  Patrick  

2,228 

Holy  Souls  # 2 

3,618 

St.  Philomena  

4,952 

Immaculate  Conception  9^  2 

4,146 

Precious  Blood 

1,510 

Immaculate  Heart  of  Mary 

998 

Sacred  Heart  # 2 .... 

2,698 

Address  all  contributions  and  enquiries  to: 

Very  Rev.  T.  McQuaid,  S.F.M.,  Superior  General, 

Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society, 

Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ont.  (Canada) 

NOTE:  All  contributions  are  acknowledged  by  an  official  receipt  that  may  be  used  in  computing 
Income  Tax  Deductions  for  contributions  made  to  religious  and  educational  purposes. 
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EDITORIAL 


What  Are  We  Waiting  For? 

Most  of  US  Canadians  have  a fair  interest  in  the  bigger  domestic  pro- 
blems that  confront  the  United  States.  In  fact,  many  of  us  go  so  far  as  to 
expound  how  we  would  settle  some  of  these  problems:  “If  I were  Presi- 

dent ...”  It  is  just  unfortunate  that  more  of  us  have  not  at  least  an 
equal  interest  in  our  own  Canadian  domestic  problems.  We  are  so  pre- 
occupied with  the  fascinating  mote  in  the  eye  of  our  Southern  Neighbour 
that  the  ugliness  of  the  beam  that  is  festering  in  our  own  eye  is  so  entirely 
out  of  focus  that  it  appears  to  be  a nice  rosy  red.  And,  unfortunately, 
that  is  exactly  what  it  is:  red  — but  not  rosy  and  not  nice. 

If  you  have  never  heard  of  the  International  Union  of  Mine,  Mill  and 
Smelter  Workers,  it  is  about  time  that  you  did  hear  about  it;  that  is,  of 
course,  if  you  value  your  four  freedoms  and  democratic  form  of  Govern- 
ment. It  is  a labour  union  that  is  Red  to  the  core  and,  unfortunately,  is 
the  Union  that  is  labour  boss  of  the  most  important  minerals  mined  today, 
as  far  as  national  and  international  security  is  concerned — uranium  and 
heavy  water,  vital  elements  in  the  development  of  atomic  energy.  In  1949 
this  Union  was  expelled  from  the  Canadian  Congress  of  Labour  because 
its  policy  was  “consistently  directed  toward  achievement  of  the  program 
and  purposes  of  the  Communist  Party.”  (See  TIME,  June  8,  1953.) 
Further,  it  is  no  secret  that  one  of  the  Union’s  top  strategists  and  the  re- 
gional boss  for  .British  Columbia,  is  an  avowed  Communist  — the  Moscow- 
Lenin-Institute-trained  Harvey  Murphy.  And  get  this,  this  Communist  Union 
is  the  official  bargaining  agent  at  every  uranium  mine  where  it  represents 
a majority  of  the  miners.  And  this  is  by  force  of  the  present  Canadian 
labour  law. 

When  the  United  States  awoke  to  the  danger  of  the  Red  menace  that  was 
being  fostered  in  its  bosom,  it  did  something  about  it;  the  Taft-Hartley  Act 
was  passed,  barring  Communist  leadership  in  Labour  Unions.  Inasmuch 
as  the  duty  of  good  government  is  to  protect  the  nation  and  all  branches 
of  society  within  the  nation,  the  passing  of  the  Taft-Hartley  Act  might 
well  be  considered  the  most  important  domestic  legislature  of  the  past 
administration. 

When  we  consider  the  present  Communist  menace  on  our  own  domestic 
front,  we  might  well  ask  ourselves  this  question:  What  are  we  waiting  for? 
We  owe  it  to  ourselves  to  demand  that  the  government  pass  legislation 
banning  Communist  leadership  in  labour  unions.  And  when  we  con- 
sider the  importance  of  the  industry  wherein  Red  Unions  are  actually 
dictating  terms  to  our  Dominion  and  Provincial  Governments,  it  is  obvious 
that  it  is  not  only  our  own  domestic  front  that  is  being  endangered,  but  we 
are  actually  contributing  to  the  possible  Communist  enslavement  of  the  whole 
free  world. 

We,  the  people,  can  and  should  express  our  concern  and  we  can  best  do  it 
bv  writing  to  the  Prime  Minister.  The  address:  Ottawa.  The  condition  is 
grave:  so  what  are  we  waiting  for? 
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I SCARBORO  LAY  MISSIOHARY  UNION  | 

* . . . . ^ 

I The  participation  of  the  Lay  Catholic  people  in  the  work  of  the  Scarboro  j 

! Foreign  Mission  Society:  ^ 

I MONTREAL  UNIT:  ^ 

President : ! 

Mrs.  May  Dowling  | 

1170  Beaver  Hall  Sq.,  | 

Montreal,  P.Q. 

OTTAWA  UNIT:  | 

President : j 

Mrs.  John  O’Maniqiie, 

443  McLaren  St., 

t Ottawa,  Ont. 

y 

; ^ TORONTO  UNIT:  | 

: President: 

Mrs.  Wm.  Ingoldsby, 

45  Kenwood  Ave., 

I Toronto  10,  Ont. 

SPIRITUAL  BENEFITS 

j (a)  A share  in  the  30,000  Masses  celebrated  each  year  by  the  Scarboro 
Fathers. 

I (b)  A High  Mass  celebrated  for  the  intentions  of  all  Members  on  the  First 
I Friday  and  First  Saturday  of  each  month  (in  honour  of  Our  Lady  of  I 

Fatima). 

I (c)  A share  in  the  merits  of  the  Scarboro  Fathers’  work  for  the  salvation  of  i 

i souls  in  the  Missions. 

! i 

I CONDITIONS  OF  MEMBERSHIP 

i (a)  Payment  of  Membership  Fee:  $1.00. 

! (b)  Recitation  of  five  decades  of  the  Rosary  once  each  week  for  the  Missions.  i 

I (c)  Reception  of  Holy  Communion  once  a month  for  the  Missions.  i 

I (d)  Willingness  to  cooperate  in  the  work  of  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  i 

I Society. 

I Membership  in  the  Scarboro  Lay  Missionary  Union  is  open  to  all  Catholic 
I men  and  women.  Anyone  in  Montreal,  Ottawa  or  Toronto  interested  in  becom-  : 

ing  a member  of  the  Unit  in  their  respective  cities,  is  encouraged  to  contact 
the  local  president.  Your  membership  will  be  most  welcome.  Persons  living 
outside  these  three  cities  may  join  the  Scarboro  Lay  Missionary  Union  by 
writing  direct  to  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society,  Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ont.  | 
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MIRACLE 

IN 

HATO  MAYOR 

by 

Addison  Burbank 

author  of 

'Journey  Into  Faith* 

ONE  should  learn  nt^rer  to 
judge  by  appearances.  The 
ramshackle  old  church  in  Hato 
Mayor  which,  thanks  to  Fathers  Full- 
erton and  Wall,  has  been  consigned 
to  the  limbo  of  lumber  and  replaced 
by  a beautiful  new  church,  enjoyed 
the  signal  distinction  of  having 
sheltered  overryght  the  sacred  Image 
of  Nuestra  Senora  de  la  Altagracia, 
Patroness  of  the  Dominican  Re- 
public. For  this  one  night  of  its 
existence  it  will  be  reverently  re- 
membered forever.  And  because  Hato 
Mavor  was  privileged  to  be  Our 
Lady’s  host  on  this  occasion,  its  de- 
voted Catholic  people  were  permitted 
to  witness  proof  of  her  power  as 
Mediatrix  by  the  performance  of  an 
authentic  miracle 

On  the  afternoon  of  August  19, 
1922,  the  car  hearing  the  commission 
in  charge  of  returning  the  newly 
crowned  Image  of  La  Altagracia  to 
its  Sanctuary  arrived  at  Hato  Mayor 
en  route  from  Santo  Domingo  to 
Higuey.  Escorted  by  a cavalcade  of 
three  hundred  Caballeros,  Our  Lady 
entered  the  town  under  a flower- 
decked triumphal  arch  to  be  greeted 
by  the  parish  priest.  Padre  Esteban 
Rojas,  and  thousands  of  wildly  ex- 
cited townspeople  and  countryfolk. 

PoQe  SU 


Our  Lady  of  Altagracia 


The  Image  of  the  Virgin  was  placed 
in  the  parish  church  for  the  night, 
and  the  next  morning  Fray  Cipriano 
de  Utrera,  O.F.M.,  Cap.,  a member  of 
the  commmission,  celebrated  Mass 
and  preached  a sermon  on  the  differ- 
ence between  superstition  and  faith.  < 
A prominent  citizen  of  the  town,  * 
Elio  Contin  y Brea,  was  unable  to  ? 
attend  the  Mass.  For  eighteen  months  ; 
he  had  been  confined  to  his  bed,  a | 
hopeless  paralytic.  According  to  the 
testimony  of  his  physician.  Dr. 
Coradin,  he  had  been  given  over  four  S 
hundred  injections  without  showing 
the  slightest  improvement.  He  was, 
in  the  doctor’s  opinion,  incurable.  : 
After  Mass,  the  family  and  friends  ; 
of  Elio  asked  Fray  Cipriano  and  the 
other  members  of  the  commission  to 
take  the  Image  to  the  invalid’s  home. 
Their  request  was  refused  on  the  I 
grounds  that  the  holy  Image  could 
not  be  taken  to  a private  house. 

Placing  the  miraeulous  painting  of 
Our  Lady  on  the  throne  in  the  open  j 
Ford  touring  car,  the  commission  set 
out  for  Seibo,  the  next  stop  on  their 
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Our  Lady  of  Mercy  Church,  Hato  Mayor, 
Santo  Domingo.  Blessed  on  May  16,  this 
new  church  was  built  through  the  efforts  of 
the  pastor  of  Hato  Mayor,  Rev.  John  Fuller- 
ton, S.F.M.,  of  Toronto.  The  building  of  the 
new  church  was  made  possible  by  the  gener- 
ous donation  of  $31,600  from  Santo  Domingo's 
Generalissimo  Rafael  L.  Trujillo. 

itinerary.  The -amazing  story  of  the 
ensuing  hour’s  happenings  was  told 
to  Father  Fullerton  by  Elio’s  son, 
Melchor  Contin  y Alfau,  the  present 
Mayor  of  Hato  Mayor. 

As  the  commissioners’  cars  were 
leaving  town,  a tire  on  the  Ford  blew 
out.  While  it  was  being  changed,  a 
sudden  rain  storm  burst.  Seizing  the 
sacred  Image,  Fray  Cipriano  rushed 
with  it  to  the  shelter  of  the  nearest 
house,  followed  by  the  other  members 
of  the  commission  and  Dr.  Coradin. 

“It  is  fortunate  this  happened  here 
and  not  in  the  open  country,”  happily 
commented  Fray  Cipriano,  when  all 
were  safely  inside  the  house. 

“It  is  more  than  fortunate — it  is 
Providential,”  replied  Dr.  Coradin. 
“This  is  the  home  of  Elio  Contin!” 
Elio  begged  that  the  Image  be 
brought  to  his  bedside,  and  his  appeal 
was  granted.  After  all,  it  seemed  that 
Our  Lady  Herself  had  willed  it. 

Pressing  his  lips  to  the  painting, 
the  sick  man  prayed: 

“0  Virgin  of  La  Altagracia,  in- 
noculate  me  with  the  divine  balm 
with  which  thou  hast  raised  so  many 
invalids;  illumine  science  in  order 
;of  that  I may  be  restored  to  health  and 
pet  be  of  service  to  my  family.  But  if 
sel  this  is  not  possible,  may  it  be  accord- 
leit  ing  to  thy  will.” 
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The  sudden  squall  having  subsided, 
the  commissioners  returned  to  their 
cars.  They  had  hardly  left  the  house, 
however,  than  the  paralytic  leaped 
from  his  bed  and  ran  after  them. 
When  the  people  gathered  in  the  street 
saw  him  they  were  at  first  overcome 
with  astonishment.  Then,  realizing  he 
had  been  cured,  they  broke  into  tum- 
ultuous cries  of: 

“Contin!  Contin!” 

“A  miracle ! ” 

“Long  live  Our  Lady  of  Highest 
Grace!” 

Word  of  the  cure  spread  like  wild- 
fire. The  church  bells  were  rung  joy- 
ously. Everyone  ran  to  the  scene  to 
behold  the  man  who  had  risen,  if  not 
from  the  dead,  from  what  had  been 
considered  his  deathbed. 

In  the  midst  of  the  jostling,  vocifer- 
ous crowd,  Contin  stood  mute  with 
stupor  like  a suddenly  awakened 
sleep-walker.  He  seemed  unable  to 
believe  his  own  cure.  Finally  coming 
out  of  his  daze,  he  begged  Fray 
Cipriano’s  permission  to  kiss  the 
sacred  Image  once  more  as  an  act  of 
thanksgiving. 


Msgr.  Perez  Sanchez,  Vicar  General  of  Santo 
Domingo,  is  seen  leaving  the  Rectory  on  his 
way  to  bless  the  new  church.  Accompanying 
him  are  (left)  Father  John  Fullerton,  S.F.M,, 
and  (centre)  V.  Rev.  Robert' Hymus,  S.F.M. 
(Toronto),  Regional  Superior  of  our  missions 
in  Santo  Domingo. 
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Come  to  think  of  it,  it’s  been  a long  time  and  a long  distance  between 
Crow’s  Nests.  Six  years  and  150,000  miles;  the  uninterrupted  Pilgrim 
Virgin  Tour  in  87  Dioceses  of  Canada  and  the  United  States.  It’s  too  easy, 

I suppose,  to  persuade  yourself  that  you  have  no  time  to  write.  Actually, 
it  isn’t  true  because  you  have  time  for  most  anything  if  you  just  make  up 
your  mind.  So  here  we  come,  Father  Editor,  a knockin’  on  your  door. 

* ★ ★ 

We  are  currently  engaged  in  a tour  of  the  Diocese  of  Manchester,  New 
Hampshire.  We  are  to  visit  every  parish,  at  the  rate  of  two  and  three  a day. 
Bishop  Brady  in  a pastoral  letter  to  his  clergy,  expresses  the  wish  that  the 
visit  of  the  Pilgrim  Virgin  be  the  occasion  of  the  consecration  of  every  par- 
ish and  every  individual  to  the  Immaculate  Heart  of  Mary.  What  an  in- 
spiring response  to  the  appeal  of  our  Blessed  Mother  at  Fatima. 

★ ★ ★ 

The  faithful  of  this  Diocese  are  very  much  in  earnest  about  the  Fatima 
Pilgrimage.  There  is  an  enthusiasm  unsurnassed  anywhere  in  the  U.S.A. 
The  churches  cannot  accommodate  one  half  of  the  crowds  in  attendance. 
Without  a doubt,  they  share  the  feeling  of  so  many  millions  today  that . 
fidelity  to  the  message  of  Fatima  is  the  best  answer  to  the  menace  of  Com- 
munism and  the  greatest  protection  against  the  unthinkable  horrors  of  ^ 
another  war. 

★ ★ ★ j 

Which  leads  us  to  speculate!  About  America’s  chance  of  survival!  The! 
question  has  come  up  so  often  in  the  course  of  this  tour.  Undoubtedly 
there  is  a parallel  between  the  situation  of  America  today  and  that  of  Europe 
in  1917.  The  difference,  of  course,  is  that  the  danger  of  war  today  is  mor^ 
immediate  and  the  nature  of  war  a thousand  times  more  horrible  than  any-i 
thing  that  could  be  imagined  in  1917.  Europe  had  no  time  for  the  Mother  of 
God  and  the  message  of  Fatima  and  Europe  — before  our  very  eyes  — has! 
paid  the  tragic  price  of  its  infidelity.  Will  America  go  the  same  way  or  will 
America  listen,  in  this  eleventh  hour? 

★ ★ ★ 

It’s  all  too  easy  to  be  melodramatic.  Or  sensational.  Prophets  of  im- 
pending doom  abound.  Let  us  try  to  be  factual  and  to  appraise  the  nature 
of  America’s  response  — so  far  — to  the  vital  message  of  Fatima.  For  five 
years  now  we  have  been  preaching  to  “unprecedented”  crowds  of  people, 
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Rt.  Rev.  William  Cecil  McGrath,  S.F.M.,  P.A.,  is 
a native  of  St.  John's,  Nfid.  He  was  ordained 
June  29th,  1921,  and  in  August  of  that  year 
joined  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society. 
For  eight  years,  from  1923  to  1931,  he  was 
Editor  of  "China".  In  October  1931  he  left 
for  China  and  in  March  1932  was  made  first 
Prefect-Apostolic  of  Chuchow  (now  Lishui).  In 
June  1941  he  attended  the  Society's  First 
General  Chapter  and  was  appointed  Vicar 
General  thereupon  resigning  his  position  as 
Prefect-Apostolic  of  Lishui.  In  that  same  year 
he  was  named  a Protonotary  Apostolic.  In 
October  1947,  after  resigning  his  post  as 
Vicar  General  of  the  Society,  he  directed  the 
Pilgrim  Virgin  Statue  of  Our  Lady  of  Fatima 
through  Ontario  and  later,  at  the  urgent 
request  of  Bishop  O'Hara  of  Buffalo  and  Bishop 
Mulloy  of  Covington,  Ky.,  was  authorized  by 
the  Superior  General  to  conduct  the  pilgrimage 
in  the  United  States.  Since  1948,  Monsignor 
McGrath,  assisted  first  by  Rev.  Patrick  Moore, 
S.F.M.,  and  later  by  Rev.  Desmond  Stringer, 
S.F.M.,  has  travelled  more  than  150,000  miles 
and  has  preached  the  message  of  Fatima  in 
more  than  eighty-seven  dioceses. 

everywhere  in  the  United  States.  In  churches,  auditoriums  at  outdoor 
gatherings  on  campuses  and  ball  fields  and  even  at  race  tracks,  diverted  for 
the  nonce  from  their  usual  pursuits.  We  have  spoken  — viva  voce  — to  more 
than  twelve  million  people. 

★ ★ ★ 

This  is  but  a small  cross  section  of  the  effort  today  to  spread  devotion 
to  the  Mother  of  God.  But  even  in  this  sphere,  to  what  extent  we  have  suc- 
ceeded in  convincing  our  listeners  that  Fatima  is  not  a “devotion”  but  a way 
of  life?  There  is  no  doubt  that  good  people  are  getting  better  — intensively 
better.  We  have  met  many  saints  in  America  since  October,  1947.  But  far 
more  are  getting  worse,  incredible  numbers  of  Catholics  included.  As  a 
matter  of  fact  about  30  per  cent  of  the  Catholic  people  of  the  United  States 
never  go  to  Mass,  Sunday  or  any  other  day. 

•k  if  ir 

If  the  Blessed  Mother  at  Fatima  made  anything  clear,  it  was  that  war, 
persecution,  the  spread  of  Communism  with  its  ghastly  cruelty  and  terror 
were  the  result  of  the  current  wide-spread  revolt  against  God.  punish- 
ment from  God  for  sin\  Has  sin  abated  in  the  United  States  in  the  face 
of  the  mortal  dangers  confronting  us  today?  It  follows  that  anybody  who 
commits  a mortal  sin  is  promoting  war  and  helping  spread  Communism 
and  - - insofar  as  the  repercussions  of  any  individual  action  reverberate  through- 
out the  “cosmos”  — giving  aid  and  comfort  everywhere  to  the  avowed 
enemies  of  God.  The  question  would  seem  to  be  “Will  the  fidelity  of  the 
comparative  few  atone  for  the  revolt  of  the  many  and  enable  the  Blessed 
Mother  to  hold  back  the  Hand  of  God  from  striking  us  in  chastisement?” 
Ten  just  men  would  have  saved  Sodom  and  Gomorrah. 

★ ★ ★ 
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For  that  matter,  not  too  many  people  in  the  U.S.  give,  a thought  to  Sodom  | 
and  Gomorrah.  We  saw  a Groucho  Marx  programme  — “Yoti  Bet  Your  j 
Life”  — a few  months  ago  and  the  big  prize  question  was:  “One  of  the  I 
towns  of  the  Old  Testament  story  destroyed  by  God  was  named  Sodom.  For  I 
$2000.00  can  you  tell  me  the  name  of  the  other  town?”  The  couple  con- 
cerned  went  into  a serious  huddle  for  the  allotted  15  seconds  and  finally  | 
came  up  with  “Babel”.  I 

★ ★ ★ 

Sodom  and  Gomorrah!  Ten  would  have  saved  how  many?  We  have  never  w 
been  able  to  find  out.  The  population  of  these  towns  is  apparently  un-  ;» 
known.  After  enquiring  to  no  avail  of  various  Scripture  Professors  and 
Biblical  scholars  we  even  went  so  far  as  to  phone  the  New  York  Times  Twenty-  j 
Four-Hours- A-Day  Information  Service.  They  referred  us  to  the  Bible.  But,  1 
of  course,  the  Bible  does  not  , say.  How  many  just  men  would  it  take  today  |< 
to  save  America  from  Communism  and  the  world  from  war?  We  shall  I 
explore  this  question  further  in  a subsequent  article.  Suffice  it  to  say  for|  | * 
now  that  the  balance  between  good  and  evil  in  America  today  is  precarious  ini  pi 
the  extreme.  While  Russia  stockpiles  atom  bombs  to  destroy  her  from  with-T  i 
out,  America,  through  godlessness  and  widespread  immorality  is  doing! 
a pretty  thorough  job  of  destroying  herself  from  within.  -|| 


St.  Francis  Xavier  University 
Celebrates  Centennial 

The  St.  Francis  Xavier  Seminary  of  the  Scarboro  Foreign 
Mission  Society  extends  hearty  congratulations  to  St.  Francis 
Xavier  University  of  Antigonish,  N.S.,  on  the  occasion  of  the 
celebration  of  its  centennial.  We  are  happy  that  some  of  its 
graduates,  members  of  our  Society,  are  putting  into  practice  in 
the  mission  fields  the  social  doctrines  for  which  the  University 
has  become  world  famous.  May  St.  Francis  Xavier  University 
continue  to  be  a beacon  of  Catholic  Doctrine  in  the  educational 
world. 


Pqge  Ten 


SCARBORa 


NO  CARVING 
KNIVES 


A THOUGHT  FOR  SEPTEMBER 


Sasebo,  Japan. 

One  cold  day  last  winter  a lady  in  the  parish  became  ill  quite  suddenly.  Her 
daughter  hurried  to  the  priest’s  house.  Together  we  went  up  the  mountain 
side  to  the  woman’s  home,  and  there  I administered  the  last  sacraments. 

It  was  very  evident  that  the  lady  was  very  sick,  and  the  house  was  so 
dilapidated  that  I felt  sure  the  poor  soul  would  die  from  the  cold  if  not  from 
her  illness.  The  wind  not  only  howled  around  the  house,  but  right  through  it. 

However,  the  woman  recovered  and  surprised  us  one  Sunday  morning  by 
arriving  for  Mass.  We  had  thought  it  would  take  much  longer  before  she 
would  be  able  to  make  the  none-too-easy  journey  up  and  down  the  mountain 
side.  But  if  we  were  surprised  at  her  recovery,  she  informed  us  that  her 
pagan  neighbours  were  quite  shocked. 

Apparently  there  is  a favourite  belief  among  some  of  the  local  Buddhists  or 
Shintoists  that  when  the  Catholic  priest  comes  to  visit  a sick  person  it  is  for 
the  purpose  of  cutting  the  heart  out  of  the  unfortunate  creature.  Of  course,  as 
might  be  expected,  the  heart  is  then  used  for  making  medicine.  Watching  us 
go  to  visit  the  sick  lady,  the  pagans  were  certain  we  were  toting  along  our 
carving  knives. 

This  weird  and  vicious  libel  against  the  Church  goes  a long  way  back  to 
the  days  of  the  persecutions  when  every  effort  was  made  to  discourage  people 
from  becoming  Catholics.  It  was  not  hard  to  foist  such  a lie  upon  a super- 
stitious pagan.  But  that  such  a belief  is  still  accepted  in  this  day  and  age  is 
incredible  but  all  too  true. 


This  is  just  one  example  of  the  ignorance  and  error ‘under  which  pagans 
live.  It  is  just  one  case  of  why  the  conversion  of  Japan  is  so  difficult.  Beliefs 
like  this  have  festered  in  the  pagan  mind.  Before  any  progress  can  be  made 
towards  conversion  such  prejudice  must  be  removed. 

This  month  in  your  prayers  make  it  a special  intention  that  the  light  of  the 
faith  may  shine  upon  the  darkness  of  the  ignorance  under  which  so  many 
pagans  exist. 
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The  words  of  Christ:  “'‘This  is  my  commandment,  that  you 
love  one  another,  as  / have  loved  you’;  the  young  Communist 
officer:  ^^Let  him  rot  where  he  stands!” 

PEKING  HATE 

by 

Harold  J.  Murphy,  S.F.M. 


Father  Maurice  kava- 

NAGH,  veteran  Vincentian  mis- 
sionary, is  today  a quiet, 
reserved  and  gentle  man  but  he 
wasn’t  always  that  way.  Students  in 
Peking  knew  him  as  the  big,  laughing 
Irish  pastor  of  St.  Joseph’s  parish  in 
the  Eastern  sector  of  Peking  who 
welcomed  everyone  with  open  arms 
and  was  an  angel  of  mercy  to  many 
of  us  during  our  first  bewildered 
years  in  China.  His  patron  and  ideal 
was  St.  Vincent,  the  apostle  of  love. 
Father  Kavanagh  seemed  to  exude 
the  very  personality  of  his  ideal. 

But  all  that  was  in  the  old  days 
when  freedom  reigned  in  China. 
Since  then  the  country  has  been 
changed  to  one  where  there  is  no 
love,  no  laughter,  no  joy.  Since  then 
the  big  Irish  priest  has  learned  the 
ruthlessness  of  hate.  He  has  attended 
the  new  school  in  Peking  where  the 
teachers  are  diabolical  geniuses  in 
their  subject,  where  the  classroom  is 
the  local  prison.  The  special  course 
Father  Kavanagh  attended  lasted 
from  July  25th,  1951,  until  Septem- 
ber 14th,  1952. 

It  all  began  with  his  arrest  as  a 
spy.  Everyone  knew  that  the  real 
reason  for  the  priest’s  detention  was 
the  fact  that  he  had  openly  defied  the 
Reds  when  they  thought  he  might 
help  them  form  a schismatic  church. 
He  underwent  the  regular  period 
of  “interrogation”  but  remained 
adamant.  The  Communists  decided 
to  torture  him. 


The  big  priest’s  first  ordeal  would 
have  killed  a lesser  man.  His  arms 
were  forced  behind  his  back  and 
bound  tightly  together.  Then  for 
four  days  and  four  nights  the  priest 
was  forced  to  stand  without  move- 
ment. Whenever  he  moved,  even 
slightly,  he  was  kicked  and  beaten. 
Whenever  he  fainted,  the  Reds 
waited  until  he  recovered  and  then’ 
beat  him  until  he  resumed  his  place 
of  torture.  His  arms  and  legs 
screamed  with  pain,  pain  that  grew 
more  intense  hour  by  hour  until  the 
priest  prayed  for  unconsciousness. 
Finally  his  prayer  was  answered. 

The  missionary  opened  his  eyes 
to  find  himself  on  the  floor  of  his 
prison  cell,  his  whole  body  covered 
with  wave  after  wave  of  piercing 
pain.  For  hours  he  didn’t  dare  move 
and  when  he  was  daring  enough  to 
try,  he  was  sorry.  He  found  that  his 
arms  and  legs  were  swollen  to  twice 
their  normal  size.  He  was  left  alone 
for  several  weeks  with  a little  rice 
and  a cup  of  water  twice  a day  for 
food.  When  he  began  to  move  around 
and  show  signs  of  recovery,  three 
leaders  visited  him.  As  a cat  would 
regard  a powerless  mouse,  they 
stood  in  front  of  him  and  sneered. 
They  made  the  decision  that  their 
victim  would  now  undergo  the  “no 
sleep”  treatment.  For  the  following 
two  weeks,  day  and  night,  the  priest 
had  no  sleep.  If  he  even  dozed  the 
guards  would  scream  at  him.  Only 
when  his  nerves  were  near  breaking, 
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he  was  taken  away  for  questioning. 
He  was  promised  sleep  if  he  would 
confess  his  sins  of  spying.  He  went 
through  hours  and  hours  of  more 
questions.  The  priest  refused  to  ad- 
mit anything.  The  Reds  again  re- 
sorted to  physical  torture. 

This  time  a circle  was  drawn  with 
chalk  in  the  middle  of  the  cell.  The 
priest  was  ordered  to  squat  in  the 
circle  with  only  his  feet  touching  the 
ground.  The  guards  placed  a halter 
around  his  neck  and  proceeded  to 
yank  it  at  intervals.  Whenever 
Father  Kavanagh  fell  over,  he  was 
beaten  unmercifully  until  he  resumed 
his  position.  Whenever  he  fell  out 
of  the  circle  he  was  kicked  back  into 
it.  The  squatting  position  was  horror 
for  the  priest  for  earlier  in  life  he 
had  broken  his  knee  caps  and  this 
caused  intense  pain  in  the  knees, 
pain  from  which  he  could  not  keep 
back  his  screams..  This  delighted  the 
torturers  and  so  they  refused  to  stop 
their  new-found  sport.  They  took 
turns  and  actually  went  on  shift  duty 
to  keep  their  victim  in  pain. 

It  went  on  all  that  day,  all  that 
night,  all  the  next  day,  all  the  next 
night,  for  eighty-four  hours  the 
missionary  was  kept  in  this  squatting 
position  within  the  chalk  mark.  As 
the  hours  went  on,  he  became  en- 
veloped in  pain.  He  went  out  of  his 
head.  He  began  to  think  that  he  was 
working  at  different  trades  and  that 
he  was  carrying  on  conversation  as 
he  worked.  He  talked  and  talked  and 
talked.  The  sadists  around  him  en- 
couraged all  this  talking,  hoping  that 
even  in  his  delirium  they  might  find 
something  they  might  construe  as  a 
confession  of  spying.  For  hours 
Father  Kavanagh  imagined  that  he 
actually  was  with  four  other  priests, 
Peking  friends  of  his.  He  imagined 
that  whenever  he  toppled  over  from 
exhaustion,  as  he  did  many  times, 
that  one  of  these  imaginary  com- 
panions would  take  his  place  in  the 
chalk  circle.  He  imagined  that  as 
each  priest  toppled  over  another  rose 


and  took  his  place  until  finally  it  was  i 
his  own  turn  again.  Actually  the  i 
priest  was  alone  all  this  time  with  ; 
his  torturers  and  was  immediately  i 
beaten  as  soon  as  he  fell  over. 
Finally  the  eighty-four  hour  night-  | 
mare  ceased  when  the  big  Irish  priest  ! 

•toppled  over  and  all  the  blows  and  • 

kicks  and  jerks  and  curses  failed  to 
rouse  him.  • 

But  Father  Kavanagh’s  marvelous 
physique  helped  him  live  through 
all  this  horror  and  today  he  is  in 
Hong  Kong  recovering  in  a hospital.  | 
His  body  is  covered  with  running  | 

sores  and  scars.  The  past  will  soon  | 

seem  but  a dream.  The  priest  is  | 

happy  that  he  had  an  opportunity  , 
to  suffer  a little  for  Our  Lord  and  | 
for  his  beloved  China.  His  real  scars 
are  not  of  the  body.  His  real  tor-  ! 
ment  today  is  the  knowledge  of  what  f 
is  happening  to  his  lovable,  noble 
and  brave  Chinese  people.  Father  l! 

Kavanagh  will  forget  the  pain  he  : 

suffered  but  he  will  never  forget  the 
hate  he  saw  on  the  faces  of  the  | 

fanatical  Communists.  He  cannot  f 

forget  that  these  simple,  happy  people 
of  love  are  being  turned  into  a ' 

people  of  hate.  It  will  be  a long 

time  before  he  forgets  the  hate  burn- 
ing on  the  face  of  a teen-aged  girl, 
a lovely  creature  of  God  who  in  i 

another  world  might  have  been  a | 

member  of  the  Children  of  Mary, 
whose  madonna-like  face  could  have 
been  raised  up  every  morning  to  re- 
ceive Our  Lord  in  Holy  Communion, 
if  she  had  been  raised  in  a convent 
instead  of  a school  of  hate.  She  was  j 
the  officer  in  charge  of  the  guards  jj. 
who  were  forcing  him  to  undergo 
the  “standing”  torture.  The  guards  f 
had  noticed  the  swelling  in  their 
victim’s  arms  and  legs  and  some  of  j 

them  left  the  room  to  report  to  their  i 

superior.  The  girl-officer  returned  | 

with  them.  With  a sneer  on  her  lips  ^ 

and  a practiced  look  of  utter  con-  j 

{Continued  on  page  24)  j 
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This  recent  family  photograph  shows  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Frank  Warle  with  (left 
to  right)  Janice,  Shirley,  Henry  and  Victor. 


BISHOP  TURNER’S  POSITION  UNCHANGED 

We  regret  to  announce  that  the  report  headlined  Hong  Kong,  to  the  effect 
that  Bishop  Turner  had  been  released  from  House  Arrest  and  had  received 
permission  to  offer  Mass  in  his  Cathedral  Church,  has  been  proved  false. 
Word  received  from  Bishop  Turner  himself  indicates  that  his  position  is 

unchanged. 


Our  Chinese  Benefactor 

I A benefactor  of  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society  is  Mr.  Frank  Warle, 
! a distinguished  member  of  Toronto’s  Chinese  Community.  Just  recently  he 
I contributed  the  sum  of  $1000.00  towards  our  work. 

It  is  interesting  to  note  that  Mr.  Warle  is  confined  to  bed  yet  this  circum- 
[ stance  has  not  prevented  him  from  taking  an  active  interest  in  the  higher 
education  of  his  children,  his  religion,  his  business  and  the  moral  and  physical 
. welfare  of  the  Chinese  youth  of  the  city.  Besides  this  generous  donation  to  the 
Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society,  he  has  made  sizable  contributions  to  other 
Catholic  activities  and  to  several  Chinese  welfare  groups.  He  has  proved  that 
I an  illness  which  confines  one  to  bed  need  not  be  a stumbling  block  to  one’s 
[ interest  in  his  family,  his  religion  and  the  activities  of  his  community. 
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This  year  it  will  cost  us  $3,300.t 
in  Japan,  Santo  Doij 


i 

1 

Here  is  how  it  figures  out: 

1 

1 

3 priests  to  Japan  (W  $500.00  

$1,500.00 

1 

1 

4 priests  to  British  Guiana  @ $350.00  

1,400.00 

1 

1 

2 priests  to  Santo  Domingo  @ $200.00  

400.00 

1 

1 

1 

1 

$3,300.00 

1 

1 . 

WOULD  YOU  LIKE  TO  1 

■ E'k  wr  m 

1 j 

1’ 

1! 
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HOLD  IT,  FATHER! 
UST  GET  THERE  FIRST! 

Dre  you  can  do  your  Missionary 
rk  in  Japan,  Santo  Domingo  or  British 
iana  you  must  get  there--That  takes 
Eney;  and  the  Transportation  Com- 
mies do  not  give  credit. 


^send  nine  priests  to  our  missions 
||)  and  British  Guiana. 

1 

!lREV.  T.  McQUAID,  S.F.M., 
iior  General, 

r>ro  Foreign  Mission  Society, 

H)ro  Bluffs,  Ont. 

II  Father  McQuaid, 

Enclosed  please  find  , my  contribution  towards  defraying 

t^pense  of  sending  your  nine  priests  to  the  missions.  I would  like  a receipt 
^come  tax  purposes. 

II  

dass  
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SAINTS  WHO  WERE  MISSIONARIES 


ST.  PETER  ELAVEH 


Anthony  Martin,  Seminarian 

ND  whoever  gives  to  one  of  these  little 
ones  but  a cup  of  cold  water.  . . . Amen 
I say  to  you,  he  shall  not  lose  his  re- 
ward/’ {Matt.  X,  42.) 

These  words  of  Christ  have  been  a source  of  in- 
spiration to  missionaries  throughout  the  centuries 
of  the  Church.  For  Saint  Peter  Claver  they  were 
the  inspiration  and  reason  for  his  whole  life’s  work 
among  the  negroes  of  South  America. 

At  the  beginning  of  the  seventeenth  century,  the  conquistadors  of  Central 
and  South  America  needed  labourers  to  cultivate  the  lands  they  had  conquered, 
and  to  exploit  the  gold  mines.  To  satisfy  this  need  they  imported  slaves  from 
Africa.  Because  of  its  position  in  the  Caribbean  Sea,  Cartagena  became  the 
chief  slave-market  in  the  New  World.  Thousands  of  slaves  were  landed  there 
every  month.  Though  half  the  cargo  might  die,  the  trade  remained  profitable. 
Neither  the  repeated  warnings  of  the  Pope  nor  those  of  Catholic  Moralists 
could  avail  against  this  inhuman  treatment  of  the  negroes. 

It  was  at  this  slave-market  of  Cartagena  that  Peter  Claver  landed  in  1610 
and  for  forty-four  years,  till  his  death  in  1654,  he  made  himself  the  “Slave 
of  the  Negroes”. 

When  the  slave-ships  arrived  each  month  he  was  the  first  to  board  them 
and  to  enter,  with  food  and  medicine,  their  dark,  foul-smelling  holds,  where 
he  found  hundreds  of  half  starved  and  brutalized  men  and  women.  In  each 
he  would  see  a member  of  Christ’s  Mystical  Body,  and  thus  on  each  would 
shower  kindness,  instructing  the  poor  creature  to  consider  him  as  both  father 
and  defender. 

On  account  of  his  solicitude  for  the  negroes,  Peter  Claver  made  many 
enemies,  especially  among  the  merchants.  People  refused  to  enter  the  Church 
where  he  had  assembled  his  negroes.  His  Superiors  were  often  influenced 
by  the  complaints  that  reached  them.  But  he  accepted  all  these  humiliations 
and  continued  his  heroic  work  of  charity.  Lacking  the  support  of  men,  he 
was  given  the  strength  of  Christ. 

During  his  missionary  life  St.  Peter  Claver  baptized  and  instructed  250,000 
negroes.  He  died  January  8,  1654.  On  January  15,  1888,  he  was  canonized 
by  Pope  Leo  XIII,  and  proclaimed  the  special  patron  of  all  Catholic  missions 
among  the  negroes. 

Few  of  us  will  ever  suffer  the  trials  and  humiliations  of  Peter  Claver,  but 
we  can  all  pray  to  him  that  he  might  intercede  for  us  on  behalf  of  the  mis- 
sionaries of  today  who  have  gone  forth  to  preach  the  Gospel  of  Christ  in 
pagan  lands. 
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WORLD  LAUGHS 
WITH  YOU 


Instructor — “You  should  never  lose 
your  head  in  an  attack.  Can  anyone 
tell  me  why?” 

G.  I. — “Because  that  would  leave  no 
place  to  put  the  helmet.” 


Mess  Sergeant — “Do  you  guys  want 
these  eggs  turned  over?” 

Unknown  voice — “Yeah,  to  the  Mus- 
eum of  Natural  History.” 


Little  Boy — “My  Dad  is  an  Elk,  a 
Lion  and  a Moose.” 

Other  Little  Boy — “Yeah!  What  does 
it  cost  to  see  him?” 


“Run  along  and  wash  your  face, 
Jimmy.  I think  Daddy  is  going  to 
take  you  driving  with  him.” 

“Couldn’t  you  find  out  for  sure, 
Mother?” 


Father — “Dick,  was  it  you  who  picked 
all  the  white  meat  off  the  chicken?” 
Dick — “Well,  Dad,  to  make  a clean 
breast  of  it,  I did.” 


“Does  your  little  daughter  play  on 
the  piano?” 

“No.  She  can’t  climb  that  high  yet.” 


Junior:  “Are  you  an  actress, 

Auntie?” 

Aunt — “Why,  no.  Junior.  Why  do 
you  ask?” 

Junior — “Well,  Daddy  said  when  you 
came  we’d  have  a scene.” 


Fisherman:  “Will  it  be  an  offence  if 
I catch  a fish  in  this  pond?” 

Farmer — “No,  sir.  It’ll  be  a miracle.” 


Old  Lady  (at  busy  crossing) — “Offi- 
cer, do  people  get  killed  here  often?” 
Busy  Cop — “No,  lady,  only  once.” 


Stern  Father:  “Have  you  any  reason 
for  wishing  to  marry  my  daughter?” 
The  Suitor:  “No,  sir.  I haven’t  any 
reason.  I’m  in  love.” 


“Are  you  sure,”  wrote  the  snobbish 
parent  to  the  headmaster,  “that  my 
boy  will  acquire  good  manners  while 
he  is  with  you  ” 

“Madam,”  was  the  reply,  “your  son 
has  every  chance  with  us.  At  present 
he  has  no  manners  at  all — only 
customs.” 


Nervous  suitor:  “Mr.  Smith,  I — er — 
that  is — ^I  would  like — to — I mean — 
well,  I have  been  paying  attention  to 
your  daughter  for  six  years.” 

Mr.  Smith:  “Well,  what  do  you  want, 
a pension?” 


She:  “John,  you’ve  been  calling  on 
me  for  several  months,  now.” 

John:  “Why,  yes,  that’s  right.” 

She:  “Well,  have  you  ever  thought  of 
me  as  an  income  tax  deduction?” 


Nervous  Traveller:  “Does  this  bus 
stop  at  Main  Street?” 

Fellow  Passenger:  “Why,  yes.  Just 
watch  me  and  get  off  one  stop  before 
I do.” 


He  was  looking  for  a raise.  “You  see, 
sir,”  he  began,  “my  wife  thinks  I’m  not 
making  enough  money  and  advised  me 
to  ask  for  a raise.” 

“I  understand,”  said  his  boss,  “and 
I’ll  ask  my  wife  if  I can  give  you  the 
raise.” 


Young  Husband:  “My  dear,  see  that 
tug  drawing  all  those  barges?  It’s  a 
perfect  picture  of  life.  The  tug  is  like 
a man  working  and  toiling,  while  the 
barges  like  women  are  . . .” 

Young  wife:  “Yes,  and  the  tug  does 
all  the  blowing  while  the  barges  quietly 
bear  all  the  burden.” 
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Assisting  Father  McCarthy  on  his  T.V.  program  was  the  choir  from  De  La  Salle  College, 

Ciudad  Trufillo. 
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Rev.  Jack  McCarthy,  S.F.M.  (Calgary  Alta.),  recently  directed  a highly  successful  series  of 
eight  television  programs  in  Ciudad  Trujillo,  Santo  Domingo.  Each  program  lasted  half-an- 
hour  and  had  as  its  theme  the  message  of  Fatima.  Here  Father  McCarthy  is  shown  standing 
beside  a statue  of  the  Pilgrim  Virgin  of  Fatima  which  played  a very  prominent  part  in 

each  broadcast. 
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At  Home  And  In  Fields  Afar 


I 

i 


Rev.  Lome  McFarland,  S.F.M.  (Toronto,  Ont.),  has  a very  active  parish  in  Shimabara,  Japan. 
Pictured  above  are  a few  of  his  parishioners.  On  the  right,  from  left  to  right  are  the 
President,  Vice-President  and  Secretary  of  the  Mothers'  Club. 


Friends  of  Rev.  Alexander  MacDonald, 
S.F.M.,  will  be  happy  to  learn  that  Father 
MacDonald  has  successfully  recovered 
from  a serious  hip  operation.  He  has 
returned  to  the  Seminary  and  his  work 
as  Bursar. 


Q Q 


Rev.  Harvey  Steele,  S.F.M.  (Dominion,  N.S.), 
was  featured  in  the  July  issue  of  the 
Catholic  Digest  in  an  article  titled:  "Padre 
Pablo  Teaches  Hope".  The  article  dealt 
with  Father  Steele's  magnificent  work  of 
organizing  co-operatives  in  Santo  Domingo. 
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BUSINESS  is  BUSINESS 

By 

Patrick  J.  McNamara,  S.F.M. 


(N.B.  The  poverty  of  many  people 
in  Japan  is  no  laughing  matter  and  I 
don’t  wish  to  pass  along  any  false  im- 
pression of  indifference  or  callousness.) 

There  are  about  85  million  people 
in  Japan  but  there  is  not  a great  deal 
of  land  or  living  space;  neither  is 
there  much  money.  If  you  put  these 
three  facts  together,  you  reach  the 
conclusion  that  it  is  difficult  for  the 
average  Japanese  to  make  a living. 
This  is  further  borne  out  by  the  re- 
sourcefulness displayed  by  street  ven- 
dors. You  run  into  these  fellows  on 
the  streets  of  every  large  city  over 
here,  and  the  antics  they  use  well, 
they  must  be  really  hard  put  to  make 
a living.  Remember  the  old  saying 
“Necessity  is  the  mother  of  inven- 
tion”? Believe  me,  it  will  never  be 
more  perfectly  demonstrated  than  is 
done  by  certain  of  these  lads.  What- 
ever the  necessity  they  are  right  in 
there  with  a new  “sales  angle”  that 
must  be  seen  to  be  believed.  At  any 
rate,  here  is  the  story  on  one  such 
“gimmick”  we  saw  in  operation  the 
other  day. 

It  was  the  afternoon  of  a warm 
spring  day  in  Tokyo.  A strong  wind 
was  blowing,  and  up  and  down  the 
side  lanes  of  the  city  little  swirling 
eddies  of  dust  were  gaily  playing  tag 
with  each  other.  These,  once  they 
ventured  into  the  large  streets  as- 
sumed greater  and  greater  propor- 
tions, until  finally  they  became  real 
dust  storms  to  coat  the  faces  and  red- 
den the  eyes  of  the  crowds  of  people 
who  bustled  along  the  thoroughfare. 

Among  those  braving  the  elements 
that  day  were  three  priests  of  the 
Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society 
bent  on  an  errand  downtown.  The 
three  — Fathers  Fitzpatrick,  Mc- 
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Donald  and  myself  came  out  of  the 
side  street  in  which  the  S.F.M. 
Tokyo  house  is  located,  and  hurried 
down  the  steep  incline  of  Takanawa 
hill.  At  the  bottom  of  this  hill  lies 
one  of  the  main  traffic  arteries,  re- 
sounding  for  about  20  hours  of  each 
day  to  the  noise  of  countless  taxi 
horns,  screeching  brakes,  clanging 
street  cars,  and  a million  other 
sounds,  each  adding  its  own  distinc- 
tive note  to  the  general  commotion. 
Here  we  paused  while  the  lights 
changed,  and  then  we  shot  across  in- 
to the  new  Shinagawa  railway  sta- 
tion. Another  pause  to  buy  tickets, 
and  then  through  the  gate  and  down 
the  passageway  we  went.  A few 
minutes  later,  we  were  speeding 
along  in  one  of  the  electric  trains 
which  thread  their  way  throughout 
the  city.  (The  system  is  “top  notch”) 
Soon  we  were  at  the  stop,  close  to 
our  destination,  and  here  it  was  that 
we  came  into  contact  with  one  of  the 
new  features  of  Japanese  salesman- 
ship. 

From  the  railway  platform  a long 
series  of  steps  lead  up  to  the  street 
level.  As  we  came  out  of  the  rail- 
way car  and  headed  upward,  we 
noticed  a knot  of  people  gathered 
on  a small  level  space  which  marks 
the  halfway  point  of  these  steps. 
This  group  was  not  too  large  at  first, 
and  so  we  were  able  to  see  that  the 
centre  of  attraction  was  a man  who 
was  squatting  on  his  heels,  his  fe- 
dora-covered head  deeply  bowed,  a(nd 
his  arms  folded.  At  the  feet  of  this 
picture  of  dejection  lay  a small  bag. 
Another  man  was  already  bending 
down  anxiously,  and  as  we  drew  near, 
he  began  to  ply  the  huddled  figure 
with  questions.  All  to  no  avail,  how- 
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Rev.  Patrick  McNamara,  S.F.M. 
St.  John's  Parish,  Toronto 


ever,  for  the  only  response  was  a 
brief  shake  of  the  bowed  head.  By 
this  time  the  three  of  us  had  joined 
the  crowd,  and,  to  myself  at  least, 
it  seemed  that  the  man  was  either 
sick  or  in  some  sort  of  mental  trouble. 
More  questions  were  asked  by  the 
would-be  helper,  but  once  again  the 
only  response  was  a sullen  head- 
shake. 

Well  some  of  the  curiosity  that 
killed  the  well-known  cat  bad  seized 
me  by  now,  and  so  I cautiously  in- 
quired from  another  onlooker  whe- 
ther the  man  was  sick.  “No,”  I was 
told,  “he’s  not  sick.”  I tried  again. 
“Perhaps  he’s  feeling  badly?”  Once 
again  the  reply  was  in  the  polite 
negative  “No,  he’s  not  feeling  very 
bad.”  Then  in  order  to  put  me  “in 
the  picture”,  this  bystander  whisper- 
ed to  me  the  Japanese  word  which 
means  “Business”,  and  having  im- 
parted this  information  turned  back, 
with  a knowing  smile,  to  watch  the 
proceedings.  Puzzled  as  to  what 
kind  of  business  this  was,  we  pressed 
a little  closer;  and  sure  enough  the 
events  which  followed  proved  that 
my  informer  was  correct.  The 
centre  of  attraction  was  neither  sick 
nor  sad --he  was  just  selling!  And 


the  worried  would-be  helper  was  no 
innocent  bystander  at  all  — he  was 
a partner  in  business.  For  as  the 
pantomine  unfolded,  the  “helper” 
began  to  “persuade”  the  “downcast 
one”  to  open  the  little  bag  which 
lay  at  his  feet.  Finally  the  little  bag 
was  opened,  and  out  came  an  array 
of  articles  which  were  of  such 
variety  that  they  must  have  been 
taken  from  the  tent  of  an  old  time 
travelling  Medicine  Man.  (North 
American-style  Medicine  Man,  that 
is.)  Then,  as  the  crowd  listened, 
the  helper  began  to  praise  the  value 
and  cheap  price  of  these  articles  — 
much  to  the  embarrassment  of  the 
squatting  chap  whose  whole  attitude, 
you  see,  was:  “No,  no,  you’re  too 
kind  - - it’s  too  much — no  really — I 
couldn’t  think  of  asking  these  people 
to  buy  my  poor  articles.” 

But  the  friend  insisted  and  per- 
sisted, and  as  you  may  have  guessed 
by  this  time,  it  wasn’t  very  long  be- 
fore the  old  sales  talk  was  flowing 
smoothly,  for  the  reluctant  air  of  the 
squatting  man  dissolved  rapidly  un- 
der the  heat  of  battle.  Now  do  you 
see  the  brilliance  of  this  little  scheme  ? 
No  need  to  shout  at  the  passers-by — 
just  play  on  their  curiosity  and  they 
will  gather  right  around!  A new 
feature  in  the  annals  of  salesman- 
ship over  here. 

Well,  I don’t  know  how  large  the 
profits  were  that  day  because  we 
didn’t  wait  to  find  out.  Since  we 
didn’t  want  to  buy  anything,  we  be- 
gan to  shuffle  back  towards  the  rear 
of  the  assembly.  Finally  we  eased 
our  way  out,  and  then,  with  an  ex- 
change of  puzzled  glances  and  dazed 
smiles  we  made  our  way  up  the  re- 
maining steps  out  into  the  street, 
more  convinced  than  ever  of  the 
truth  of  the  old  saying  “Business  is 
Business”. 


Catholic  dogmas  and  Catholic 
discipline  may  be  walls,  but  they 
are  the  walls  of  a playground. — 
G.  K.  Chesterton. 
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all  the  Satanic  evil  of  Communism, 
all  this  was  shining  in  that  girl’s 
eyes.  She  just  stood  there,  hands  on 
hips,  and  stared  at  the  priest  for  a 
full  minute.  She  was  making,  as  it 
were,  an  act  of  faith  in  Satan,  a 
meditation  on  the  glories  of  Lucifer. 
Finally  this  sadistic  robot  of  the 
Kremlin  gave  her  decision.  In  a 
husky  voice,  barely  above  a whisper, 
she  said:  “Let  him  rot  where  he 
stands!”  ? 


Jlemonam 

, Jn  your  charity  you  are  asked  to  remember  the  souls  of  the  following 

in  your  prayers: 

His  Excellency  Patrick  Bray,  C.J.M., 

D.D.,  Bishop  of  St.  John,  N.B., 
who  died  June  17,  1953. 

Mr.  Kenneth  J.  Turner,  Montreal, 
father  of  Rev.  Arthur  Venadam, 

Rev.  Kenneth  R.  Turner,  S.F.M., 

D.D.,  Bishop  of  Lishui,  China, 
presently  held  under  house  arrest 
by  the  Communists. 

Mr.  Peter  Venadam,  Pomquet,  N.S., 
father  of  Rev.  Arthur  Venadam, 

S.F.M.,  currently  imprisoned  by 
the  Chinese  Communists. 

Mr.  McAulay,  Souris,  P.E.I.,  father 
of  Kenneth  McAulay,  a seminarian 
of  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission 
Society. 

Emma  N.  Kennedy,  Lakefield,  Ont. 


Mrs.  Catharine  MacDonald,  New  To- 
ronto, Ont. 

Mrs.  Albert  Duck,  Toronto,  Ont. 

Mr.  Donald  J.  Lynn,  Ottawa,  Ont. 
Edward  J.  O’Connor,  Walkerton,  Ont. 

Mrs.  John  F.  MacNeil,  Glace  Bay, 

N.S. 

Mr.  Edward  J.  Murray,  Montreal 
Que. 

William  and  Ellery  McGrath. 

Mary  and  Steven  Flynn. 

Michael  and  Mary  Flynn. 

Winnifred  Whalen. 

Frances  Lynch. 

Benjamin  Holloway. 

Elizabeth  Whelan. 


PEKING  HATE 

{Continued  from  page  14) 
tempt  and  intense  hate  on  her  face, 
she  examined  the  swollen  limbs. 

Then  she  stood  directly  in  front  of 
the  suffering  priest.  She  looked  right 
into  Father  KaVanagh’s  eyes  and  her 
face  became  one  of  incarnate  evil. 
All  the  hate  and  lies  and  filth  and 
horror  of  Communist  indoctrination, 
all  the  insane  fanaticism  of  Marxism, 


May  They  Rest  In  Peace. 


We  Thank  Thee,  Lord 

“In  thanksgiving  for  favour  reeeived  through  the  intercession  of  the 
Sacred  Hearts  of  Jesus  and  Mary,  St.  Jude  and  St.  Anthony  with  promise  to 
publish.” — Mrs.  M.  MacL. 

“With  heartfelt  thanks  to  St.  Jude  and  St.  Rita  for  favour  received.” — L.K. 


Page  Twenty-Four 


SCARBORO 


Dear  Buds: 

ril  bet  many  of  you  are  enjoying  a swim  as  I write  this  little  mes- 
sage to  you.  I hope  you  are,  anyway;  for  right  now  (July  23)  it’s  mighty 
hot  in  Scarboro  Bluffs  and,  according  to  reports,  the  same  high  temper- 
ature is  general  throughout  Canada.  Of  course,  by  the  time  you  read 
this  your  holidays  will  be  over  and  you  will  be  back  at  school.  Such 
being  the  case,  let  me  welcome  you  to  your  new  school  term.  I hope  it 
will  be  a prosperous  school  term,  boys  and  girls. 

I want  to  welcome  you  back  to  the  Little  Flower’s  Rose  Garden,  too. 
You  are  a grand  group  of  missionaries,  my  friends.  Your  interest  in  the 
Rose  Garden  last  year  was  truly  remarkable.  Your  prayers  and  sacrifices 
enabled  our  missionary  priests  to  increase  their  work  in  Santo  Domingo 
and  Japan.  As  a result  many  more  souls  were  baptized  and  hundreds  of 
children  received  their  First  Holy  Communion. 


This  fall  the  missionary  priests  of  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission 
Society  will  start  to  work  in  a new  mission  field — British  Guiana,  South 
America.  It  is  always  difficult  to  begin  missionary  work  in  a new  country 
so  I am  going  to  ask  you  to  say  special  prayers  for  our  priests  who  are 
to  open  the  British  Guiana  missions.  What  do  you  think  of  the  idea  of 
having  a “British  Guiana  Month”?  Suppose  we  make  October  “British 
Guiana  Month”?  Yes,  I think  we  will  do  that;  and  I am  going  to  ask 
each  one  of  you  to  say  an  extra  “Our  Father”  and  “Hail  Mary”  each  day 
of  October  for  our  priests  going  to  British  Guiana.  Many  little  hoys  and 
girls  are  going  to  learn  to  know,  love  and  serve  God  just  as  you  do  if 
you  remember  to  say  these  extra  two  prayers  each  day  of  October — 
“British  Guiana  Month”. 


God  bless  you. 

Father  Jim 
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Be  it  known  that  by  their  prayers  and  monetary  sacrifices 
which  they  have  offered  to  the  Scarhoro  Foreign  Mission 
Society  the  following  Schools  have  made  a notable  contribu- 
tion to  our  work  and  such  aid  must  be  duly  acknowledged. 


Grade  IV,  VI,  and  VII, 

St.  Michael’s  School, 

R.  C.  Schoo}, 

Stephenville  Crossing,  Nfld. 

Point  Da  Haye,  Nfld. 

Sacred  Heart  School, 

St.  Columba  High  School, 

Bathurst,  N.B. 

Pembroke,  Ont. 

St.  Joseph’s  School, 

Junior  Sodality. 

Windsor,  Ont. 

Cathedral  Parish, 
Pembroke,  Ont. 

Christ  the  King  School 
St.  Catharines,  Ont. 

St.  Stanislaus  Convent, 
Kinkora,  P.E.I. 

St.  Joseph’s  High  School, 
Windsor,  Ont. 

Brescia  Hall, 
London,  Ont. 

St.  Jule’s  School, 
Windsor,  Ont. 

Grades  4,  5, 

Canadian  Martyrs  School, 
Toronto. 

St.  John’s  School, 
Weston,  Ont. 

St.  Patrick’s  High  School, 
Windsor,  Ont. 

St.  Patrick’s  Convent, 
Halifax,  N.S. 

St.  Augustine  School, 
Hamilton,  Ont. 

St.  Leo’s  School, 
Mimico,  Ont. 

Lyceum  School, 

St.  Mary’s  School, 

Hamilton,  Ont. 

Kingston,  Ont. 

B.  C.  School, 

Our  Lady  of  Victory  School, 

St.  Kyran’s,  Nfld. 

Mt.  Dennis,  Ont. 

St.  Michael’s  School, 

Grade  2, 

Leamington,  Ont. 

St.  Patrick’s  School, 

Grade  X, 

Halifax,  N.S. 

Loretto  Academy, 

St.  Boniface  School, 

Niagara  Falls,  Ont. 

Maryhill,  Ont. 

i. 


r 
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St.  Theresa’s  School, 
West  Ferris,  Ont. 

St.  Mary’s  School, 
Simcoe,  Ont. 

Annunciation  School, 
Prince  Rupert,  B.C. 

St.  Thomas  School, 
Waterdown,  Ont. 

St.  Basil’s  School, 
Toronto,  - Ont. 

St.  Gregory’s  School, 
Oshawa,  Ont. 

B.  C.  School, 
Portuguese  Cove,  N.S. 

St.  David’s  School, 
Toronto,  Ont. 

St.  Teresa’s  School, 
Hastings,  Ont. 

B.  C.  School, 
Callander,  Ont. 

B.  C.  School, 
Belledune,  N.B. 

St.  Agnes  School, 
Halifax,  N.S. 

Holy  Name  School, 
Toronto,  Ont. 


St.  Patrick’s  High  School, 

Fort  William,  Ont. 

Cathedral  School, 

Pembroke,  Ont. 

St.  Francis  Xavier’s  Convent, 

Corner  Brook,  Nfld. 

St.  Joseph’s  Academy, 

Liindsay,  Ont. 

Convent  of  Mercy, 

Marystown,  Nfld. 

St.  Columban’s  Girls  School, 
Cornwall,  Ont. 

College  of  Our  Fady, 

St.  John’s,  Nfld. 

St.  Patrick's  Girls  Grammar  School, 
Halifax,  N.S. 

St.  John’s  School, 

Fdmonton,  Alta. 

St.  Mary’s  School, 

Deep  River,  Ont. 

St.  Joseph’s  School, 

St.  John’s  E.,  Nfld. 

De  Da  Salle  School, 

Windsor,  Ont. 

St.  Mark’s  Convent, 

Prescott,  Ont. 


t 
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St.  Agrutha  School, 

St.  Affatha,  Ont. 

St.  Anne’s  School, 

Glace  Bay,  N.S. 

St.  Patrick’s  School, 

St.  John’s,  Nfld. 

St.  Mary’s  School, 

TJntlsay,  Ont. 

Presentation  Convent  School, 
Harbour  Grace,  Nfld. 

Pi^sentation  Convent, 
F^ryland,  Nfld. 

Presentation  Convent, 
Carbonear,  C.B.,  Nfld. 

R.  C.  School, 

Knight’s  Cove,  P.B.,  Nfld. 

Adjala  Union  Separate  School, 
Colg:an,  Ont. 

St.  Mary’s  School, 

St.  Catharines,  Ont. 

St.  Margaret’s  School, 
.\lexandria,  Ont. 

St.  Gabriel  School, 

Biggar,  Sask. 

Holy  Family  School, 

Hamilton,  Ont. 

St.  Augustine’s  School, 

Baird,  Ont. 

Our  Lady  of  Sorrow’s  School, 
Innismara,  Bay  of  Is.,  Nfld. 

St.  Edward’s  School, 
Marystown  South,  P.B.,  Nfld. 

St.  Brigid’s  School, 

Toronto,  Ont. 

St.  Edward’s  High  School, 
Placentia,  Nfld. 

Senior  Religion  Class, 

St.  Rita’s  School, 

Rockyford,  Alta. 

Notre  Dame  Academy, 
Waterdown,  Ont. 

Holy  Rosary  School, 

SackvUle,  N.B. 

Canadian  Martyrs  School, 
Ottawa,  Ont. 

St.  Carthagh’s  School, 

Tweed,  Ont. 

St.  Edward’s  High  School, 
Placentia,  Nfld. 

Room  7, 

St.  Francis  School, 

Smiths  Falls,  Ont. 

St.  Mary’s  School, 

Toronto,  Ont. 

R.  C.  School, 

St.  Nicholas,  P.E.I. 

Holy  Angels  High  School, 
Sydney,  N.S. 

St.  Joseph’s  Convent, 
Charlottetown,  P.E.I. 

St.  James  School, 

Toronto,  Ont. 

Separate  School  No  12, 
Charlottenburg, 

Martintown,  Ont. 


St.  Aim’s  Academy, 

Nanaimo,  B.C. 

Holy  Infants  Classroom, 
Freshwater,  P.B.,  Nfld. 

St.  Patrick’s  Convent, 

Bay  Bulls,  Nfld. 

R.  C.  School, 

Uemieux,  Ont. 

St.  Bride’s  School, 

Uittledale, 

St.  John’s,  Nfld. 

St.  Anthony’s  School, 

Tecumseh,  Ont. 

St.  Martin’s  School, 

Fort  William,  Ont. 

R.  C.  School, 

Gambo,  Nfld. 

St.  Joseph’s  School, 

Kilbride, 

St.  John’s  West,  Nfld. 

Weisseinbug  Pupils, 

Uemberg,  Sask. 

St.  Mary’s  Convent, 
Combermere,  Ont. 

St.  Joseph’s  High  School, 
Barry’s  Bay,  Ont. 

St.  Joseph’s  School, 

Merritton,  Ont. 

St.  Ignatius  School, 

Winnipeg,  Man. 

St.  Teresa’s  School, 

Brantford,  Ont. 

St.  Ignatius  School, 

Bedford,  N.S. 

St.  Mary’s  Academy, 
Summerside,  P.E.I. 

St.  Thomas  School, 

Sudbury,  Ont. 

Cathedral  High  School, 
Hamilton,  Ont. 

Gaskiers  School, 

Gaskiers,  St.  Mary’s  Bay,  Nfld. 

Presentation  Convent, 
Trepassey,  Nfld. 

St.  John  Bosco  School, 

Port  Colbome,  Ont. 

L-ac  Ea  Biche  Buds, 

Eac  Ea  Biche,  Alta. 

O.E.  of  Sacred  Heart  Academy, 
Dalhousie,  N.B. 

R.  C.  School, 

Fox  Harbour,  P.B.,  Nfld. 

St.  Peter’s  School, 

Fort  William,  Ont. 

St.  Joseph  High  School, 

St.  Thomas,  Ont. 

Eoretto  Abbey, 

Toronto,  Ont. 

CCSMC  Unit, 

St.  Michael’s  High  School, 
Belleville,  Ont. 

St.  Peter’s  School, 

Toronto,  Ont. 

R.C.  School, 

Tqrbay  North,  Nfld. 
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St.  Ursula  School, 

McGregor,  Ont. 

St.  John’s  School, 

Perth,  Ont. 

Immaculate  Conception  School, 
Calvert,  Nfld. 

Holy  Angels  School, 

St.  Thomas,  Ont. 

St.  Francis  Xavier  School, 
Renfrew,  Ont. 

St.  Uouis  School, 

Queensway,  Ont. 

St.  Joseph’s  Institute, 

Winnipeg,  Man. 

O.L/.A.  Convent, 

Arichat,  N.S. 

Convent  of  Mary  Immaculate, 
Pembroke,  Ont. 

St.  Mary’s  School, 

Brantford,  Ont. 

Guardian  Angels  School, 

Orillia,  Ont. 

St.  Joseph’s-On-The-Uake  School, 
West  Hill,  Ont. 

Presentation  Convent, 

Harbour  Main,  Nfld. 

St.  Joseph’s  College  School, 

North  Bay,  Ont. 

St.  Angela’s  Academy, 

Uondon,  Ont. 

Riverhead  School, 

Riverhead,  St.  Mary’s,  Nfld. 

Holy  Rosary  School, 

Windsor,  Ont. 

Blessed  Sacrament  School, 
Toronto,  Ont. 

St.  Stanislaus  School, 

Fort  William,  Ont. 

Catholic  Action  Club, 

St.  Edward’s  High  School, 
Placentia,  Nfld. 

Sacred  Heart  School, 

King,  Ont. 

St.  Boniface  School, 

Maryhill,  Ont. 

St.  Peter’s  School, 

Trenton,  Ont. 

Sacred  Heart  School, 

Windsor,  Ont. 

St.  Patrick’s  Academy, 

Digby,  N.S. 

Sacred  Heart  School, 

Harricott,  Salmonier, 

St.  Mary’s  Bay,  Nfld. 

St.  Theresa’s  School, 

Ottawa,  Ont. 

Corpus  Christ!  School, 

Northern  Bay,  C.B.,  Nfld. 

St.  Ann’s  Academy, 

New  Westminster,  B.C. 

Immaculate  Conception  School, 
Stratford,  Ont. 


St.  Mary’s  School, 

Fort  WUliam,  Ont. 

St.  John  Bosco  School, 

St.  John’s,  Nfld. 

Separate  School, 

Wainwright,  Alta. 

Uasalle  Separate  School, 
Uasalle,  Ont. 

St.  Ambrose  School, 
Yarmouth,  N.S. 

B. C.  School, 

Pouch  Cove, 

St.  John^s  East,  Nfld. 

St.  Michael’s  Academy, 
Belleville,  Ont. 

Cathedral  High  School  Girls, 
Hamilton,  Ont. 

St.  John’s  High  School, 
Woodslee,  Ont. 

St.  Mary’s  School, 

SoTiris,  P.E.I. 

St.  Edward’s  School, 

Petty  Harbour,  Nfld. 

St.  Peter’s  Convent, 
Dartmouth,  N.S. 

liittle  Flower  Mission  Circle, 
Renfrew,  Ont. 

Gr.  9,  10,  St.  John^s  School, 
Perth,  Ont. 

U.F.M.  Club, 

Caraquet  Convent, 

Caraquet,  N.B. 

Sacred  Heart  School, 

Tor’s  Cove,  Nfld. 

St.  Patrick’s  School, 
Hamilton,  Ont. 

C. C.S.M.C.  Unit 
Holy  Cross  School, 

Curling,  Nfld. 

Heisler  High  School, 

Heisler,  Alta. 

Our  Uady  of  Sorrows  School, 
Aylmer,  Ont. 

Canadian  Martyrs  School, 
Toronto,  Ont. 

De  Ua  Salle  School,  Gr.  8, 
Windsor,  Ont. 

St.  Joseph’s  School, 

Killarney,  Ont. 

St.  Joseph’s  School, 
Farrelton,  Que. 

Holy  Name  School, 

Kirkland  Uake,  Ont. 

St.  John’s  School, 

Toronto,  Ont. 

Senior  English  Room, 

St.  Thomas  Aquinas  School, 
Sarnia,  Ont. 

B.C.  School, 

Meadow,  Uamaline,  Nfld. 

St.  Mary’s  Boys  School, 
Halifax,  N.S. 

Holy  Cross  School, 

Oshawa,  Ont. 
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I Notre  Dame  School, 

I Walkerton,  Ont. 

I 

Separate  School, 

I Clandonald,  Alta. 

Sacred  Heart  School, 

Red  Deer,  Alta. 

Notre  Dame  Hig:h  School. 
Toronto,  Ont. 

Holy  Rosary  School, 

Blezard  Valley,  Ont. 

St.  Michael’s  School, 
Riverbend,  Que. 

St.  Theresa’s  School, 

Sandwich  Hast,  Ont. 

St.  Andrew’s  School, 
Rdmonton,  Alta. 

Sacred  Heart  School, 

Sarnia,  Ont. 

St.  Clements  School, 

Preston,  Ont. 

Sacred  Heart  School, 

Espanola,  Ont. 

St.  Theresa’s  School, 
j Minnow  L.ake,  Ont. 

I Holy  Family  School. 

Toronto,  Ont. 

: Separate  School, 

j Dornoch,  Ont. 

St.  Patrick’s  School, 

Howe  Island,  Ont. 

St.  Anne’s  School, 

Windsor,  Ont. 

St.  Paul’s  School, 

Minnow  Dake,  Ont. 

St.  John’s  School, 
j Liondon,  Ont. 

I St.  Joseph’s  School, 

j Toronto,  Ont. 

I Sacred  Heart  School, 

! Peterboro,  Ont. 

St.  Jerome  School, 

Kirkland  Liake,  Ont. 

St.  Mary’s  School, 

Dondon,  Ont. 

Presentation  Convent, 

St.  Mary’s, 

St.  Mary’s  Bay,  Nfld. 

St.  John  The  Baptist  School, 
Belle  River,  Ont. 

I St.  Agrnes  School, 

Guelph,  Ont. 

St.  Paul’s  School, 

Sheeneboro,  Que. 

St.  Francis  de  Sales  School. 
Smiths  Falls,  Ont. 

St.  Anselm’s  School, 

Leaside,  Ont. 

St.  Mary’s  Academy, 
Newcastle,  N.B. 

St.  Stanislaus  School, 

Guelph,  Ont. 

C.C.S.M.C., 

St.  Veronica’s  School, 
ird  Bay  d’Espoir,  Nfld. 


St.  Joseph's  Junior  School, 

Hr.  Breton,  Nfld. 

Wedgeport  East  School, 

Wedgeport,  N.S. 

St.  Angela’s  Academy, 

London,  Ont. 

St.  Patrick’s  High  School. 

Sarnia,  Ont. 

St.  Joseph’s  Voc.  School, 

Winnipeg,  Man. 

Holy  Trinity  School, 

St.  John,  N.B. 

R.C.  Indian  Day  School, 

Garden  River,  Ont. 

St.  Joseph’s  School, 

Port  Arthur,  Ont. 

St.  Mary’s  Girls  School, 

Toronto,  Ont. 

St.  Mary’s  School, 

LaSalette,  Ont. 

St.  Mary’s  Boys  School, 

Halifax,  N.S. 

St.  Anthony’s  School, 

Montreal,  Que. 

St.  Joseph  Intermediate  and 
Commercial  School, 

Toronto,  Ont. 

St.  John’s  School, 

Edmonton,  Alta. 

R.C.  School, 

Venice,  Alta. 

St.  .lohn’s  School, 

Delhi,  Ont. 

R.C.  School, 

Glenwood,  Nfld. 

Sacred  Heart  School, 

Bathurst,  N.B. 

St.  Edward’s  School, 

Westport,  Ont. 

Holy  Name  School, 

Essex,  Ont. 

Our  Lady  of  Sorrows  School, 

Toronto,  Ont. 

Berryhead  School, 

Port  au  Port,  Nfld. 

St.  Joseph’s  School, 

Sault  Ste.  Marie,  Ont. 

St.  Gabriel  Academy, 

Montreal,  Que. 

St.  flohn’s  School, 

Burlington,  Ont. 

Loretto  Academy, 

Guelph,  Ont. 

Ottawa,  Ont. 

Our  Lady  of  Perpetual  Help  School, 

St.  Josephus  College  School, 

Toronto,  Ont. 

Clandonald  High  School, 

Clandonald,  Alta. 

St.  floseph’s  School, 

Halifax,  N.S. 

St.  .lohn’s  School, 

Campbell’s  Bay,  Que. 
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PILGRIM  VIRGIN  STATUES: 

For  Home,  Church  and  School 


14''  $ 5.00 

*26"  30.00 

*50"  150.00  (Glass  Eyes) 


*P/os  Freight  from  Montreal 

SPECIAL  OUTDOOR  STATUES: 

I Cement  Marble  Composition 

*26"  $ 55.00 

.*50"  150.00 

*Plus  Freight  from  Montreal 


Beautiful  Color  Picture  of 
Pilgrim  Virgin  of  Fatima: 

8"  X 10"  25c 

(Suitable  for  framing) 

For  the  Reader: 

"Fatima  or  World  Suicide" 

Rt.  Rev.  Wm.  C.  McGrath, 
S.F.M.,  P.A. 

English  Edition  $1.00 

French  Edition  

Paper  Bound  .50 
Cloth  Bound  $1.00 

(Note:  Order  French  Edition  from 

Apostolote  of  the  Press,  128  Bowen 
Street  North,  Sherbrooke,  Quebec.) 


Address  orders: 

SCARBORO  FOREIGN 
MISSION  SOCIETY 

Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ont. 


St.  Bernard’s  School, 

Whitby,  Ont. 

St.  Joseph’s  School, 

Stratford,  Ont. 

St.  Mary’s  School, 

Almonte,  Ont. 

St.  Anthony’s  School, 

Harrow,  Ont. 

St.  Joseph’s  School, 

Port  Saunders,  Nfld. 

St.  Clare’s  Girls  School, 
Toronto,  Ont. 

St.  Anthony’s  School, 

Chalk  River,  Ont. 

St.  Mary’s  Academy, 
Summerside,  P.EI.I. 

Gr.  Ill,  IV  and  V, 

Sacred  Heart  School, 

Red  Deer,  Alta. 

Assumption  School, 

West  St.  John,  N.B.  - 

St.  3Iary’s  School, 

Brantford,  Ont. 

Mt.  Carmel  School, 

White  Bay,  Nfld. 

St.  Augustine’s  School, 
Dundas,  Ont. 

St.  John’s  School, 

Woodslee,  Ont. 

R.C.  School,  Gr.  7 and  8, 
Brockville,  Ont. 

Gr.  8,  3 St.  Columban’s  Girls, 
Cornwall,  Ont. 

Sodality  of  Our  Dady, 
Marianopolis  College, 

Montreal,  Que. 

St.  Catharine’s  Girls  School, 
St.  Catharines,  Ont. 

St.  John’s  School, 

Calgary,  Alta. 

Iona  High  School, 

Iona,  N.S. 

St.  Peter’s  School, 

Sarnia,  Ont. 

St.  Dunstan’s  College, 
Charlottetown,  P.E.I. 

St.  Ann’s  Academy, 

Victoria,  B.C. 

Ardmore  School, 

Dartmouth,  N.S. 

St.  Malachy’s  School, 

Ottawa,  Ont. 

Gr.  I,  St.  Stanislaus  School, 
Fort  William,  Ont. 

St.  Anthony’s  School, 

Toronto,  Ont. 

St.  Joseph’s  Convent,  ■ 
Woodstock,  Ont. 

St.  Patrick’s  School, 

Halifax,  N.S. 

St.  Joseph’s  High  School, 
Farrelton,  Que. 
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SCARBORO’S  FILM  LIBRARY 


HEAVEN  AND 
EARTH 

(16mm) 

English 

Length:  100  minutes 


"UPON  THIS 
ROCK" 

(16mm) 

Color  * In  English 
Length;  90  minutes 


"THAT 
I MAY  SEE" 

(16mm) 

Length:  60  minutes 


The  dynamic  story  of  St,  Jean  Vianney, 
Cure  of  Ars.  George  Rolling  as  the 
Cure,  gives  a powerful  and  highly 
credible  interpretation  of  this  difficult 
role.  There  are  many  thrilling  and 
dramatic  scenes  as  the  devil  gives  open 
vent  to  his  wrath. 

Proclaimed  by  motion  picture  experts 
as  the  most  excellent  filming  of  the  Life 
of  Christ  the  industry  has  produced, 

A new  approach  to  the  filming  of  the 
Passion  of  Christ,  Produced  by  Fr, 
Peyton  s Family  Theatre  and  filmed  in 
Hollywood,  Proceeds  divided  equally 
between  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission 
Society  and  Fr,  Peyton’s  Family 
Theatre, 


"THE  GIRL 
FROM  THE 
MARSHES" 

(16mm) 

English  titles 
Italian  Dialogue 
Length:  90  minutes 


The  tense  and  dramatic  story  of 
St,  Maria  Goretti  who  placed  God 
above  all  else,  even  life  itself. 


"NEVER  TAKE  NO 
FOR  AN  ANSWER" 

(16  and  35mm) 

In  English 
Length:  90  minutes 


A charming  story  about  a little  lad  who 
took  his  problem  straight  to  the  Pope 
and  was  rewarded  by  his  unfaltering 
faith  in  a private  philosophy  of  ‘‘Never 
Take  No  For  An  Answer”,  With 
authentic  scenes  of  Assisi  and  the 
Vatican, 


All  showings  in  Canada  arranged  through  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society. 

For  bookings^  address  your  inquiries: 

Rev,  Roland  Roberts,  S.F.M.,  60  Crescent  Rd.,  Toronto  5,  Ont. 
Telephone:  RAndolph  0013 
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but  you  cap  . 

:l  THIS  SHADOW 
A RiALITY! 


NEW  SEMINARY! 


Changing  Your  Address? 
Send  Us  This  Address 
and  New  Address  Three 
Weeks  Before  Moving  Date 


CHECI 

YOU! 

EXPJ 


Today  the  New  Seminary  is  Still . . . 


DATE 


' USE  THIS  HANDY  FORM - 


Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society 
Searboro  Bluffs,  Ont. 

Dear  Father  General: 

I realize  that  your  needs  arc  most  pressing  right  now  therefore  1 

enclose  $ to  buy Brick (s)  for  your  new 

seminary.  Please  send  me  an  official  receipt  for  computing  Income  Tax 
Deductions  for  contributions  made  to  religious  and  educational  purposes. 


WILL  YOU  BUY  A BRICK  FOR  $5.00? 


From  .. 
Address 


ISCARBORO 

MISSIONS 

cirboro  Bluffs,  Oni.  October,  1953 


Fatima  Statues 


At  Fatima  Our  Lady  stressed  praying 
the  Rosary  as  a means  of  bringing 
peace  to  this  troubled  world. 

ARE  YOU  USING  THIS 
WEAPON  FOR  PEACE? 

October  is  Rosary  Month.  Now  is 
the  time  to  renew  your  Family  Rosary 
Pledge! 

A statue  or  picture  of  Our  Lady  of 
Fatima  in  your  home  will  remind  you 
of  your  Rosary  Pledge. 

Our  Promotion)  Department  is  pre- 
pared to  supply  such  articles  of  devotion. 


Prices 

Statues:  14"  $ 5.00  ' 

26"  ^ 30.00 

50"  ^150.00  (Glass  Eyes) 

Special  Outdoor  Statues:  Cement  Marble  Composition — 

26"  ^ 55.00 

50"  ^150.00 

Plus  freight  from  Montreal 

Picture:  Colored,  8"  x 10"  (Suitable  for  framing)  25c  each 
Book:  ”Fatima  Or  World  Suicide” 

English  Edition  ^1.00 

French  Edition  Paper  Bound:  .50 

Cloth  Bound:  ^1.00 

(NOTE:  Order  French  Edition  from  Apostolate  of  the  Press, 

138  Bowen  St.  North,  Sherbrooke,  Que.) 

Address  Orders: 

SCARBORO  FOREIGN  MISSION  SOCIETY,  Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ont. 
Above  prices  applicable  to  Canada  only 
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EDITORIAL 


GONE  TD  THE  DOBS! 

For  a matter  of  three  years  now  the  Scarhoro  Foreign 
Mission  Society  has  been  appealing  for  funds  to 
build  its  urgently  needed  new  seminary.  We  are  still 
far  short  of  the  sum  required  to  commence  building  op- 
erations. A little  news  item  the  other  day  made  all  of  us 
feel  rather  chagrined.  It  mentioned  a will  that  had  been 
probated  for  the  disposition  of  a $500,000.00  estate.  (Just 
the  amount  we  need ! ) The  galling  part  about  it  was  that 
the  whole  amount  went  for  the  perpetual  support  of 
two  dogs. 

While  we  have  no  fault  to  find  with  dogs,  nor  dog 
lovers,  nevertheless  it  does  seem  nauseating  that  one 
could  be  so  devoid  of  charity  towards  the  human  race  as 
to  put  the  material  comfort  of  two  dumb  beasts  above 
that  of  human  beings.  It  is  a pitiful  reflection  on  our  so- 
called  Christian  civilization  to  consider  two  dogs  literally 
living  in  the  lap  of  luxury  while  so  many  human  beings 
are  eking  out  a miserable  existence  in  circumstances  which 
make  one  shudder  to  behold. 

Another  thought  that  comes  to  mind  is  this.  By  what 
right  has  one  to  make  sueh  a will?  Whatever  we  have  of 
this  world’s  goods  actually  is  ours  in  trust,  only.  The  real 
owner  is  God  and  before  God  each  will  be  held  respon- 
sible for  the  use  made  of  material  possessions.  A will, 
devoid  of  charity,  is  an  affront  to  God.  It  is  tantamount  to 
denying  God’s  existence  and  one’s  dependence  on  Him. 
The  eternal  salvation  of  one  who  makes  such  a will  might 
seriously  be  called  in  doubt.  Certainly  a will  which  re- 
members God,  God’s  works  and  God’s  poor  is  the  will  of 
one  who  believes  in  God  and  hopes  to  live  eternally  in 
His  Paternal  embrace. 
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His  Excellency  the  Most  Rev.  James 
C.  Cody,  D.D.,  Bishop  of  London, 
and  Rev.  Patrick  Moore,  S.F.M., 
Pilgrimage  Director,  discussing  the 
plans  for  the  Fatima  Pilgrimage  in 
London  Diocese. 


Our  Lady  of  Fatima 


comes  to 


London  Diocese 


Sunday,  September  15,  marked  the  beginning  of  the  Pilgrimage 
Journey  of  Our  Lady  of  Fatima  through  the  Diocese  of  London. 
Before  the  journey  is  completed  in  December,  the  Pilgrimage 
will  have  made  some  310  visits  covering  every  parish  and 
mission  of  the  diocese.  The  Pilgrimage  is  under  the  direction 
of  Rev.  Patrick  Moore,  S.F.M.,  assisted  by  a French-speaking 
priest. 
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Father  Venini’s  Story 


AN  OLD  NAME 

rjlO  readers  of  ‘‘China’’'  some  fifteen  or  twenty  years  ago  the  name, 
# Rev.  Joseph  Venini,  will  confure  up  many  memories  of  China — a 

China  where  the  greatest  threat  to  life  and  possessions  was  the 
bandits  who  foraged  from  their  mountain  hideouts  to  raid  and  pillage 
surrounding  villages.  Father  Venini,  during  his  long  years  of  missionary 
labour  in  Chekiang  province  as  a member  of  our  Society,  was  frequently 
forced  to  flee  these  bandits  and  “head  for  the  hills”  on  his  trusty  bicycle 
or  to  cycle  many  miles  to  safety  in  Lishui.  Some  readers  may  remember 
the  interesting  and  exciting  articles  under  Father  Venini’s  byline  in  the 
“China”  of  the  thirties.  For  the  benefit  of  our  new  readers  and  for  those 
who  have  just  by  chance  forgotten,  here  is  some  biographical  back- 
ground on  this  intrepid  missionary. 

Rev.  Joseph  Venini  was  born  July  lOth,  1898,  in  Oshawa,  Ont.  After 
studying  at  the  old  China  Mission  College  in  Almonte,  Ont.,  and  then  at 
the  Seminary  at  Scarboro  he  left  for  Italy  to  complete  his  studies  and  on 
May  29,  1926  he  was  ordained  at  Brignole  Sale,  Genoa,  Italy.  In  October 
of  that  same  year  he  left  for  Chuchow  (now  Lishui),  the  seat  of  our 
missionary  activity  in  China,  where  he  spent  the  next  four  years  helping 
out  and  studying  the  language.  The  next  two  years  he  spent  at  Lung- 
chuan  and  May  1932  saw  him  leave  for  Kankou  to  supervise  the  building 
of  a new  chapel  and  assume  the  duty  of  pastor  there.  In  1934,  the 
chapel  completed  he  returned  to  his  duties  as  pastor  of  Lungchuan.  In 
September  1938  he  was  again  in  Lishui  supervising  the  building  of  the 
hospital  there. 

So  zealous  and  dedicated  a missionary  was  Father  Venini  that  in 
1939,  instead  of  spending  his  year’s  furlough  at  home  in  Canada,  he 
chose  to  study  at  an  eye  clinic  in  Shanghai.  In  1940  he  applied  for  per- 
mission to  enter  the  Ningpo  Vicariate.  When  the  Japanese  entered 
Ningpo  he  was  interned  for  the  duration  of  the  war.  During  his  time  of 
internment  he  continued  his  medical  studies.  In  1945  he  returned  to 
Canada  and  the  following  year  found  him  again  in  China.  It  was  in 
January  1946  that  he  was  granted  excardination  from  the  Scarboro 
Foreign  Mission  Society’s  Diocese  of  Lishui  and  was  incardinated  into 
the  Diocese  of  Ningpo.  His  activities  were  then  centred  on  the  island  of 
Lo-Hwang  where  he  remained  until  his  expulsion  by  the  Communists 
this  June. 


I EVERYTHING  had  been  going 
well  until  June  17th.  Though 
the  local  civil  authorities  had 
opened  a hospital,  much  at  my  own 
expense  — my  microscope  was  the 
only  reliable  instrument  in  their 
laboratory,  my  half-size  and  well 
used  operating  table  was  about  all 
they  had  in  their  operating  theatre 
together  with  a few  of  my  instru- 
ments— needles,  syringes  and  band- 
ages— patients  kept  coming  to  my 
ramshackle  dispensary.  On  an  aver- 
age there  were  perhaps  thirty  out- 
patients a day,  every  day  of  the  week. 

Yes,  things  were  going  well  until 
that  morning  of  June  17th.  Up  till 
then  I had  had  no  trouble  with  the 
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local  authorities.  During  the  “land 
reform”  what  surplus  fields  the  Mis- 
sion held  were,  as  in  every  case,  di- 
vided out  among  the  tenants.  The 
160  odd  Catholics  on  the  island — 
Lo-Hwang,  one  of  the  biggest  and  i 
most  populated  of  the  Chusan  archi-  ^ 
pelago — came  regularly  to  Mass  on 
Sundays  and  Feast  days.  Except  per-  ^ 
haps  for  the  “land  reform”  and  the  r - 
necessity  of  attending  many  long  and  || 
exhausting  “meetings”  life  went  on  j.  i j 
pretty  much  the  same  “after  libera- JbU 
tion”  as  before.  Taxes  were  high  and’^B  ■ 
the  subject  of  constant  complaints |H|jn 
among  the  farmer  folk.  But  as  l9|| 
was  saying,  things  went  along  pi'®ttyjP|| 
much  the  same. 
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Then  on  that  fateful  morning  a 
couple  of  “kan-pou”  (agitators) 
arrived  from  Hangchow,  the  provin- 
cial capital  of  Chekiang.  The  popu- 
lation was  rounded-up  and  meeting 
after  meeting  took  place.  Often 
times  right  in  my  own  chapel.  The 
subject  of  debate  and  forced  indoc- 
trination was  the  “case  of  the  Shang- 
hai Catholic  priests  spying  for  im- 
perialist interests  against  the  better 
interests  of  the  great  Chinese  people. 
Processions  were  organized  and  in 
no  time  the  market  town  was  gaily 
decked  out  in  multi-coloured  strips 
of  paper  “requesting  the  government 
to  act  severely  with  these  hidden 
wolves  of  the  Catholic  Church.” 
Other  papers  stressed  the  need  of 
“searching  for  imperialists  lurking 
in  every  nook  and  cranny”  . . . “ever 
spying  out  for  information”  and  “re- 
peating economic,  military,  cultural 
and  other  ‘strategic’  material  to  im- 
perialist countries.” 

Rumours  began  to  circulate.  The 
Mission  is  going  to  be  seized.  Father 
Venini  is  going  to  be  arrested.  All 
Catholics  are  to  be  regarded  as  spies. 
Priests  in  Shanghai  have  been  ar- 
rested. The  Bishop  of  Ningpo  has 
been  arrested.  Father  Corcuff  (pas- 
tor of  a neighbouring  parish)  has 
been  arrested.  No  pity  for  spies,  etc. 
etc. 

For  about  a week  tension  ran  high. 
Day  and  night  the  entire  population 
was  “cracking  down  on  imperial- 
ism”. Torch-light  processions  weaved 
up  and  down  the  main  street  at  night 
with  the  kids  singing  “down  with  im- 
perialism”. 1 prudently  kept  very 
much  to  myself  and  patients  still  came 
in  to  the  dispensary.  Groups  lined  up 
in  front  of  my  house.  Some  agitator 
roared  at  them  for  an  hour  or  so  and 
then  slogans  were  barked  out  for 
another  ensuing  hour  or  more.  Up 
to  now  no  one  had  said  an  unkind 
word  to  me. 

After  about  a fortnight’s  training 
a mob  finally  came  and  swarmed  in 


all  over  the  house.  1 was  then  hauled 
before  the  leaders — three  apostates 
of  long  date — a bamboo  weaver  and 
a tailor  who  delivered  an  impas- 
sioned speech  in  which  imperialism 
was  denounced  as  the  enemy  of 
China.  They  told  me  to  make  out 
my  confession  of  wicked  imperialism 
as  a pre-requisite  of  my  leaving  the 
country.  I was  harangued  about  “im- 
perialism” and  the  way  in  which  we 
priests  are  engaged  in  spying  activi- 
ties, by  writing  letters,  reading  the 
papers  and  generally  living  like  any 
ordinary  honest  Chinese.  There  was 
no  difficulty  or  untruth  in  admitting 
that  occasionally  I had  said  that  the 
weather  was  bad,  windy  and  the  sea 
rough.  In  Communist  China  that  is 
tantamount  to  giving  away  “secret 
information  on  atmospheric  condi- 
tions”, a secret  reserved  to  military 
organizations.  I also  had  to  admit 
that  for  the  past,  well  almost  30 
years,  I had  worked  myself  to  death 
caring  and  tendering  to  sick  Chinese 
people.  Under  present  laws  of  in- 
terpretation in  China  that  amounts  to 
“cultural  aggression  and  is  a mar- 
kedly criminal  activity”.  I was  not 
prepared  to  admit  and  I said  so,  that 
Communism  was  a boon  to  either 
China  or  the  world  in  general,  and 
added  that  to  my  mind,  life  was  easier 
before  than  after  “liberation”.  There- 
upon I made  out  a “confession” 
which  was  duly  carried  off  in  triumph 
with  the  mob  clamoring  “down  with 
imperialism”. 

Next  morning  in  came  the  two 
agitators  recently  arrived  from  the 
provincial  capital.  They  raged  and 
raged  at  first.  1 couldn’t  get  a word 
in  edgewise.  “Imperialism”  . . . 
“Imperialism”  . . . “Imperialism” 
was  about  all  I could  understand. 
Then  they  quieted  down.  Now  look 
here  they  said:  “We  don’t  want  a 
confession  like  that.  Sit  down  and 
write  that:  1.  You  have  been  in 
China  a long  time.  2.  That  you  are 
weary  and  tired.  3.  That  you  require 
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a rest.  4.  That  you  are  getting  too 
old  to  remain  here  in  New  China.” 
They  prepared  the  text  for  me  and 
asked  me  to  sign  it.  I did. 

From  there  on  the  agitation  died 
down  as  fast  as  it  had  burned  up. 
The  kids  who  had  been  singing  in 
the  streets  “down  with  imperialism” 
invaded  the  compound  as  of  old  and 
friends  came  in  as  if  nothing  had 
occurred.  Only  one  or  two  sad  faces 
dared  to  tell  me  that  I would  soon 
be  pushed  out.  In  the  meantime  I 
started  liquidating  my^  medical  sup- 
plies. I went  over  to  the  hospital, 
argued  with  them  and  finally  got  a 
price  both  for  the  microscope  and 
my  operating  table  and  a fair  sum 
for  the  bandages,  needles,  etc.  which 
they  had  “borrowed”  months  and 
months  ago.  Local  chemist  shops 
bought  up  what  medicines  I had  left ; 
and  the  rice  and  food  I had  in  store 
were  gladly  accepted  by  friends  and 
poorer  needy  Catholics. 

It  seemed  as  if  they  were  waiting 
for  me  to  wind  up  my  affairs  all  on 
my  own. 

No  one  came  in  to -trouble  me. 
People  were  as  nice  and  pleasant  as 
usual.  Then  just  as  I was  indeed 
ready,  the  police  came  in  and  said: 
“Tomorrow  morning,  you  will  catch 
the  ship  leaving  for  Tinghai.”  There 
was  no  fuss  at  all.  I didn’t  even  see  a 
policeman  on  the  wharf  as  I walked 
on  board  the  next  morning.  But  on 
arrival  in  Tinghai  (prefectural  town 
of  the  Chusan  group  of  islands)  two 
policemen  immediately  took  care  of 
me  and  escorted  me  to  an  inn  on  the 
waterfront.  Three  hours  afterward 
I was  escorted  to  the  local  police  who 
permitted  me  to  go  to  the  Catholic 
Mission  in  the  Kiang-po  area,  but 
expressly  forbade  me  to  go  to  any 
other  church  or  residence  in  Ningpo. 

I was  to  take  the  first  bus  leaving 
the  next  morning  from  Ningpo  to 
Hangchow  whence  I was  to  take  the 
Shanghai-Canton  train  as  soon  as  I 
arrived  there.  My  few  hours  in 
Ningpo  allowed  me  to  collect  the 


latest  information  on  Church  events 
in  that  city. 

On  the  17th  or  18th  of  June  a 
couple  of  policemen  went  to  the 
minor  seminary  where  the  Bishop 
(Defebvre)  was  residing,  to  arrest 
the  Bishop.  The  news  soon  spread 
around  the  city.  Within  minutes  first 
a small  group  of  Catholics  gathered 
around  the  main  entrance  to  the  semi- 
nary: then  the  group  swelled  to  a 
crowd.  Prayers  were  being  chanted 
aloud.  Some  of  the  Catholics  pushed 
on  into  the  seminary  evidently  to 
see  the  end.  Outside  the  crowd 
chanted  louder.  Soon  a detachment 
of  some  200  soldiers  fully  armed 
arrived  to  “quell  the  riot”.  Amid 
growing  tension  the  Bishop  appeared, 
manacled,  and  was  led  off  under 
heavy  escort.  Also  a seminarian  and 
a young  woman  were  manacled  and 
led  off  in  the  wake  of  the  Bishop. 
Since  then  not  a word  has  been 
heard  from  the  Bishop.  A fair-sized 
booklet  appeared  on  all  the  book 
stalls  depicting  the  Bishop  in  full 
pontificals  brandishing  a revolver 
and  handing  money  out  to  “spies 
hiding  under  his  cope”. 

A Chinese  priest.  Father  Jos. 
Wang,  C.M.,  had  been  arrested  about 
a week  before  anything  happened  in 
either  Shanghai  or  Ningpo.  He  was 
held  for  five  days,  during  which  it  is 
said  that  he  “uncovered  the  spying 
activities  of  the  Bishop  and  of  Father 
J.  Deymier  (regional  superior- Visit- 
or) revealing  them  to  the  police”. 
He  was  released  from  prison  three 
days  before  the  Bishop  was  arrested. 
But  again  taken  into  custody  on  the 
same  day  as  the  Bishop. 

Two  other  French  Vincentians 
(Fathers  Brossard  and  C.  Delafosse) 
are  both  under  strict  house  custody 
in  Ningpo.  All  the  residences  are 
strictly  guarded  and  the  Bishop’s  re- 
sidence is  fully  occupied  by  the  mili- 
tary. The  Chinese  priests  and  lay 
brothers  live  and  sleep  in  the  corri- 
dors. They  are  searched  and  ques- 
tioned once  per  hour  every  24  hours 
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of  the  day.  Such  questions  as  “What 
did  you  eat?  . . . How  long  did  you 
remain  at  table?  ...  To  whom  did 
you  talk?  . . . What  did  you  say? 
. . . What  did  he  say?  ...”  The 
why  and  wherefore  of  every  heart 
pulse  is  hacked  out  of  them  24  hours 
of  the  day.  The  Catholic  community 
remains  calm  and  fervent.  Morning 
Mass  is  well  attended.  And  every 
evening  the  Rosary  and  Benediction 
are  also  well  attended.  It  is  extremely 
difficult  to  preach.  Any  and  every 
word  which  is  not  of  strict  Commu- 
nist jargon  is  liable  to  receive  an 
“imperialist  interpretation”.  Heaven 
and  Hell  mean  before  and  after  lib- 
eration. The  only  “savior”  the  world 
recognizes  now  is  Mr.  Mao  Tse-tung. 
The  devil  is  recognized  by  the  Com- 
?nunists  as  meaning  themselves  . . . ! 
All  attempts  to  inaugurate  the  “re- 


formed Church”  have  miserably 
failed.  The  Communists  have  found 
no  one,  and  have  not  been  able  to 
press  into  service  neither  priest  or 
layman. 

From  Ningpo  on  to  Hangchow  and 
then  down  south  to  Canton  and  final- 
ly into  Hong  Kong  the  journey  pre- 
sented nothing  of  outstanding  inter- 
est. 

Looking  a little  the  worse  for  wear 
but  in  cheerful  spirits.  Father  Venini 
arrived  at  Hong  Kong  on  the  feast  of 
St.  Vincent,  19th  July.  He  carried  a 
small  handbag  and  his  few  oh,  so 
very  few,  belongings  were  stuffed  in 
a worn  out  sack  — — all  that  re- 
mained of  a couple  of  hundred  cases 
of  supplies — mostly  medical  supplies 
— with  which  he  arrived  in  Shanghai 
in  January  1946. 


The  Scarborn  Foreign 
Mission  Society 

extends  congratulations  to 

'His  Excellency  the  Most  Rev.  Wm.  Mark  Duke,  D.D., 
Archbishop  of  Vancouver, 

and  to  the  clergy  and  lay  people  of  the  Archdiocese 
on  the  occasion  of  the 
Silver  Jubilee  of  His  Excellency  to 
the  high  dignity  of  Archbishop  and 

the  consecration  of  Holy  Rosary  Cathedral, 

Vancouver 

We  are  proud  to  be  associated  with  the  development  of  the 
Archdiocese  of  Vancouver  through  our  work  in  St.  Francis  Xavier 
Chinese  Catholic  Mission,  opened  on  December  8,  1933. 
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OUR  PROMOTION 
DEPARTMENT 

For  the  year  1953-54 
ATTACHED  TO  HOME  OFFICE 


Rev.  Roland  Roberts,  S.F.M.,  Director 


Rev.  Harold  Oxley,  S.F.M. 


REPRESENTING  US  IN  ONTARIO  AND 
EASTERN  CANADA 


Left  to  Right:  Very  Rev.  C.  Strang,  S.F.M.,  Regional  Superior  of  Lishui,  China;  Rev.  Ralph  Williams, 
S.F.M.,  Rev.  Paul  Ouellette,  S.F.M. 


What  is  the  Promotion 

Department  1 

Every  Mission  Society  requires  a Promotion  Department  and  its  purpose, 
as  the  title  suggests,  is  to  publicize  the  work  of  its  society,  seek  to 
establish  good  will  between  the  society  and  the  clergy  and  lay  people, 
and  to  devise  ways  and  means  of  collecting  funds  for  the  support  of  the  society 
and  its  missionary  work. 

Mission  Societies  such  as  ours  rely  entirely  upon  the  free  offerings  of 
interested  Catholics  for  financial  assh^tance.  It  follows  then  that  this  assistance 
will  be  in  proportion  only  to  the  extent  the  society  is  known.  It  is  the  duty 
of  the  priests  attached  to  the  Promotion  Department  to  travel  throughout  the 
territory  allotted  to  them  and  to  seek  opportunities  to  make  their  society  known 
to  priests  and  lay  people  alike.  Naturally,  this  requires  the  good  will  and 
active  cooperation  of  the  clergy  throughout  the  country.  This  spirit  of  good 
will  and  cooperation  has  been  witnessed  by  our  priests  on  promotion  ever 
since  the  department  was  organized  nearly  four  years  ago.  It  is  something 
for  which  we  are  grateful  and  which  we  cherish  beyond  words  to  express. 
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I SAW  “Ole  Perpetual  Motion”  the 
other  day.  Some  people  reading 
this  will  probably  think  of  Henry 
Armstrong,  a champion  coloured 
fighter  of  a few  years  back.  Of 
course  that  is  exactly  what  Henry 
was  in  the  ring — a furiously  moving 
ball  of  energy,  from  which  two  de- 
vastating fists  emerged  with  amazing 
rapidity.  As  a result,  the  sports 
writers  often  dubbed  him  “perpetual 
motion”.  However  the  character  I 
saw  was  quite  different  from  “Ham- 
mering Hank”.  He  was  much  less 
stocky,  he  was  shorter,  his  colouring 
and  eyes  were  Oriental,  instead  of 
boxing  trunks  he  wore  a clown  suit 
that  baffles  description,  and  whereas 
Henry’s  stock-in-trade  were  his  fists, 
this  chap  carried  a little  drum  and 
some  bells.  But  on  the  other  hand, 
as  far  as  the  perpetual  motion  idea 
goes,  there  is  no  doubt  about  the  fact 
that  this  man  also  has  a claim  to 
the  title. 

It  was  in  the  city  of  Sasebo  that  I 
laid  eyes  upon  him.  Sasebo  is  a 
large  city  in  Southern  Japan.  There 
are  two  large  parishes  there,  and  one 
of  them  is  entrusted  to  Scarboro.  Dr. 
Pelow  (Kingston,  Ont.)  is  pastor, 
and  Father  Geier  (Preston,  Ont.)  is 
the  curate.  It  was  while  visiting  said 
pastor  and  curate  that  I happened  to 
see  the  man  who  furnishes  the  sub- 
ject matter  for  this  article. 

Father  Geier  and  I were  standing 
in  line  at  a bus  stop  intent  on  the 
forthcoming  struggle  to  board  what 
we  knew  would  be  an  already  over- 
crowded vehicle — they  never  seem  to 
be  any  other  way  in  Japan.  The 
monotony  of  waiting  was  rudely  dis- 
pelled by  the  ringing  of  bells,  and  the 
furious  beat  of  a drum.  The  person 
responsible  for  the  noise  was  not 
visible  at  first,  and  the  sounds 
seemed  to  be  coming  from  beyond 
the  next  corner.  We  craned  our  necks 
and  listened  intently  as  the  tempo  of 
the  “music”  increased.  Suddenly 
there  he  was. 


He  was  wearing  a cone-shaped 
clown  hat.  This  hat  surmounted  a 
face  on  which  a good  deal  of  paint 
had  been  plastered,  and,  as  I men- 
tioned before,  he  was  clothed,  from 
shoulder  to  foot,  in  a gaily  decorated 
clown  suit.  In  one  hand  he  had 
a tiny  drum  to  which  these  little 
bells  were  attached,  and  of  course  the 
other  hand  contained  a little  stick 
with  which  he  beat  the  drum  soundly 
and  frequently.  On  his  back  he 
carried  a paper  notice  which  I 
couldn’t  make  out,  but  which  I am 
sure  contained  the  Japanese  equiva- 
lent of  “Eat  at  Joe’s”  or  “Buy  at 
Billy’s”  or  “Prices  Have  Been 
Slashed  at  Sol’s”.  You  see  he  was 
in  the  advertising  game. 

However  the  most  amazing  feature 
was  his  movements,  and  the  only 
way  to  describe  them  is  by  use  of  the 
phrase  “perpetual  motion”.  He 
seemed  to  be  moving  in  every  direc- 
tion at  once,  without  making  pro- 
gress in  any.  I do  know  that  he  never 
stopped  moving  all  the  time  that  we 
were  watching  him.  He  wasn’t  exact- 
ly running,  he  wasn’t  exacting  danc- 
ing, and  he  certainly  was  not  just 
walking.  It  was  more  or  less  a com- 
bination of  all  three. 

He  would  run  ahead  a few  feet, 
and  then  dance  back  again,  his 
shoulders  twisting  to  the  rhythm  of 
drum  and  bells.  He  would  feint  to 
one  side,  and  then  prance  jauntily 
to  the  other;  he  would  go  back  a step 
or  two,  make  a little  hop,  and  then 
shoot  forward  a few  yards.  As  he 
passed  us,  I couldn’t  help  thinking 
that  in  his  weird  motions,  he  em- 
bodied the  genius  of  many  types  of 
people. 

He  was  a pint-sized  halfback 
twinkling  along  behind  his  team- 
mates, hoping  for  a “key  block”  to 
send  him  racing  into  the  clear;  he 
was  a ballet  dancer  of  flawless  artis- 
try; he  was  a Gentleman  Jim  Corbett 
confusing  his  opponents  with  the 
magic  of  his  footwork ; he  was  a 
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bullfighter  wringing  frenzied  ap- 
plause from  thousands  of  throats 
with  an  exquisite  “veronica”;  he  was 
“Hammering  Hank”  Armstrong, — 
always  moving,  always  “on  the  go”, 
always  boring  in — “Ole  Perpetual 
Motion”  himself. 

He  was  really  fascinating,  this  little 
fellow.  He  moved  along,  twisting 
and  turning,  oblivious  to  the  stares 
of  the  onlookers,  and  to  the  whizzing 
bicycles  and  speeding  cars  that  were 
roaring  by  him.  His  only  purpose  in 
life  seemed  to  be  to  beat  that  drum, 
jangle  those  little  bells,  feint  here, 
dance  over  there,  hop  ahead  and 
jump  back  again.  We  kept  our  eyes 
glued  to  him,  and  I suppose  we  would 
still  be  watching  if  the  bus  had  not 
come  along  just  then. 

Being  a little  bigger  than  some  of 
our  competitors,  we  managed  to  push, 
squeeze,  apologize,  and  fight  our  way 
into  the  bus.  After  a minute  or  two, 
with  passengers  loaded  and  casualties 
counted  ( two  poor  old  ladies  were 
trampled)  the  bus  lurched  on  its  way 
downtown.  As  we  went.  Father  Geier 
and  I took  a last  squint  through  the 
window  at  our  advertising  man.  His 
pace  had  not  slackened  in  the  least. 
With  a broad  grin,  Father  Ed  asked 
“How  can  a man  last  for  more  than 
one  day  in  a job  like  that?”  I guess 
he  hit  the  nail  on  the  head.  Anyway 
I haven’t  seen  “Ole  Perpetual  Mo- 
tion” since  then,  but  you  never  can 
tell.  Perhaps  some  day,  somewhere, 
there  will  he  the  ringing  of  bells,  the 
beat  of  a drum,  and  the  gaily  dressed 
little  man  will  come  prancing  into 
sight.  I rather  doubt  it  though — ^he 
must  long  since  have  died  of  ex- 
haustion. 


“K  you  put  your  trust  in  God, 
and  cease  worrying,  just  trust 
in  God  and  depend  upon  Him 
to  take  care  of  you,  He  will  not 
forsake  you,  provided  you  en- 
deavour to  serve  Him  meanwhile 
as  well  as  you  can.” 

Character  Calendar. 


MAKING  YOUR  WILL? 

Throughout  your  life  you  en- 
joyed the  help  and  consola- 
tion that  comes  from  your 
Faith,  and  in  death  this  same 
Faith  will  support  and  com- 
fort you. 

In  mission  lands  there  are 
millions  who  have  no  such 
consolation  in  life  and  no  such 
support  or  comfort  at  the  hour 
of  death. 

A remembrance  in  your 
Will  is  a means  of  helping  the 
Scarboro  Foreign  Mission 
Society  bring  your  Catholic 
Faith  to  the  people  of  the 
Pagan  World. 

Our  Legal  Title: 

Scarboro  Foreign  Mission 
Society, 

Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ont. 


NOTICE  TO  SCHOOLS 

Book  covers  are  again  avail- 
able for  student  text  books. 
They  may  be  obtained  from 
the: 

Promotion  Department, 

60  Orescent  Rd., 

Toronto  5,  Ont. 

Only  orders  coming  from 
teachers  will  be  considered. 
Order  should  be  accompanied 
by  postage  computed  at  the 
rate  of  2c  for  every  4 covers. 
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and  the 

WORLD  LAUGHS 
WITH  YOU 


Soldier  in  Paris:  “Waiter,  bring  me 
some  of  this.” 

Waiter:  “The  orchestra  is  now  play- 
ing it,  sir.” 

★ 

“They  say  that  Bill’s  daughter  is 
spoiled.” 

“Well,  she  is  so  sure  of  having  her 
own  way  that  she  writes  her  diary  a 
week  ahead  of  time.” 

★ 

Harry:  “How  are  you  feeling?” 

Larry:  “Terrible.  I’m  so  hungry  I 
find  starvation  looking  me  in  the  face.” 

Harry:  “That’s  too  bad.  It  must  be 
an  unpleasant  experience  for  both  of 
you.” 

★ 

Terry:  “I  hear  your  wife  has  a soft, 
liquid  voice.” 

Jerry:  “Yes,  and  it’s  hard  to  stop 
the  flow!” 

★ 

Wife:  Whenever  I play  the  piano,  I 
feel  very  melancholy.” 

Husband:  “So  do  I.” 


“Is  it  true  that  money  talks,  dear?’.’ 
“They  say  it  does.” 

“Well,  I wish  you  would  leave  a 
little  here  to  talk  to  me  during  the  day. 
I get  so  lonely.” 

★ 

An  asylum  inmate  was  seen  pushing 
a wheelbarrow  upside  down. 

“What’s  the  idea?”  asked  a visitor. 
“Do  you  think  I’m  crazy?  Yesterday 
they  filled  it  with  bricks.” 

★ 

“Uncle  Elmer,  will  you  sing,  please?” 
“All  right,  Billy.  But  why  do  you 
ask  me  to  sing  just  now?” 

“Jimmy  and  I are  playing  at  ships 
and  we  want  a fog-horn.” 


“I’m  doing  my  best  to  get  ahead.” 

“Yes,  I’ve  noticed  that  you  don’t  seem 
to  have  any.’* 

★ 

“You’re  wonderfully  strong  for  a 
man  of  your  years.  How  do  you  ac- 
count for  it?” 

“I  can’t  say  yet.  I’m  waiting  to  see 
which  breakfast  food  will  offer  me  the 
best  contract.” 

★ 

Mr.:  “The  bank  has  returned  that 
cheque.” 

Mrs.:  “Isn’t  that  grand?  What  shall 
we  buy  with  it  this  time?” 

★ 

A curious  inquirer  asked:  “What  are 
the  sister  states?”  and  the  coimtry  edi- 
tor answered: 

“We  are  not  quite  sure,  but  we  should 
judge  that  they  are  Miss  Ouri,  Ida  Ko, 
Mary  Land,  Calli  Fomia,  Allie  Bama, 
Louisa  Anna,  Della  Ware,  and  Minnie 
Sota.” 

★ 

“And  what  wuz  the  last  card  I dealt 
ye,  O’Rourke?” 

“’Twas  a spade,  O’Flaherty.” 

“Oi  knew  it  was.  Oi  saw  ye  spit  on 
yer  hand  befure  ye  picked  it  up.” 

★ 

Sergeant  (on  rifle  range) : “This 

bullet  will  penetrate  two  feet  of  wood, 
so  remember  to  keep  your  heads  down.” 

★ 

He  was  a tedious  talker,  whose  pet 
subject  was  himself,  his  exploits  and 
his  travels.  In  the  middle  of  a long- 
winded  description  of  his  mountain- 
climbing trip,  he  said  dramatically: 
“There  I stood  for  two  hours,  with  that 
vast  abyss  yawning  before  me!”  And 
he  paused. 

One  of  his  listeners  looked  up  with 
interest.  “How  soon  did  it  begin  to 
yawn?”  he  queried. 
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Rev.  Hugh  McGettigan,  S.F.M. 
Royal  Canadian  Navy 


Dnr  1953  ContinM 

and  the  il| 

This  year  eight  Scarboro  priests  wen  i| 
Canadian  Navy,  one  to  the  Canadiap 
of  his  enlistment  in  the  Canadian  No  | 

Rev.  Charles  B.  Murphy,  S.F.M., 
ticipated  in  the  Coronation  Review  of^i 
S.F.M.,  is  attached  to  the  H M.C.S.  N<^ 
S.F.M.,  is  an  Army  Chaplain  and  is  pip 


Rev.  Charles  B.  Murphy,  S.F.M. 
Royal  Canadian  Navy 


Rev.  Wm.  P.  Schultz,  S.F.M. 
assigned  to  Japan 


Rev.  Louis 
assigned  tofr« 


it  to  the  Missions 
led  Forces 

the  Missions,  one  was  assigned  to  the 
'my  and  one  was  granted  an  extension 


:hed  to  the  H.M.C.S.  Magnificent,  par- 
thead  last  June.  Rev.  Hugh  McGettigan, 
Esquimault,  B.C.  Rev.  Edward  Lyons, 
tly  in  Korea. 


Very  Rev.  Edward  AAoriarty,  S.F.M. 
assigned  to  British  Guiana 


Rev.  Joseph  Curcio,  S.F.M. 
assigned  to  Santo  Domingo 


Rev.  Alex  Macintosh,  S.F.M. 
assigned  to  British  Guiana 


I ti,  S.F.M. 
I Domingo 


Thinking  of  China 

By  Thomas  Morrissey,  S.F.M. 


JAPAN’S  rainy  season,  according 
to  the  local  weathermen,  is  near- 
ing its  end.  Seemingly,  however, 
a last  desperate  effort  is  being  made 
to  deluge  the  Land  of  the  Rising 
Sun.  So,  what  to  do,  today?  Well, 
here’s  the  Nippon  Times  at  least.  The 
nauseating  question  as  to  whether  or 
not  Red  China  should  be  admitted  to 
the  United  Nations  is  still  being 
discussed  in  the  Chancelleries  of  the 
world.  And  now  comes  the  morning 
mail.  Among  others  is  a letter, 
written  this  side  of  the  “bambo,o 
curtain”,  from  one  who  but  recently 
left  Mao’s  Red  Paradise.  He  could 
give  a very  adequate  answer  to  the 
current  question  of  Red  China  and 
the  United  Nations  since  his  folks  are 
still  unwilling  victims  of  diabolical 
Communism. 

Now  there  is  nothing  I want  to  do 
this  morning  but  sit  and  think  of 
China.  China,  once  a very  happy  and 
lovable  land;  the  place  where  people 
* used  to  laugh  in  the  face  of  certain 
adversity  and  hoped  that  tomorrow’s 
sun  would  chase  away  today’s  clouds 
of  sorrow  and  pain.  But  they  have 
ceased  to  laugh.  They  think  that,  for 
them,  the  sun  of  freedom  and  happi- 
ness may  never  shine  again.  Poor 
old  Cathay  whose  sons  and  daughters 
just  a few  short  years  and  many 
sufferings  ago  left  their  homes  and 
fled  to  the  mountains.  And  why? 
That  there  they  could  fight  beside 
their  Western  allies  under  the  leader- 
ship of  their  own  Chiang  Kai-Shek. 
It  seems  but  yesterday  that  today’s 
suffering  millions  in  China  were  the 
very  men  and  women  whose  undying 
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The  two  towns  of  North  River  and  Brigus, 
Nfid.,  can  lay  claim  to  Rev.  Thomas 
Morrissey,  S.F.M.  Ordained  Dec.  3,  1937, 
Father  Morrissey  left  for  China  in 
October,  1938.  With  the  advent  of  the 
war.  Father  Morrissey,  in  company  with 
some  of  our  priests  and  the  Grey  Nuns 
from  Pembroke,  Ont.,  fled  across  China 
in  the  great  exodus  just  ahead  of  the 
advancing  Japanese  Armies.  In  Sep- 
tember, 1944,  he  returned  to  Canada 
and  spent  some  time  campaigning  in  his 
native  Newfoundland,  returning  to  China 
in  May,  1946.  He  was  expelled  by  the 
Communists  in  1951  and  went  straight 
to  our  missions  in  Japan.  At  the  present 
moment.  Father  Morrissey  is  Pastor  of 
Kawatana,  Kyushu,  Japan.  ^ 


spirit  and  indomitable  courage  made 
newspaper  copy  the  world  over — ^the 
same  lovers  of  freedom  for  whom  no 
words  of  praise  were  too  extravagant 
when  the  second  war  to  end  wars  was 
let  loose  upon  the  world. 

And  today,  while  reputedly  intel- 
ligent and  principled  men  of  other 
and  free  nations  discuss  their  future, 
what  of  them?  Many  and  varied 
statements  a propos  this  question 
have  been  made  of  late.  Most  of  them 
are  the  dogmatic  pronouncements  of 
the  overnight  type  of  globe  trotter. 
Some  of  the  more  stupid  remarks 
about  China  simply  beg  correction 
but  today  I can  only  sit  and  think 
of  the  Wongs  and  Lous  and  others  I 
knew  so  well.  Their  customs  and 
language  were  not  unfamiliar  to  me. 
It  is  easy  for  me  to  appreciate  their 
illusions  and  disillusions:  but  this 
letter  today — it’s  simply  distracting 
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me  and  so  for  my  own  satisfaction 
and,  I hope,  your  interest»  I simply 
have  to  give  you  the  gist  of  it.  Here 
are  sentences  taken  from  it  at  ran- 
dom : . We  are  the  living  dead  . . . 

Ninety  per  cent  of  the  people  look  as 
if  they  are  in  the  last  stages  of  Tuber- 
culosis . . . Each  community  of  one 
thousand  families  must  send  five 
hundred  young  men  to  become  Red 
soldiers  ...  I speak  of  my  own  town, 
which  you  know  so  well  . . . only 
conditions  are  far  worse  than  when 
you  left  here  two  years  ago,  . . .” 

Little  explanation  of  the  above 
quotations  is  demanded.  That  “we 
are  the  living  dead”  simply  won’t 
leave  me  in  peace.  It  is  the  first  time 
I have  ever  seen  the  expression  in 
Chinese  and,  for  me,  it  is  the  heart 
breaking  expression  of  the  sentiments 
of  a people  whom  to  know  was  to 
lo,ve.  Dear  reader,  this  letter  is  giving 
birth  to  a host  of  memories.  Among 
them  are  some  of  the  happiest  and 
most  consoling  I shall  ever  have 
while,  too,  there  are  others  of  deepest 
tragedy.  Tragedy,  because  it  struck 
with  superlative  emphasis  when  Mao’s 
Red  Hordes  literally  swept  down  from 
the  North. 

Again  the  rat-tat-tat  of  the  machine 
guns  are  hammering  at  my  ears.  Yes, 
almost  as  vivid  as  they  were  that  fatal 
Sunday  afternoon  when  “our”  city 
was  added  to  the  disgustingly  monoto- 
nous litany  of  Red  victories.  And 
now  the  bugles  signalling  the  end 
of  the  battle;  the  end  of  the  battle 
which,  in  turn,  was  the  beginning  of 
a life  of  fear,  misery  and  despair  for 
hundreds  and  tho,usands  of  people. 
How  clearly  do  I see  those  nonde- 
script and  utterly  crude  and  un- 
cultured Red  soldiers  enter  the  Mis- 
sion compound.  This  morning  too 
I listen  to  their  sickening  comments 
on  America’s  Pinks  and  Reds  as  the 
only  progressives  in  that  country.  The 
same  look  of  surprise  must  be  on 
my  face  today  as  it  was  that  day 
when  a Red  soldier  showed  me  his 
revolver:  “MADE  IN  CANADA”! 


However,  hope  dies  so  hard  in  the 
human  soul  that  it  seems  to  be  one 
of  its  intrinsic  qualities.  It  lived  on 
in  the  hearts  of  thousands  of  my 
friends  and  acquaintances  in  China 
even  though  despair  was  slowly  but 
inexorably  clutching  at  the  very  same 
hearts  of  every  thinking  adult  in 
town.  In  keeping  with  the  same 
party  line  there  was  relative  normalcy 
for  a year,  apart  from  slow  but  defi- 
nite starvation  of  thousands  of  people. 
This,  of  course,  was  actually  due  to 
intolerable  and  unimaginable  taxa- 
tion but,  by  the  Commies,  was 
attributed  to  past  mis-management  oji 
the  part  of  the  defeated  Nationalists. 
The  iron  fist  had  long  since  been  in 
readiness  to  strike  down  its  victims. 
And  finally  it  hit  with  a resounding 
echo  that  will  be  heard  for  genera- 
tions to  come. 

And  so  the  drama  continues.  The 
terrified  whispers  of  the  people  are 
as  present  in  my  room  here  in  South 
Japan  this  morning  as  they  were  in 
a room  that  once  was  mine  in  South 
East  China.  Memory  and  imagination 
present  the  endless  executions  and 
the  unbearable  uncertainty  of  any 
given  moment.  I witness  again  those 
senseless  night  raids  on  the  mission 
and  oh,  there  is  my  old  friend,  Mr. 
Lou.  I can  enjoy  again  those  laugh- 
ing conversations  we  used  to  have  in 
what  seems  centuries  ago.  Even  as 
then  he  quotes  Confucius  at  me  when 
I told  him  that  Christ  said  “Thou 
shalt  love  the  Lord  thy  God,  etc.  . . .” 
As  we  used  to  in  those  happier  days, 
formality  is  dispensed  with  and  a 
game  of  “finger  chasing”  is  quite  in 
order.  But  now  I see  him  again  and 
this  time  he  is  a broken  man  with  his 
hands  tied  behind  his  back.  He  has 
been  accused  of  embezzling  school 
funds.  He  denies  the  accusation  so 
frequently  and  determinedly  that  his 
Red  captors  lose  patience  and  de- 
liver an  ultimatum:  Admit  your 

crime  and  we  shall  shoot  you;  con- 

[Concluded  on  page  24) 
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Scarboro  Foreign  Missions^ 


A few  of  the  Grey  Nuns  from 
Pembroke,  Ont.,  who,  since 
1951,  have  been  working  in 
Santo  Domingo.  The  original 
party  of  four  has  now  been 
increased  by  two,  bringing  the 
number  of  Grey  Nuns  in  this 
country  to  six. 


On  the  right  is  "Mama  Villa"  (Mother  of  the  Town) 
of  Azua,  Santo  Domingo.  She  is  a saintly  old  soul 
loved  and  respected  by  all,  hence  the  name. 
Together  with  her  late  husband,  "Papa  Mundo" 
(Father  of  the  World),  she  was  responsible  for 
much  good. 
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A "Westerner"  of  sorts  due  to 
his  living  in  Vancouver  for  four 
years  while  he  was  pastor  of 
the  Chinese  Catholic  Mission 
there.  Father  Larry  McAuliffe, 
S.F.M.,  of  Ennismore,  Ont.,  looks 
right  at  home  on  this  mule. 
Accompanied  by  his  sacristan,  . 

Feliz,  Father  McAuliffe  is  about  ; 

to  depart  for  a campo  in  the 

mountains.  ■■Ji 


SCARBORO 


At  Home  And  In  Fields  Afar 


View  of  the  Catholic  Church  in  Kawatana,  Japan,  (large  building  in  centre)  taken 
from  a hill  behind  the  city. 

★ ★ ★ 


Flat  Rock  Island  in  Georgian  Bay  was  given  to  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society  and  it  is 
here  that  our  Novices  spend  most  of  the  summer.  There  was  a near  accident  this  year  when 
the  barge  and  tow  boat  bringing  in  the  supplies  were  caught  in  a storm.  Pictured  above: 
Fathers  Louis  Quinn,  S.F.M.  (now  in  Santo  Domingo),  and  Joseph  McNamara,  S.F.M.  (assigned  to 
British  Guiana),  with  some  of  the  seminarians  are  unloading  the  barge  after  beaching  it  in  a 
sheltered  bay.  This  picture  was  taken  by  Father  Paul  Ouellette,  S.F.M.,  of  the  Promotion  Dept. 

MISSIONS  Page  Twenty-One 


Many  of  us  old-timers  can  remember  when  the  “Regina”  was  erected 
on  the  grounds  of  St.  Augustine’s  Seminary.  A beautiful  bronze  statue 
of  Our  Lady  on  its  substantial  concrete  base.  It  was  flanked  by  a new 
and  empty  mausoleum,  inscribed  with  the  names  of  its  future  occupants, 
MOST  REV.  NEIL  McNEIL,  D.D.,  ARCHBISHOP  OF  TORONTO  AND  RT. 
REV.  MARTIN  DARIUS  WHELAN,  V.G.  Among  the  seminarians  it  soon 
became  an  established  practice  to  pause  for  a short  prayer  at  the  Regina  during 
their  walks  to  and  from  the  shore  of  Lake  Ontario.  They  did  not  know  it  at 
the  time  but  many  of  those  boys  were  praying  at  the  site  of  their  own  future 
tombs. 

* * * * 

Yesterday — about  35  years  since  those  seminary  days — I came  back  to 
pay  a visit  to  the  Regina.  It  turned  out  to  be  an  unforgettable  meditation  on 
the  vanity  of  vanities  and  the  shortness  and  uncertainty  of  life.  The 
mausoleum  has  long  since  held  the  mortal  remains  of  Archbishop  McNeil  and 
of  Monsignor  Whelan,  builder  of  St.  Augustine’s.  Immediately  behind,  at 
ground  level,  are  rows  of  white  granite  slabs  and  beneath  the  well  kept  lawn 
lie  the  veteran  priests  of  the  Archdiocese  of  Toronto  as  well  as  many  of  the 
then-seminarians  who  paused  to  say  their  Hail  Marys  at  the  little  shrine. 

* * » 

What  memories  were  stirred  as  we  passed  them  by!  The  venerable  Dean 
Harris  and  his  famous  talks  to  the  seminarians  of  our  day!  Preacher,  scholar, 
literateur!  With  his  flowing  mane  of  white  hair,  he  looked  for  all  the  world 
like  Lizst  or  Gladstone.  The  boys  often  wondered  why  the  Dean  had  not  risen 
to  even  higher  ecclesiastical  heights,  so  profound  his  advice  and  dignified  his 
bearing.  Together,  as  should  be,  in  an  even  row,  names  to  conjure  with  in  a 
slightly  later  day,  Cline,  McCann,  O’Leary,  Morris  and  Dollar,  the  latter  the 
poet  and  celebrated  punster  and  uncompromising  lover  of  Ireland.  One  name, 
we  thought  was  missing,  one  that  should  be  with  them  in  death  as  he  was  so 
much  in  life.  Archbishop  Thomas  O’Donnell  of  Halifax,  N.S. 

* » * 

Rt.  Rev.  A.  T.  Lellis,  D.P. ! Fourteen  years,  almost  to  the  day,  since  he 
joined  that  noble  band  but  possibly  remembered  as  few  before  or  since  his  day. 
Surely  one  of  the  most  unforgettable  characters  among  all  the  priests  of 
Toronto;  the  colorful,  scintillating  personality;  the  after-dinner  speaker  par 
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The  "Regina",  St.  Augustine's  Seminary,  Toronto 


excellence,  many  of  whose  anecdotes  and  epigrams  have  come  down  to  us  even 
to  this  day  . . . *^The  Bishop  took  as  his  motto  on  his  coat  of  arms  ‘CUM 
CRUCE\  which  the  boys  proceeded  to  translate  as  ‘COME  ACROSS’.’*  I re- 
turned from  China  in  1939  when  he  was  dying  of  leukemia  and  in  his  coffin, 
for  the  first  time,  he  wore  the  robes  of  his  Domestic  Prelacy.  Campbell  W. 
James;  Leonard  Hodgine;  Gerald  Quinlan.  In  that  order  they  succeeded  one 
another  as  Bursar  of  St.  Augustine’s.  No  longer  are  they  concerned  about 
keeping  hungry  seminarians  happy  without  running  too  heavily  into  the 
inconsequential  realm  of  red  ink. 

-X-  * 


J.  Vincent  Morrison,  S.F.M.,  Pastor  of  Lishui,  Chekiang,  during  most  of 
my  time  in  China.  The  genial  “Doc”  survived  more  than  fifteen  years  of  floods, 
famines,  epidemics,  bandits  and  wars,  only  to  be  the  victim  of  a motorcycle 
accident  in  Toronto.  Ten  thousand  miles  away,  on  a mountainside  over- 
looking the  Lishui  plain,  his  great  friends  Fathers  Jim  McGillivray  and  Aaron 
Gignac  are  at  rest  in  a hallowed  spot  that  will  he  forever  Canada.  Monsignor 
John  Harris,  Pastor  of  the  Church  of  Christ  the  King.  Just  one  month  ago,  in 
our  Pilgrim  Virgin  tour  of  the  Diocese  of  Manchester,  we  met  his  father  and 
mother  at  the  old  home  in  Berlin  and  his  sister,  a Sister  of  Mercy  in  Littleton. 
The  present  Pastor  of  Berlin,  the  venerable  Dean  Walsh,  spoke  at  length  of  the 
high  esteem  in  which  Monsignor  Harris  was  held  throughout  the  Diocese  and 

intimated  that  he  had  never  really  been  known  in  the  Archdiocese  of  Toronto. 

« « « « 


Michael  Barrack,  Harold  Caley,  Stanley  Cassin.  Michael  Cullinane  and — 
1 came  up  with  a start — Gregory  Kelly,  late  Pastor  of  Our  Lady  of  Sorrows 
Church.  The  passing  of  our  priest  friends  is  ahvays  an  occasion  of  sorrow  to 
the  rest  of  us.  The  premature  death  of  Father  Greg  brought  home  to  me  a 
deep  sense  of  personal  loss.  Kindly,  sympathetic,  understanding,  all  things  to 
all  men,  Greg  was  literally  idolized  by  the  people  of  the  parish.  His  vibrant 
personality  chafed  at  the  minor  conventions  and  accepted  cliches  of  clerical 
oratory.  His  sermons  packed  a punch  that  j olted  the  unrighteous  into  a realiza- 
tion of  the  real  values  in  life.  He  was  the  Father  O’Flynn  of  contemporary 
Toronto.  “Is  it  leave  gaiety  all  to  the  laity — cannot  the  clergy  be  Irishmen, 
too?” 
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So  many  more.  But  it’s  time  to  go.  Two  barefoot  boys  are  sitting  beside 
the  cemetery  gate  as  the  car  backs  away.  They  never  heard  of  Martin  Darius 
Whelan;  it  would  be  meaningless  even  to  speak  to  them  of  the  exploits  and 
accomplishments  of  the  men  who  sleep  beside  their  home.  How  fleeting  is 
fame!  How  life  marches  on! 

* * * * 


Yes,  back  to  the  task,  the  Pilgrim  Virgin  tour  throughout  the  U.S.A. 
Preach  the  message  of  Fatima.  New  York  next  and  then  El  Paso,  Texas  and 
New  Orleans,  Louisiana  and  Scranton,  Pennsylvania  and  so  it  goes.  Speak  if 
you  will,  of  wrath  to  come  unless  men  amend  their  lives  and  pray  the  Rosary 
and  listen  to  the  warning  of  the  Blessed  Mother  of  God.  But  as  you  go 
listen  yourself,  even  more  intently,  to  the  voices  that  cry  to  you  from  God’s 
acre  beside  the  Regina,  from  the  Flanders  Fields  of  ecclesiastical  Toronto.  Be 
as  cosmic  as  you  may  in  the  appraisal  of  the  crisis  confronting  the  world  today 
but  do  not  put  off,  for  another  single  hour,  the  far  more  important  task  of  your 
own  personal  sanctification.  It  is  God  Himself  who  speaks  through  voices 
long  since  stilled  in  death  . . . ''The  years  go  swiftly  by.  Already,  my  son,  you 
have  climbed  the  side  of  the  mountain — and  crossed  the  plateau — and  long 
since  have  begun  to  the  Regina.  . . . Will  you  still  put  off  the  only  decision  that 
matters  for  eternity.  . . . Was  ever  patience  such  as  mine,  patience  with  your 
stupidities  and  inconsistencies  and  your  attachments  to  things  that  pass  with 
the  swiftness  of  the  arrow?  When  ivill  you  learn?  When  that  all-out  effort 
that  you  know  is  demanded  of  you?  When,  if  not  today?’^  The  lesson  of  the 
Regina.  Thank  God  for  it  while  there  is  still  time,  before  other  barefoot  boys 
sit  beside  other  fresh  marble  slabs  and  we  “pass  and  be  forgotten  with  the  rest.” 


{Continued  from  page  19) 

tmue  to  deny  it  and  we  shall  cut  you 
in  a thousand  pieces  with  our  bay- 
onets. He  admits  his  “crime”!  And 
there’s  old  Fido.  But  his  mouth  is  red 
with  blood.  This  really  does  scare  me 
as  maybe  he  has  bitten  somebody.  He 
never  did  before  but  even  dogs  be- 
come more  canine  under  the  Reds, 
and  so  another  excuse  for  the  Com- 
munists to  make  a miserable  life  even 
more  miserable.  My  fears  are  in 
vain.  An  orphan,  I have  had  him  at 
the  Mission  for  five  years,  comes  in 
all  excited.  “Fido  and  I were  at  an 
execution;  all  the  kids  had  to  go. 
There  were  other  dogs  with  Fido 
smelling  around  the  bodies  after  the 
shooting.”  He  tells  me  this  as  if  he 
had  been  present  at  a Wild  West 
picture.  Yes,  the  Commies  believe 
that  no  one  is  too  young  to  begin 
his  training  in  inhumaneness. 


in  iHemoriam 

In  your  charity  you  are  asked 
to  remember  the  souls  of  the  fol- 
lowing in  your  prayers. 

Correction 

Mr.  Kenneth  J.  Turner,  Mont- 
real, listed  in  last  issue  as  father 
of  Rev.  Arthur  Venadam  should 
have  read:  “Father  of  Rt.  Rev. 
Kenneth  R.  Turner,  S.F.M.,  D.D., 
Bishop  of  Lishui,  China.” 

Mr.  Wong,  father  of  Violet  and 
Mabel  Wong,  of  the  Chinese 
Catholic  Mission,  Vancouver, 
B.C. 

Mrs.  John  McLean,  Sydney 
Mines,  C.B.,  N.S. 

Mr.  Francis  J.  Cooney,  Toronto. 

Mr.  Morris  F.  Leonard,  Toronto. 

Mr.  Charles  Meyers,  Kitchener, 
Ont. 
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Dear  Buds, — 

Here  is  October  already!  But  even  though  October  means  that  summer 
is  over,  it  is  one  of  my  favourite  months.  Do  you  want  to  know  why? 
Because  it  is  just  crammed  full  of  wonderful  feasts.  For  instance,  in  October 
we  celebrate  the  Feast  of  the  Holy  Rosary  and  also  that  of  the  Guardian  Angels. 
Then  there  is  the  Feast  of  St.  Francis  of  Assisi,  and  the  Feast  of  St.  Teresa 
of  Avila,  and  St.  Margaret  Mary,  and  St.  Rafael  the  Archangel,  and  the  Feast 
of  Christ  the  King  and,  of  course,  the  Vigil  of  All  Saints,  or  as  you  know  it, 
Hallowe’en,  and  for  us  missionaries,  there  is  Mission  Sunday,  the  third  Sunday 
of  October. 

But  although  I mentioned  her  last,  I am  not  for  a moment  forgetting 
our  own  St.  Theresa  of  the  Child  Jesus,  The  Little  Flower,  Patroness  of  the 
Rose  Garden.  She  is  a special  favourite  of  ours.  Did  you  know  that  although 
St.  Theresa  never  left  her  convent  in  Lisieux  she  is  considered  one  of  the 
greatest  missionaries  ever,  even  on  a par  with  St.  Francis  Xavier,  who 
travelled  half  way  across  the  world  to  preach  the  Gospel  of  Christ?  And  do 
you  know  why?  Because  St.  Theresa,  who  became  a great  saint  just  by  doing 
the  things  she  was  supposed  to  do  but  doing  them  as  well  as  she  could,  always 
remembered  the  missions  and  missionaries  in  all  her  prayers  and  actions. 

You  can  be  like  her.  It’s  really  simple,  you  know.  For  example,  when  you 
say  your  prayers,  say  them  as  well  as  you  can;  when  you  do  your  homework, 
do  it  as  well  and  as  neatly  as  possible;  when  mother  or  dad  ask  you  to  do 
something,  do  it  when  they  ask  you,  not  when  you  feel  like  doing  it.  There 
are  so  many  things  you  can  do  in  your  day  to  day  life  which  can  be  offered 
up  to  God  for  the  missions.  If  you  do  this,  you  will  be  following  the  example 
set  by  St.  Theresa. 

And  one  other  thing,  don’t  forget  Our  Blessed  Mother  this  month.  Since 
October  is  the  month  of  the  Most  Holy  Rosary,  it  is,  like  May,  Mary’s  month. 
Make  up  your  mind  now  that  you  will  do  something  very  special  each  day 
of  October  in  her  honour. 

This  month,  then,  show  Our  Lady  and  The  Little  Flower  how  much  you 
love  them  both  and  how  much  vou  want  to,  copy  them.  You  will  be  pleasing  to 
God  and  win  many  graces  for  the  missions.  And  it  is  so  easy.  Just  remember 
to  do  your  duty  and  do  it  well. 

Well,  goodbye  for  another  month,  buds. 

God  bless  you, 

Father  Jim. 
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HONOR  ROLL  of  the  SCARBORO  MISSIONS 


Be  it  known  that  by  their  prayers  and  monetary  sacrifices 
which  they  have  offered  to  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission 
Society  the  following  Schools  have  made  a notable  contribu- 
tion to  our  work  and  such  aid  must  be  duly  acknowledged. 


St.  Joseph’s  Institute, 
Winnipeg,  Man. 

St.  Edward’s  School^ 
Toronto,  Ont. 

St.  Margaret’s  School, 
Toronto,  Ont. 

Gr.  3,  4,  St.  Peter’s  School, 
Toronto,  Ont. 

Gr.  1,  St.  David’s  School, 
Toronto,  Ont. 

Sacred  Heart  School, 
Bathurst,  N.B. 

University  High  School, 
Ottawa,  Ont. 

Presentation  Convent, 

St.  John’s,  Nfld. 

Holy  Name  School, 
Riverhead,  St.  Mary’s,  Nfld. 
St.  Andrew  School, 

Port  Arthur,  Ont. 

Loretto  Convent, 

Sedley,  Sask. 

St.  Peter's  School, 

Riverside  Ont. 

St.  Mary’s  School, 

North  Bay,  Ont. 

St.  Theresa’s  Sunday  School, 
New  Toronto,  Ont. 

St.  Joseph’s  School, 

North  Bay,  Ont. 

St.  Joseph’s  School, 

St.  Catharines,  Ont. 

St.  Charles  School, 

Thorold,  Ont. 

St.  Henry’s  School, 

Corner  Brook,  Nfld. 

St.  Bernard’s  School, 

Corner  Brook,  Nfld. 

Holy  Cross  School, 

Curling,  Nfld. 

All  Hallows  School, 
Humbermouth,  Nfld. 

St.  Dunstan’s  School, 
Toronto,  Ont. 

Holy  Rosary  School, 
Windsor,  Ont. 

Dunrea  School, 

Dunrea,  Man. 

R.C.  School, 

Hanover,  Ont. 

St.  John  School, 

Hamilton,  Ont. 

St.  Michael’s  School, 
Edmonton,  Alta. 

St.  Mary’s  School, 

Sault  Ste.  Marie,  Ont. 

Star  of  the  Sea  Convent, 
Terence  Bay,  N.S. 


St.  Mary’s  School, 

Victoria  Hr.,  Ont. 

Junior  Boom, 

Plate  Cove  School, 

Plate  Cove  East,  P.B.  Nfld. 
St.  Paul’s  School  (Girls) 
Toronto,  Ont. 

St.  Clement’s  School, 
Toronto,  Ont. 

St.  Theresa's  School, 
Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ont. 

St.  Patrick’s  School, 
Lethbridge,  Alta. 

S.S.  No.  2,  Bromley, 
Eganville,  Ont. 

St.  Louis  School, 

Toronto,  Ont. 

St.  Ambrose  School, 
Yarmouth,  N.S. 

St.  Patrick’s  Convent, 

St.  John’s,  Nfld. 

St.  Mary’s  School, 

Barrie,  Ont. 

St.  Eugene  School, 

St.  Vital,  Man. 

St.  Patrick’s  Hall  School, 

St.  John’s,  Nfld. 

St.  John’s  School, 

Campbell’s  Bay,  Ont. 

R.C.  School, 

Glenwood,  Nfld. 

St.  Michael’s  Academy, 
Chatham,  N.B. 

St.  Anne’s  School, 

Windsor,  Ont. 

Merici  High  School, 
Wallaceburg,  Ont. 

R.C.  School, 

St.  Theresa’s,  Nfld. 

St.  Ann’s  School, 

Winnipeg,  Man. 

St.  Theresa’s  School, 

W exford,  Ont. 

St.  John’s  Sep.  School  Gr.  9, 
Perth,  Ont. 

St.  Peter's  School, 

Peterboro,  Ont. 

Sunday  School  Class, 
Bridgewater,  N.S. 

St.  George’s  Sehool, 

Ottawa,  Ont. 

Holy  Redeemer  Girls  School, 
Sydney,  N.S. 

St.  Mark’s  School, 

Prescott,  Ont. 

Holy  Cross  School, 

London,  Ont. 

St.  Patrick’s  School, 

Mt.  St.  Patrick,  Ont. 
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Here  are  the  pupils  of  St.  Anthony's  School,  Chalk  River,  Ont.,  and  every  one  of  them  is  an 
ardent  worker  for  the  missions.  Above  are  Grades  1,  2 and  3 while  below  are  Grades. 4 to  8. 
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St.  Clement’s  School, 

Preston,  Ont. 

Margaree  Forks  School, 

Margaree  Forks,  N.S. 

Catholic  Central  School, 

Liondon,  Ont. 

Burin  School, 

Burin,  Nfld. 

St.  Peter’s  School, 

London,  Ont. 

Gaskiers  & Point  La  Haye  Schools, 
St.  Mary’s  Bay,  Nfld. 

St.  Mary’s  School, 

Owen  Sound,  Ont. 

St.  Michael’s  School, 

Lake  St.  John,  Que. 

Our  Lady  of  Airways  School, 
Malton,  Ont. 

St.  Mary’s  School, 

Maidstone,  Ont. 

St.  Joseph’s  School, 

Marystown,  Nfld. 

St.  Theresa’s  School, 

Fleur-de-Lys,  Nfld. 

St.  Columban’s  Boys  School, 
Cornwall,  Ont. 

College  of  Our  Lady  of  Mercy, 

St.  John’s,  Nfld. 

Holy  Rosary  School, 

Aldershot,  Ont. 

Corpus  Christl  School, 

Toronto,  Ont. 

Dr.  Swift’s  School, 

Lac  La  Biche,  Alta. 

St.  Margaret’s  School, 

Alexandria,  Ont. 

St.  Joseph’s  Sehool, 

London,  Ont. 


St.  Martin’s  School, 

Toronto,  Ont. 

St.  Michael’s  Convent,  Gr.  IXB, 
Belleville,  Ont. 

St.  Emeric  School, 

Hamilton,  Ont. 

R.C.  School, 

Sweet  Bay,  Nfld. 

St.  Lawrence  School, 

Hamilton,  Ont. 

St  Stanislaus  School, 

Sault  Ste.  Marie,  Ont. 

Herring  Cove  School, 

Herring  Cove,  N.S. 

St.  Mary’s  School, 

Ottawa,  Ont. 

St.  Patrick’s  School, 

Phelpston,  Ont. 

Separate  School  No.  1, 

Cairo,  Ont. 

R.C.  School, 

Heatherton,  Nfld. 

St.  Joseph  School, 

English  Section, 

Blind  River,  Ont. 

O.L.M.  School, 

Sarnia,  Ont. 

St.  Joseph’s  School, 

Reserve  Mines,  N.S. 

R.C.  School, 

Red  Island,  P.B.  Nfld. 

Tignish  and  Dalton  Schools, 
Tignish,  P.B. I. 

Catholic  High  School, 

Montreal,  Que. 

St.  Mary’s  School, 

Elora,  Ont. 
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HONOUR  ROLL  — Concluded 


Junior  Sodality, 

R.C.  School, 

Renfrew,  Ont. 

Oxford  School, 

Halifax,  N.S. 

St.  Andrew’s  School, 

St.  Andrew’s  West,  Ont. 
Holy  Angrels  School, 
Sault  Ste.  Marie,  Ont. 
St.  Anne^s  School, 
Toronto,  Ont. 

St.  James  School, 
Seaforth,  Ont. 

St.  Mary’s  School, 
Peterboro,  Ont. 

St.  Joseph’s  School, 
Hamilton,  Ont. 


Wikwemikong:  School,  V 

Wikwemikong^,  Ont. 

Holy  Rosary  School, 

Windsor,  Ont. 

St.  Michael’s  School, 

Liondon,  Ont. 

Our  Tady  of  Liourdes  School, 
Toronto,  Ont. 

St.  Anne’s  School, 

Glace  Bay,  N.S. 

St.  Columban’s  School, 

St.  Columban’s,  Ont. 
Presentation  Convent, 

Renews,  Nfld. 

Holy  Family  School, 

Spanish,  Ont. 


Here's  a real  dandy  group  of  buds!  Frances  Morin  of  Ottawa,  Ont.,  received  two  dollars  in 
gifts  when  she  made  her  First  Holy  Communion  this  year,  so  she  upped  and  sent  it  in  to  the 
missions.  Laurence,  Nicky  and  Linda  Donofrio,  in  the  middle  picture,  are  real  fine  mission 
workers  from  Lac  La  Biche,  Alta.  The  "pardner"  on  the  right  is  Billy  McDonald,  Grade  II, 
Sacred  Heart  School,  Regina,  Sask.  Billy,  who  is  not  a Catholic,  sent  us  the  five  dollars  he 
collected  in  his  mite  box  for  the  missions. 


CHARITY  LIMITED 


By  James  Macintosh,  S.F.M. 

IT  WAS  near  the  end  of  Lent— a cold,  windy  day — typical  of  early  spring 
days  in  Japan  when  Old  Man  Winter  seems  to,  be  giving  his  last  kick.  The 
dust  was  rising  in  clouds  with  every  gust  of  wind.  A little  old  lady  made 
her  way  to  the  church.  She  had  walked  all  two  miles  of  the  way  and  wanted  to 
go  to  Confession.  After  Confession  I sent  her  into  the  kitchen  for  a cup  of  tea. 
Then,  feeling  sorry  for  her,  I to, ok  out  the  jeep  and  drove  her  to  her  home. 
She  was  delighted  with  the  ride  and  was  all  smiles  when  I let  her  off  at  her 
house.  She  was  still  bowing  as  I drove  away  in  the  wind  and  dust.  It  made^ 
me  feel  good  knowing  that  I had  helped  her  in  a two-fold  way  that  afternoon. 

The  next  day  was  also  cold  and  windy.  The  little  old  lady  arrived  back  at 
the  church.  She  walked  all  the  way  in  to  thank  me  for  taking  her  home  the 
day  before.  (I  didn’t  drive  her  home  the  second  day  though!) 
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KAWATANA 

CALLINQ ! 


Dear  Friends  of  Kawatana: 

As  representative  of  the  Catholic  boys  and  girls  of  this  town  in  South  Japan 
we  wish  to  express  publicly  to  you  our  sincere  thanks  and  heartfelt  gratitude. 
Had  we  some  gold  and  silver  stars  for  distribution  they  would  very  definitely 
go  to  the  Sisters  and  pupils  of  the  following  schools  in  Canada:  the  Catholic 
Academy  of  Grand  Falls,  the  Sisters’  School  at  Carbonear,  Bishop  Falls,  Stephen- 
ville,  Windsor,  All  Hallows  and  Sacred  Heart  Schools  at  Comer  Brook,  and 
the  Sisters’  School  at  Harbour  Main.  Then  an  especially  designed  star  for  the 
parishioners  of  Father  O’Brien  at  Tilting,  Fogo,  Nfld.  As  a matter  of  fact 
we  understand  from  Father  Morrissey  that  all  the  above  schools  as  well 
as  the  parishioners  from  Tilting  are  in  Nfld.  which,  again,  according  to  Father 
Morrissey,  can  boast  of  as  many  fine  fish  as  does  Japan.  Finally,  to  the  Our 
Lady  of  Fatima  Unit  of  the  C.C.S.M.C.  of  Mount  Saint  Vincent  College  and  to 
St  Joseph’s  Convent,  both  in  Halifax,  N.S.,  would  stars  be  winging  their  way. 

Soon  after  receiving  your  donations  to  our  Christmas  Tree  and  other  projects 
of  a charitable  nature  we  wrote  letters  of  thanks  and  appreciation.  However,  in 
keeping  with  what,  to  us,  is  a rather  nice  Japanese  custom,  we  wish  to  repeat 
our  thanks  now  that  not  a little  time  has  elapsed  since  our  first  expression  of 
same.  And  so  today,  to  all  of  you  from  all  of  us,  and  with  three  very  profoimd 
bows  as  is  our  custom,  go  our  “Domo  arigato  gozaimasu”.  . . .“Thank  you  very 
much”. 

Since  nearly  all  of  us  in  Kawatana  are  new  Catholics  your  generosity  and 
charity  to  us  have  been  very  touching  as  such  is  your  eloquent  approval 
and  tangible  testimony  of  that  brotherhood  of  man  imder  God’s  Fatherhood. 
That  theme,  old  to  you,  yet  new  to  us,  is  being  constantly  taught  us  by  your, 
now  our,  priests  of  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society. 

Being  very  poor  we  cannot  reciprocate  your  kindness  to  us  by  sending 
you  gifts  from  our  home.  However,  instead  we  do  promise  you  a very  pro- 
minent place  in  our  prayers  that  God  will  continue  to  keep  your  country  and  you 
under  His  special  protection.  We  ask,  too,  that  occasionally  you  will  remem- 
ber that  our  beautiful  Japan  will  be  spared  forever  the  horrors  of  another  war; 
that  more  of  our  people  will  come  to  know  Christ,  His  Blessed  Mother  and 
His  Church  which,  to  you,  is  the  Catholic  Church  but  which  we  call,  in  our 
language,  “Katoriku  Kyokai”. 

And  so,  with  hands  across  the  seas  and  mountains  it’s  “sayonara”  (goodby), 
renewed  thanks,  renewed  bows  and  God  keep  us  all. 


Catholic  Church, 


Kawatana-machi, 
Nagasaki-ken,  Japan. 


Your  grateful  friends  in  Kawatana, 


Signed  For  The  CathoH- 
Boys  and  Girls  of 
Kawatana. 
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TyUAiion  J<laAhM 


A man  who  accused  a Roman  Catho- 
lic missionary  at  a mass  ^'accusation 
trial”  in  Communist  China  found  him- 
self in  jail  instead  of  the  priest.  The 
clergyman,  Father  Anthony  Crotti,  an 
Italian  of  the  Congregation  of  St.  Camil- 
lus,  arrived  in  Hong  Kong  after  being 
expelled  from  the  country.  Father 
Crotti  had  been  charged  with  slapping 
a girl  who  called  at  his  home  for  medi- 
cine. The  girl’s  father  made  the  com- 
plaint. At  the  public  trial,  eye-wit- 
nesses defended  Father  Crotti  and  he 
was  exonerated.  The  complainant  was 
then  convicted  of  lying  and  sentenced 
to  five  years  imprisonment.  At  the  end 
of  the  “trial”  the  priest  was  borne  home 
in  triumph  on  the  shoulders  of  his 
Chinese  friends.  Communist  officials, 
on  hearing  the  result  of  the  “trial”, 
dispatched  two  inspectors  to  the  scene. 
The  people  there  were  severely  repri- 
manded for  “imprisoning  a Chinese  for 
having  insulted  a foreigner.”  Later, 
Father  Crotti  was  again  arrested,  and 
jailed  for  preaching  against  the  “Church 
Reform”  movement.  He  was  then  ex- 
pelled from  the  country  as  not  being 
“worthy  to  remain  in  China.” 

« * 

A Negro  Community  of  Sisters 
founded  110  years  ago  in  New  Orleans, 
Louisiana,  the  Sisters  of  the  Holy 
Family,  are  planning  a new  Mother- 
house.  In  a tribute  to  this  community 
Archbishop  F.  Rummel  of  New  Orleans 
said:  “From  a small  group  of  spiritual- 
minded  souls,  devoted  to  the  welfare  of 
their  brethren  of  the  coloured  race,  the 
community  has  grown  to  a membership 
of  300  virgins  who,  under  the  vows  of 
poverty,  chastity  and  obedience,  seek 
to  extend  the  Kingdom  of  Christ 
through  their  religious  fervor.  Under 
the  wise  and  zealous  direction  of  their 
superiors,  the  community  has  given 
edification  by  the  modesty,  the  sim- 
plicity, and  the  untiring  striving  of  its 
members  after  Christian  perfection. 
They  have  added  lustre  to  the  Catho- 
lic Church  and  given  encouragement  to 
the  members  of  their  race  in  the  pur- 
suit of  higher  and  better  things  that 
constitute  the  glory  of  the  Catholic 
way  of  life.” 


Seven  young  Koreans  have  been  or- 
dained to  the  priesthood  in  recent 
weeks  by  Bishop  John  Choe,  Vicar 
Apostolic  of  Taegu.  The  first  group  of 
three  seminarians  was  ordained  at 
Mokpo,  on  Korea’s  southwestern  tip. 
Then  four  were  ordained  at  Taegu. 
Meanwhile  several  other  seminarians 
are  scheduled  to  be  ordained  for  the 
Seoul  Vicariate  Apostolic  later  on  this 
year. 

* * 

Steps  preparatory  to  the  possible  in- 
troduction of  the  cause  for  the  beati- 
fication of  the  last  emperor  of  the 
Austro-Hungarian  monarchy  have  been 
taken  by  Church  authorities  in  Fun- 
chal, Madeira.  The  monarch,  Charles  I 
of  the  house  of  Hapsburg,  died  in  the 
Madeira  island  in  1922,  four  years  after 
his  abdication. 

* * 

Bishop  Nicholas  Kujur,  S.J.,  who 
was  consecrated  the  first  native  Ordi- 
nary of  Ranchi  (India)  is  the  first  mem- 
ber of  the  aboriginal  or  depressed 
classes  to  be  raised  to  the  Indian  Hier- 
archy. Bishop  Kujur  was  consecrated 
at  the  cathedral  in  Ranchi  by  Arch- 
bishop Ferdinand  Perier,  S.J.,  of  Cal- 
cutta, a native  of  Belgium.  The  de- 
pressed classes,  who  before  the  pro- 
mulgation of  the  new  Indian  constitu- 
tion were  considered  “untouchables” 
by  the  caste  Hindus,  number  nearly 
60,000,000,  more  than  a fourth  of  the 
total  Hindu  population.  They  are  the 
only  communities  who  enjoy  special 
privileges  in  the  new  political  setup 
of  the  country. 


PLEASE  REMEMBER  THEM 

All  readers  of  “S  c a r b o r o 
Missions”  are  requested  to  re- 
member our  deceased  benefactors 
in  their  prayers. 

This  little  liturgical  prayer, 
of’t  repeated,  will  bring  God’s 
mercy  upon  their  souls:  “May 
their  souls,  and  all  the  souls  of 
the  faithf^  departed,^  through, 
mercy  of  God  rest  in  peace. 
Amen.” 
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SCARBORO’S  FILM  LIBRARY 


HEAVEN  AND 
EARTH 

(16mm) 

English 

Length:  100  minutes 


"UPON  THIS 
ROCK" 

(16mm) 

Color  * In  English 
Length:  90  minutes 


The  dynamic  story  of  St,  Jean  Vianney, 
Cure  of  Ars,  George  Rollin,  as  the 
Cure,  gives  a powerful  and  highly 
credible  interpretation  of  this  difficult 
role.  There  are  many  thrilling  and 
dramatic  scenes  as  the  devil  gives  open 
vent  to  his  wrath. 

Proclaimed  by  motion  picture  experts 
as  the  most  excellent  filming  of  the  Life 
of  Christ  the  industry  has  produced. 


"THAT 
I MAY  SEE" 

(16mm) 

Length:  60  minutes 


A new  approach  to  the  filming  of  the 
Passion  of  Christ,  Produced  by  Fr, 
Peyton* s Family  Theatre  and  filmed  in 
Hollywood,  Proceeds  divided  equally 
between  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission 
Society  and  Fr,  Peyton  s Family 
Theatre, 


"THE  GIRL 
FROM  THE 
MARSHES" 

(16mm) 

English  titles 
Italian  Dialogue 
Length:  90  minutes 


The  tense  and  dramatic  story  of 
St,  Maria  Goretti  who  placed  God 
above  all  else,  even  life  itself. 


"NEVER  TAKE  NO 
FOR  AN  ANSWER" 

(16  and  35mm) 

In  English 
Length:  90  minutes 


A charming  story  about  a little  lad  who 
took  his  problem  straight  to  the  Pope 
and  was  rewarded  by  his  unfaltering 
faith  in  a private  philosophy  of  Never 
Take  No  For  An  Answer*,  With 
authentic  scenes  of  Assisi  and  the 
Vatican, 


All  showings  in  Canada  arranged  through  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society. 

for  bookings,  address  your  inquiries: 

Rev.  Roland  Roberts,  S.F.M.,  60  Crescent  Rd.,  Toronto  5,  Ont. 
Telephone:  RAndolph  0013 
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Changing  Your  Address? 
Send  Us  This  Address 
and  New  Address  Three 
Weeks  Before  Moving  Date 


CHECK 

VOOK 

EXMRY 

DAfC 


DIED 

FOR 

THEM 

TOO 


Remember  them  on  Mission  Sunday,  Oct.  18,  by  your 
generous  support  of 

THE  SOCIETY  FOR  THE  PROPAGATION  OF  THE  FAITH 
ANNUAL  COLLECTION 

The  Holy  Father's  World-wide  Mission  Society. 
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MISSIONS 


November,  1953 


Our  Priests  Plan  to  Build 


ONE  CHURCH  A YEAR  I 

m JAPAN  I 

A Toronto  Benefactor  enabled  us  to  build  the  church  in  Nagoya  this  H 
year.  We  need  another  one  in  1954.  Contrary  to  Shakespeare,  in  this  case 
the  good  you  do  lives  after  you.  fl 

$5000.00  I 

will  build  a Church  and  Recfory  II 


The  above  picture  gives  an  idea  of  the  type  of  church  being  built  in 
Japan.  It  is  simple,  will  seat  250 — 300  people  and  has  a small  rectory 
attached. 


In  one  area  of  Japan  where  the  Scarboro  Fathers  are  opening  a newj 
mission,  there  are  over  1,000,000  people  BUT  NO  CHURCH. 


It  takes  half  a million  dollars  to  build  a church  and  rectory  in  Canada! 
But  HALF  A MILLION  PENNIES  builds  one  in  Japan. 


If  you  would  like  the  church  to  be  built  this  year,  built  in  your  memory,^ 
please  communicate  with 


Father  General, 

Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society, 
Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ont. 


!i!l 

Set! 
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EDITORIAL 


DUR  IM  HELPERS 

Behind  the  scenes  of  all  missionary  effort  are  those  various 
groups  of  zealous  lay  men  and  women  who,  by  their  prayers, 
their  labour  and  their  personal  sacrifices,  support  the  mission- 
ary and  his  work.  These  people,  realizing  that  the  command  of 
Christ  to  preach  the  Gospel  to  every  nation  was  not  directed  to  a few 
priests  and  religious  only,  but  to  the  whole  body  of  the  Church,  are 
attempting  to  do  their  part  in  the  tremendous  task  of  converting 
the  world  to  God. 

The  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society  is  singularly  blessed  in 
that  it  has  several  lay  groups  who  are  actively  assisting  it.  There  are 
the  members  of  our  Scarboro  Lay  Missionary  Union  whose  main 
centers  are  in  Toronto,  Montreal  and  Ottawa ; there  is  the  50-50  Club, 
a little  known  group  who  do  a terrific  work  for  the  missions;  there 
are  groups  of  business  and  professional  girls  who  twice  3l  week  give 
two  hours  of  their  time  to  assist  in  our  mailing  department;  and 
there  are  those  who  work  at  home  into  the  wee  hours  of  the  night 
with  needle  and  sewing  machine  to  make  vestments  ^f or  the  use  of 
our  priests  on  the  missions.  All  in  all,  the  sum  total  of  the  working 
hours  given  by  the  members  of  these  various  groups  is  beyond 
count.  Translated  into  a monetary  value  at  today’s  hourly  standard 
of  salary,  those  hours  represent  several  thousands  of  dollars  each 
year. 

In  actual  fact,  however,  their  only  tangible  recompense  is  to 
witness  the  steady  growth  of  the  missionary  work  of  the  Scarboro 
Foreign  Mission  Society  and  the  thrill  they  receive  when  new  help- 
ers associate  themselves  with  them.  On  the  spiritual  side,  they 
have  the  assurance  of  God’s  blessing  in  their  personal  lives.  Christ 
has  told  us  that  whatever  we  do  for  the  least  of  His  children,  we  do 
for  Him.  He  said  further,  that  such  a small  thing  as  a cup  of 
water  given  in  His  name  will  receive  its  reward.  It  is  their  faith 
in  this  statement  and  promise  of  Our  Divine  Saviour  that  urges 
these  many  hundreds  to  give  their  personal  service  to  the  work  of 
the  missions.  They  seek  no  glory  but  the  glory  of  God;  they  seek 
no  advantage  but  the  furtherance  of  the  work  of  the  Scarboro 
Foreign  Mission  Society.  They  are  our  lay  helpers — God  bless 
them. 
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His  Excellency  the  Most  Rev.  M.  J.  Lemieux,  O.P.,  D.D.,  Archbishop 
of  Ottawa. 

Farmer  Bishop  in  Japan 

IVow  Archbishop  of  Ottawa 

^ tr-  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society  in  extending  its  felicitations  to 

His  Excellency  the  Most  Rev.  M.  J.  Lemieux,  O.P.,  D.D.,  Archbishop  of  Ottawa, 
!q^  unmindful  of  the  kinship  that  exists  between  His  Excellency  and  our 
Society.  It  is  based  on  our  mutual  interests  in  the  propagation  of  the  Faith  in 
■ Japan. 


J In  1930  His  Excellency  went  as  a foreign  missionary  to  Japan  and  in 
j]^35  he  was  appointed  Bishop  of  Sendai,  Japan.  When  the  native  Japanese 
jrliCTarchy  was  formed,  His  Excellency  was  appointed  Apostolic  Administrator 
I of  Gravelbourg,  Sask.  and  was  later  named  Bishop  of  Gravelbourg. 
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First  Year  in  Japan 


By 


Cleary  Villeneuve,  S.F.M. 


Last  year  before  coming  to 
Japan,  I remember  telling  some 
friends  that  my  first  year  in 
Japan  would  probably  be  a very  busy 
one.  Now  I can  say  from  exper- 
ience that  it  was  the  busiest  I ever 
experienced.  “What,”  you  may  ask, 
“made  it  so  busy?” — the  answer  is 
simple:  “Trying  to  learn  how  to 
speak  Japanese.”  After  about  a 
week  at  the  Franciscan  language 
school  in  Tokyo,  I realized,  that  for 
this  year  at  least,  all  unnecessary 
activities  must  be  reduced  to  a mini- 
mum. Therefore,  such  hobbies  or 
past  times  as  stamp  collecting, 
picture  taking,  letter  writing  and 
extra  outside  reading  were  somewhat 
curtailed.  When  a person  is  busy 
the  time  goes  quickly  and  so  the  past 
year  has  gone  by  very  quickly.  Our 
schedule  for  most  of  the  days  was 
quite  similar  and  it  centered  around 
our  Japanese  studies.  However, 
there  were  a few  events  that  took 
place  in  the  past  year  that  might  be 
worth  while  mentioning. 

We  (Fathers  Dave  Fitzpatrick  from 
Pembroke,  Ont.,  Alex  MacDonald 
from  Alexandria,  Ont.,  and  myself) 
landed  in  Japan,  at  the  great  seaport 
of  Yokohama  on  the  first  of  Septem- 
ber, 1952.  There  was  quite  a strong 
wind  blowing  and  it  was  raining 
very  heavily.  We  were  informed  later 
that  we  were  in  the  tail  end  of  a 
typhoon  and  that  in  fact  we  had 
landed  on  the  first  day  of  the  Typhoon 
Season.  A small  boat  came  out  from 
the  harbour  to  our  ship  to  bring  us 
to  land.  You  can  imagine  how  sur- 
prised we  were  when  we  saw  Fr. 
Michael  Cox  looking  out  the  door  of 
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The  author  is  a native  son  of 
Cornwall,  Ont.  As  he  mentions 
in  his  article,  he  spent  some 
time  in  the  Canadian  Army  dur- 
ing the  Second  World  War  and 
held  the  rank  of  Sergeant  in  the 
Infantry  and  Signal  Corps.  He 
went  into  Normandy  with  the 
Allied  Expeditionary  Force  on 
D-Day.  Ordained  Dec.  22nd, 

1951,  he  left  for  Japan  in  August, 

1952,  in  company  with  Rev.  Alex. 
MacDonald,  S.F.M.,  of  Alex- 
andria, Ont.,  and  Rev.  David 
Fitzpatrick,  S.F.M.,  of  Pembroke, 
Ont. 


the  small  boat,  shouted  at  him 
and  then  we  discovered  that  Fr. 
Michael  Dwyer,  the  Regional  Superior 
in  Japan,  and  Father  Pat  McNamara 
were  also  aboard.  When  we  got  to 
land  we  met  Fr.  Jim  Macintosh  and 
Fr.  Gerald  Kelly.  As  we  approached 
Tokyo,  Father  Dwyer  pointed  to  a 
huge  sign  which  said  in  English: 
“Welcome  to  Tokyo.”  “That’s  for 
you  fellows,”  he  said. 

About  a week  after  our  arrival  we 
started  our  studies  at  the  Franciscan 
Japanese  language  school  in  Tokyo. 
Believe  me,  Japanese  is  a difficult 
language  to  study  but  the  experience 
was  very  enjoyable.  We  met  priests 
from  many  different  Societies  and 
many  different  countries,  but  all  had 
one  common  purpose — ^the  conversion 
of  Japan.  One  day  I discovered  that 
the  priest  sitting  next  to  me  had 
been  a soldier  in  the  German  Army. 
On  further  questioning,  I found  out 
that  he  had  been  on  the  same  section 
of  the  fighting  line  in  Germany  as  I 
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had  been,  and  also  at  the  same  time. 
Then  we  were  fighting  against  each 
other;  now  we  are  fighting  side-by- 
side  in  the  Army  of  Christ.  As  the 
yfear  went  on  and  I saw  the  type  of 
priest  that  God  has  called  to  work  in 
this  mission  field,  I was  grateful  to 
Him  for  allowing  me  also  to  share 
in  this  work.  I was  particularly  im- 
pressed when  I attended  the  Silver 
Jubilee  of  Father  Ralph  Riley,  an 
American  Franciscan.  The  occasion 
was  quietly  celebrated  in  the  small 
chapel  at  the  language  school.  Of 
Father  Riley’s  twenty-five  years  in 
the  priesthood,  twenty-three  had 
been  spent  in  China.  Now  he  is  in 
Japan  studying  a new  language  with 
undaunted  courage  and  zeal. 

On  the  weekends  we  often  went  to 
“help  out”  at  various  Army  Camps 
in  the  Tokyo  area.  One  of  these 
places  was  Tokyo  Army  Hospital. 
Soldiers  wounded  in  Korea  were 
brought  direct  to  this  hospital.  Week 
after  week  we  said  ^ Mass  for  and 
heard  the  Confessions  of  these 
young  men — many  in  wheel  chairs; 
some  without  legs,  some  without 
arms,  etc.  It  wasn’t  very  long 
before  I was  praying  for  peace  more 
earnestly  and  also  writing  to  those 
at  home,  in  Canada  and  elsewhere, 
to  please  pray  for  peace.  These 
soldiers  came  from  many  different 
countries.  Most  of  them  were  quite 
resigned  to  God’s  Will  and  even  joy- 
ful in  spite  of  their  wounds  and 
sufferings.  Many  illustrious  visitors 
came  to  visit  Tokyo  Army  Hospital; 
but  no  one  more  illustrious  than  His 
Eminence  Cardinal  Francis  Spellman. 
Father  Fitzpatrick  and  myself  were 
both  delighted  and  honoured  to  assist 
Cardinal  Spellman  in  the  giving  of 
Solemn  Benediction  for  these 
wounded  soldiers. 

Another  event  that  impressed  me 
very  much  was  saying  a funeral 
Mass  and  conducting  the  burial  ser- 
vice of  a young  Australian  soldier 
killed  in  Korea.  The  Mass  was  at 
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Ebisu  Military  Camp.  It  is  the 
Commonwealth  Military  Camp  and 
no  doubt  well  known  to  any  Cana- 
dian soldiers  who  served  in  Korea. 
It  was  my  first  funeral  as  a priest.  We 
went  in  military  procession  for  about 
twenty  miles  to  the  Commonwealth 
Cemetery.  The  coffin  was  carried  on 
a gun  carriage  draped  with  a Union 
Jack.  Although  the  ceremony  was 
beautiful  and  well-ordered,  still  it 
was  very  sad  burying  that  young 
man  without  his  young  bride  or  any 
of  his  near  relatives  being  present. 
While  at  the  Commonwealth  Ceme- 
tery 1 visited  the  graves  of  the 
Canadian  soldiers  who  were  killed 
in  action. 

One  Saturday  morning  we  heard 
a big  explosion  and  we  all  rushed 
out  of  our  rooms  to  find  out  what 
had  happened.  A factory  about 
fifteen  miles  from  us  had  blown  up 
and  many  people  were  killed.  On 
another  occasion  the  worst  air  crash 
in  history  took  place  about  ten  miles 
from  where  we  live. 

An  experience  that  was  very  pleas- 
ing was  that  of  assisting  Archbishop 
Doi  of  Tokyo  to  administer  the  Sac- 
rament of  Confirmation  to  about 
sixty  young  Japanese  girls  at  the 
Sacred  Heart  College.  About  fifty 
of  these  girls  were  converts.  We  give 
Benediction  for  the  Sacred  Heart 
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Sisters  occasionally  and  we  are 
always  running  into  evidence  of  the 
great  work  they  are  doing  over  here. 

In  June  I received  my  first  ap- 
pointment to  a Mission  parish.  I was 
to  be  curate  to  Father  Charlie  Cum- 
mins for  the  month  of  July.  I 
bought  my  ticket  and  was  getting 
ready  to  go  when  the  floods  in 
Kyushu  took  place.  These  floods 
were  caused  by  four  days  of  very 
heavy  rain.  Hundreds  of  people 
were  drowned  and  thousands  upon 
thousands  of  homes  destroyed.  For- 
tunately none  of  our  Mission 
churches  were  in  the  flooded  areas. 
Since  the  railway  line  was  cut  in 
many  places  and  a large  bridge  was 
washed  out,  my  trip  was  delayed. 
However,  I was  on  the  first  train  that 
ran  after  the  floods  subsided  and  so 
got  a very  good  view  of  the  devasta- 
ted areas.  I stopped  in  a city  called 
Moji  to  say  Mass.  Moji  was  hard 
hit  by  the  floods  and  about  two 
hundred  people  were  drowned  there. 
The  Catholic  church  in  Moji  is  run 
by  a Paris  Foreign  Mission  Society 
priest.  He  was  hard  hit  by  the  floods 


for  a resultant  landslide  destroyed 
half  of  his  church  and  that  com- 
pletely demolished  his  house. 

Since  coming  down  to  our  Mission 
District  in  Kyushu,  Fve  visited  all 
our  missions.  Everywhere  I have 
been  received  with  open  arms  by 
our  priests  and  everywhere  I have 
been  edified  and  inspired  by  the  zeal 
they  are  showing  in  their  work  for 
Christ  and  the  spread  of  the  Gospel. 
Although  I would  like  to  start  work- 
ing in  one  of  the  Missions  my 
Superiors  have  wisely  decided  that 
I should  study  Japanese  for  another 
year,  and  so  in  a few  days  Fm  re- 
turning to  Tokyo  and  school  for 
a second  term. 

I knowjthat  if  by  some  miracle  we 
could  transport  our  good  Catholics 
from  home  over  here,  and  they  could 
see  with  their  own  eyes  the  work 
that  is  being  done  and  that  has  to  be 
done,  they  would  be  still  more 
generous  with  their  prayers  and  alms. 
Please  take  our  word  for  it  and  help 
us  while  the  opportunity  is  still  ripe 
to  bring  the  true  faith  to  the  people 
of  this  great  nation. 


3n  ilemonam 

In  your  charity  you  are  asked  to  remember  the  souls  of  the  following 
in  your  prayers: 

Mrs.  Jane  Moore,  Ingersoll,  Ont.,  step-mother  of  Rev.  Patrick  Moore, 
S.F.M. 

Dr.  Alexander  Aubin  and  Assunta  Mingo  Aubin,  parents  of  Mrs.  Joseph 
B.  Gaida,  of  St.  Cloud,  Minn. 

Mrs.  Rose  Carolan,  Winnipeg,  Man. 

Mr.  Francis  J.  Cooney,  Toronto. 

Mr.  Morris  F.  Leonard,  Toronto. 

Mr.  Charley  Mayers,  Kitchener,  Ont. 

Margaret  Ozell,  New  York  City. 

Mr.  Wm.  H.  Logan,  East  St.  John,  N.B. 

Mrs.  Catherine  Faragher,  Toronto. 

3n  ®f)anfes(stt>ing 

For  favour  received  through  the  intercession  of  St.  Jude  with  promise 
to  publish. 
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KAMIKAZE 

MISSION 

By 

R.  J.  Pelow,  S.F.M. 


A THOUGHT  FOR  NOVEMBER 


Sasebo,  Japan 

ONE  day  in  April  of  1945  a Japanese  battleship  nosed  its  way  out  of 
Kure,  presently  a British  naval  base  in  western  Japan,  on  what  was  to 
be  its  last  sortie.  This  was  no  ordinary  ship  and  no  ordinary  mission. 
The  battleship  was  the  Yamato,  a super-dreadnaught,  built  in  1935  and 
; so  closely  guarded  a secret  that  its  picture  and  even  its  existence  was  not 
; made  public  until  the  end  of  the  war. 

This  last  effort  of  the  Yamato  was  to  be  a suicidal  kamikaze  mission 
against  the  American  invaders  of  Okinawa.  The  ship  carried  fuel  for  a one- 
way trip  only.  None  of  the  crew  of  some  thirty-three  hundred  officers  and 
men  expected  to  see  Japan  again.  The  Yamato  was  escorted  only  by  one 
cruiser  and  eight  destroyers.  It  had  no  air  coverage  at  all. 

Somewhere  not  far  off  this  southern  island  of  Kyushu  the  Yamato  was 
sighted  by  American  planes.  Then  came  the  air  assault.  For  two  hours  the 
battle  raged.  The  Yamato  was  sunk.  Of  the  thirty-three  hundred  men 
aboard  only  about  three  hundred  survived.  Thus  was  the  Yamato  sacrificed. 

The  thing  above  all  that  gives  value  to  a sacrifice  is  the  spirit  behind  it. 
Everyone  must  make  sacrifices  but  not  everyone  offers  them  in  the  right  dis- 
position. For  the  many  who  must  make  a sacrifice  and  do  so  unwillingly,  it 
becomes  a stumbling  block,  not  a step  to  something  higher. 

It  is  the  spirit  of  a sacrifice  that  gives  it  life.  Sacrifices  undertaken  with 
murmurs,  under  compulsion  or  only  through  habit  are  dead  things.  But 
the  Catholic  who  seizes  daily  opportunities  to  overcome  self  by  the  generous 
acceptance  of  daily  crosses  stores  up  for  himself  a wealth  of  merit.  It  is  only 
Deing  ordinarily  smart  to  convert  the  daily  crosses  we  could  not  avoid  any- 
way into  true  sacrifices. 

Each  morning  remember  to  make  your  Morning  Offering.  Offer  to  God 

fa  slight  return  for  His  Supreme  Sacrifice  of  the  Cross  the  daily  sacrifices 
at  you  will  make.  » 
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ANOTHER  CROSS  FOR  NAGOYA 


By 

James  Macintosh,  S.F.M. 


WE  squatted  in  the  approved 
fashion  and  spread  the  blue- 
prints on  the  bare  earth. 
Yes,  the  church  would  go  here  and 
over  there  behind  that  rubbish  heap, 
the  rectory  would  fit  nicely  into  the 
road-bound  corners  of  the  property. 
The  contractor,  architect  and  myself 
were  looking  over  a Japanese  bean 
patch  that  would  soon  house  another 
Catholic  church  in  Japan.  Their 
pagan  minds  visualized  a brick  and 
mortar  building;  mine  saw  a House 
of  God  where  Christ  would  live 
again  among  his  children. 

Crackling  stalks  and  excited  vpices 
announced  the  approach  of  visitors. 
A fat,  dark  skinned,  middle-aged 
woman,  followed  by  her  family  of 
eight  or  ten  children,  was  coming 
towards  us  with  question  marks  in 
both  eyes.  If  curiosity  killed  the  cat 
this  woman  was  on  her  last  legs.  (“A 
foreigner  standing  on  old  Sakamoto' 
San’s  bean  patch  as  if  he  owned  it! 
Something  exciting  was  in  the  air!”) 
When  I turned  to  look  at  them  all 
.^topped  and  examined  the  earth,  the 
sky  and  each  other  as  if  I didn’t 
exist.  Soon  we  were  surrounded. 
Reinforcements  rushed  in  from  all 
sides  to  get  in  on  the  fun.  A crowd 
formed  consisting  mainly  of  mothers, 
children  and  a few  old  men.  At  last 
desperation  drove  out  fear.  “What 
is  it  going  to  he?”  ventures  one  in  a 
loud  voice  to  her  neighbour.  The 
question  is  taken  up  by  several 
voices  aimed  in  my  direction.  Slowly 
I rise,  dust  my  trousers,  face  my  ex- 
pectant, open-mouthed  audience  and 
announce  in  a clear  voice:  “I  am 
going  to  build  a church  here,  a 
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A native  of  St.  Andrew’s,  N.S., 
and  ordained  June  15th,  1948,  the 
author  left  for  Japan  on  Decem- 
ber 7.  After  a period  in  the 
language  school  at  Tokyo,  he  was 
appointed  pastor  of  the  parish 
in  Shimabara.  Last  year  he  was 
moved  to  Nagoya  to  open  the 
new  parish  of  St.  Mary’s.  He 
is  a younger  brother  of  Rev. 
Alex.  Macintosh,  S.F.M.,  a 
veteran  of  the  Chinese  Missions 
and  one  of  the  first  four  Scar- 
boro  Priests  to  go  to  British 
Guiana. 


Catholic  church,  a House  of  God!”  ; 
Wheels  turn  in  many  heads.  A 
clatter  of  rapid  Japanese  conversa- 
tion buzzes  through  the  crowd.  “A 
kyokai?  A church?”  The  wise  ex- 
plain to  the  less  wise.  Children  tug 
their  elders’  kimonos  for  an  explana- 
tion The  mother  of  eight  or  ten  ' 
smiles,  takes  courage  from  the  many  i 
and  says:  “A  church  will  be  very  I > 
good.  It  will  be  good  for  the  moralej  < 
of  the  whole  district.”  Ij  ‘ 

That  night  I wrote  in  my  diary:  j 

“September  8,  1952,  Feast  of  the  # n 
Nativity  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  Mary.  I k 
Today  began  first  steps  of  construe-*  iti 
tion  of  Church  of  St.  Mary.  Met  first  ; j| 
parishioners — a church  will  be  good  S, 
for  the  morale  of  the  whole  district.” 

Tonight  I wrote  in  my  diary  j, 
“July  11,  1953.  Today  St.  Mary’s^l  J 
Church  blessed  and  officially  opened  i 
by  Monsignor  Matsuoka,  Prefect  | 
Apostolic  of  this  area.  Held  recep-  5 
tion  and  open  house  for  the  local  ' 
inhabitants.  Many  hundreds,  mostly 
pagans,  came  to  see  the  church.  All  i 
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very  impressed  by  the  Solemn  Mass 
and  the  beauty  of  the  church.  To- 
morrow begins  serious  work  of 
catechizing.” 

Between  those  two  entries  in  the 
Mission  diary  lay  months  of  hard 
work.  Anyone  who  has  supervised 
any  serious  construction  at  home 
realizes  the  mass  of  details  one  has  to 
keep  constant  check  on  to  ensure 
that  the  place  is  properly  built.  Just 
imagine  a Japanese  Bonze  who 
speaks  little  English  trying  to  super- 
vise the  building  of  a Shinto  temple 
in  your  home  town  by  Canadian 
I workers.  That’s  comparable  to 
I building  a foreign-style  church  and 
j house  here  in  Japan.  How  many 
I times  things  had  to  be  torn  up  and 
' done  over  couldn’t  be  counted.  Only 
my  faith  kept  me  at  times  from 
! screams  of  despair  at  my  own  in- 
ability to  explain  and  others’  lack  of 

{Continued  on  page  18) 

Catholic  Church, 
Kikuodori  3 chome  15, 
Nishi-ku,  Nagoya,  Japan 

Dear  Fr.  Roberts, 

Vm  sorry  for  being  so  terribly  slo'W  with  this  information.  The  summer 
seems  to  have  slipped  by  so  quickly  that  I wonder  where  it  has  gone.  We  had 
our  church  blessed  by  Monsignor  Matsuoka  on  Saturday,  July  Wth.  Then 
the  church  was  officially  opened  on  Sunday,  July  12th.  Monsignor  Matsuoka 
officiated  again  celebrating  Pontifical  Mass.  He  was  assisted  by  Fr.  Askew, 
M.S.C,  and  Fr.  Ushimura.  The  church  was  packed  for  the  occasion.  I’m 
sure  there  were  about  five  hundred  people  in  the  church  and  many  more  out- 
side who  could  not  get  in  at  all.  If  we  can  judge  the  success  of  the  day  by 
the  number  of  people  who  showed  up,  it  was  quite  a success.  After  Ma^s  we 
had  a reception  for  some  of  the  local  officials  and  for  the  visiting  priests.  The 
music  for  the  Mass  was  supplied  by  the  choir  of  the  Nanzan  Catholic  Univer- 
sity, under  the  direction  of  Fr.  Paul  Czaplicki,  S.V.D.  That  evening  we  had 

Benediction  and  the  church  was  crowded  again. 

• 

Since  the  opening  we  have  had  quite  a few  people  in  every  morning  for 
Mass.  We  have  night  prayers  every  evening — there  are  as  many  as  seventy, 
the  average  however,  is  about  forty.  More  than  seventy  have  already  started 
taking  instructions.  Most  of  them  seem  very  keen  on  learning  about  the 
Catholic  Church.  Let  us  pray  that  they  persevere. 

This  ivill  be  all  for  now.  Best  regards  to  all. 

Yours  sincerely  in  Christ, 

Jim  Macintosh. 


Rev.  James  Macintosh,  S.fM.  (St.  Andreev's, 
N.S.),  Pastor  of  St.  Mary's  Church,  Nagoya. 
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What  Brought  Xavier  to  Japan? 

By 

John  H.  McCoey,  S.F.M. 


IT  seems  only  human  to  have 
heroes  and  heroines.  Perhaps 
this  is  because  in  our  more 
honest  moments  we  can  admit  our 
own  mediocrity  but  refuse  to  admit 
the  mediocrity  of  the  whole  human 
race.  If  most  of  us  were  not 
mediocre  the  world  would  be  quite 
dizzy  with  activity,  but  perhaps  just 
a little  boring  and  uninspirational. 
There  would,  perhaps,  be  very  little 
appeal  in  Bishop  Sheen’s  television 
programme  if  every  priest  were  a 
famous  and  convincing  preacher.  The 
people  would  probably  get  tired  of 
being  talked  to  by  famous  and  con- 
vincing preachers  and  pay  little  atten- 
tion to  what  they  said.  This  might  be 
some  justification  for  our  mediocrity. 
Having  its  idols,  the  whole  human 
race  can  live  interestingly  even 
though  it  is  vicariously.  Associating 
with  a great  man,  even  in  a day- 
dream, helps  a person  to  forget  how 
ordinary  he  is;  and  an  excursion  into 
the  world  of  make-believe  erases  for 
a little  the  drabness  of  reality. 

The  worldlings  have  their  Holly- 
wood idols,  and  the  devout  souls  have 
their  saints.  These  saints  play  a great 
part  in  the  plan  of  salvation  in  the 
inspiration  offered  by  their  lives  to 
the  countless  thousands  in  the  gene- 
rations succeeding  them. 

The  names  of  many  of  these  saints 
have  become  synonymous  with  the 
names  of  certain  of  the  virtues.  One 
hardly  mentions  Francis,  but  holy 
poverty  comes  to  mind,  or  for  the 
more  sentimental,  the  love  of  pets, 
God’s  little  creatures.  The  name 


Jerome  immediately  calls  to  mind  the 
Holy  Scriptures;  Dominic,  preach- 
ing; Aquinas,  the  class  room  and 
philosophy;  Vincent,  the  poor; 
Damien,  the  lepers,  and  so  on.  One 
cannot  possibly  mention  the  word 
Xavier  but  the  foreign  missions  and 
apostolic  labours  come  to  mind.  Such 
was  his  fame  as  a missionary  and  a 
saint  that  he  has  almost  eclipsed  St. 
Ignatius,  the  founder  of  the  order  to 
which  he  belonged,  and  the  one  but 
for  whom,  under  God,  there  might 
never  have  been  a St.  Francis 
Xavier.  So  epic  were  his  journeyings 
and  so  apostolic  his  heart,  that  no- 
thing was  more  logical  than  naming 
Francis  Xavier  Patron  Saint  of  the 
foreign  missions. 

Very  frequently  however,  when 
one  of  our  fellow-men  ascends  to 
heights  of  sanctity  he  seems  to  lose 
his  humanity  in  our  eyes.  Perhaps 
this  is  because  we  cannot  reconcile 
ourselves  to  the  similarity  between 
our  heroes  and  ourselves.  Perhaps  it 
is  just  that  the  setting  apart  of  these 
great  men  and  women  of  God  from  us 
makes  the  obligation  of  imitation  less 
pressing.  Although  we  may  tend  to 
forget  it  at  times,  St.  Francis  Xavier 
was  a very  human  person,  all  the 
legends  notwithstanding;  and  al- 
though he  rose  higher  than  most  of  us 
will  rise,  he  started  farther  back  in 
his  search  for  God  than  most  of  us 
had  to  start. 

A very  excellent  book  has  been 
recently  published  on  the  life  of  Fran* 
cis  Xavier.  It  is  written  by  an  eminent 
English  Jesuit,  Father  James  Brod* 
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When  the  Right  Arm  of  St.  Francis  Xavier  arrived  in  Tokyo  to  begin  the  Pilgrimage  com- 
memorating the  Fourth  Centennial  of  the  Saint^s  coming  to  Japan,  it  was  placed  on  an 
especially  prepared  shrine  in  the  Church  of  St.  Ignatius.  The  crucifix  is  the  one  which  served 
the  pioneer  missionary  both  for  his  private  devotion  and  for  the  instruction  of  the  people.  It 
was  the  hand  above  which  held  this  crucifix  in  benediction  over  the  first  Japanese  converts. 
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rick,  by  name,  and  called,  St.  Francis 
Xavier.  It  does  a great  deal  to  keep 
before  our  minds  the  human  Francis 
Xavier  without  taking  one  iota  from 
his  greatness  as  a lover  of  God.  It 
should  be  read  by  everyone.  One 
cannot  read  it  and  be  unaware  of 
what  brought  Xavier  to  Japan. 

After  finishing  this  book,  one  con- 
cludes that  such  was  the  love  of  Fran- 
cis for  God  that  he  was  haunted  by 
the  thought  of  the  places  in  the  world 
where  God  was  unknown,  and  the 
people  in  the  world  by  whom  the 
name  of  God  was  unhonoured.  Al- 
though he  was  not  more  naturally 
courageous  than  many  another  man, 
he  could  not  permit  his  horror  of  the 
unknown  or  his  terror  of  the  hard- 
ships of  travel  to  stand  between  him 
and  those  places  which  owed  honour 
and  reverence  to  God  but  which  did 
not  pay  it.  Christ  had  said,  “Go 
forth,”  and  Xavier  was  quite  deter- 
mined to  go  forth.  If  to  many  a mis- 
sionary he  doesn’t  seem  to  have 
remained  sufficiently  long  in  any  one 
place  to  have  accomplished  a great 
deal,  it  was  because  he  had  meanwhile 
heard  of  realms  further  on  which 
demanded  his  attention  as  soon  as  he 
could  get  someone  to  replace  him 
where  he  was. 

When  he  heard  of  Japan  there  was 
a special  appeal  to  him  for,  rightly 
or  wrongly,  he  not  only  heard  of  it 
as  a place  where  the  name  of  God 
was  unknown,  but  as  a realm  where 
the  people  were  very  upright,  most 
interested  in  matters  spiritual  and 
curious  concerning  the  relationship 
of  men  to  their  “Origin”.  He  had 
been  given  to  believe  that  they  were 
good  living  people  who  but  waited 
for  instruction  to.  become  fervent 
Christians.  From  then  on,  delay  in 
setting  out  was  almost  intolerable  for 
Francis,  although  he  did  delay  until 
he  had  done  all  in  his  power  to  secure 
the  permanence  of  the  work  he  had 
begun  in  India,  and  the  East  Indies. 

While  Europe  had  learned  of  the 
existence  of  Japan  from  Marco,  Polo 
in  the  Middle  Ages,  no  European  had 
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been  there  until  a bare  five  years  ■ 
before  Francis  Xavier  became  in-  I 
terested  in  it.  The  first  Europeans  to  ■ 
land  there  were  blown  ashore  by  a ■ 
storm,  and  thus,  as  is  so  often  the  M 
case,  history  was  made  by  accident. 

A short  time  later  a Portuguese  I 
ship  put  into  a Japanese  harbour  and  5 
three  Japanese  sought  sanctuary  « 
aboard  it.  The  party  was  made  up  of  ' 
a lesser  nobleman,  Anjiro  by  name,  ^ 
and  his  two  servants.  He  had  become  ^ 
involved  in  a brawl  and  a man  had 
been  killed,  and  having  a highly  deve- 
loped sense  of  sin  his  guilt  forced  him 
to  seek  some  means  of  expiation  in 
his  Buddhist  religion.  Finding  no 
satisfaction  in  this,  he  fled  to  the  ' 
ship  in  the  harbour.  It  was  on  board  i 
that  ship,  having  learned  sufficient 
Portuguese  to  converse,  that  he  heard  1 
of  the  famous  Occidental  “Bonze”,  * 
or  monk,  called  Francis  Xavier.  He  J 
determined  at  all  costs  to  see  him  and  ^ 
discuss  his  problem  with  him.  -g 

That  this  man  genuinely  searched  T 
for  Francis  Xavier  is  very  evident  a 
from  the  fact  that^he  made  the  trip  | 
twice  before  he  located  him,  and  that  i 
trip  involved  three  tho,usand  miles  M 
each  way.  Jj 

Francis  had  learned  a little  of  the  §4 
Japanese  people  from  sailors  he  met  1 
who  had  visited  the  Islands.  How-  S 
ever  it  was  left  to  the  sincere  but  mis-  ® 
guided  Anjiro,  really,  to  interest  M 
Francis  in  this  project.  He  painted  a | 
very  rosy  picture  of  the  situation  for  ■ 
Francis,  and  although  Xavier  did  not  P 
accept  this  picture  at  face  value,  he  9 
was  sufficiently  impressed  to  be  quite  fi 
impatient  until  he  could  make  the  P 
journey.  Nevertheless  he  was  not  the  « 
naive  optimist  some  would  have  us  h 
believe  from  his  baptism  of  many  M 
simple  Indians,  with  very  minimal  in- 
struction.  He  knew  what  he  was  H 
doing,  for,  in  spite  of  Anjiro’s  know-  9 
ledge  of  religion  and  education,  he  9 
delayed  his  baptism  to  insure  his  ■ 
value  as  a well-informed  and  zealous  S 
catechist  for  the  work  to  be  begun  in  9 
Japan.  He  realized  that  Anjiro  would  9 
be  the  corner-stone  there  and  he  must  9 
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be  able  to  stand  the  test.  It  was  a 
year  later  that  he  witnessed  the  bap- 
tism of  Anjiro  and  his  two  com- 
panions by  the  Bishop  of  Goa. 

Sixteen  months  elapsed  from  the 
time  that  Xavier  met  Anjiro  and 
heard  his  promising  tales  of  the 
reception  the  missionaries  would  get 
in  his  homeland,  until  Francis  and 
his  party  set  sail  from  Goa  to  Japan. 
They  were  delayed  sometime  at  Ma- 
lacca, but  leaving  there  on  June  24, 
1549,  they  arrived  in  Kagoshima, 
Japan,  August  15th,  1549. 

Francis  was  greatly  impressed 
with  the  beauty  of  Japan,  its  terrain 
and  volcanoes,  and  he  was  vefy 
favourably  disposed  to  the  people  by 
the  welcome  he  received  to  the  home 
of  Anjiro,  and  the  interest  many 
took  in  him  and  the  purpose  of  his 
coming.  However,  the  fact  that 
Xavier  was  there  only  a couple  of 
months  and  a stranger  to  the  diffi- 
cult language,  and  yet  put  into  action 
his  plan  to  see  the  ruler  of  the 
country,  is  a clear  indication  as  to 
what  brought  him  to  Japan.  He 
wanted  another  kingdom  for  God, 
and  the  way  to  start  with  the  king- 
dom was  to  start  with  the  king.  This 
is  underlined  by  the  fact  that  he 
was  not  in  Japan  itself  long  when  he 
was  already  contemplating  a trip  to 
China,  which,  he  learned,  had  given 
birth  in  Japan  to  the  many  religious 
sects  there.  He  found  not  only  the 
language  to  be  imported  from 
China,  but  also  the  religion  of  the 
people  and  their  interest  in  things 


spiritual.  Of  course  it  could  be  that 
he  sensed  that  his  weakened  and 
badly  battered  body  wasn’t  going  to 
contain  the  soul  much  longer,  and 
perhaps  this  contributed  to  his  sense 
of  urgency. 

One  thing  must  be  made  clear 
about  St.  Francis  Xavier.  He  was  no 
egomaniac  with  delusions  about  the 
great  things  he  was  going  to  do  for 
God.  But  he  did  have  a tremendous 
awareness  of  the  great  things  God 
had  done  for  him  and  for  all  man- 
kind. From  this,  two  things  were 
abundantly  clear  to  him,  no  man 
would  live  sufficiently  long,  nor  work 
hard  enough  for  God  to  thank  Him 
adequately  for  all  He  had  done  for 
man.  The  logical  conclusion  for 
Francis  was  to  give  all  he  had  as  if 
it  were  nothing  and  still  keep  driving 
ahead.  He  felt  that  the  very  least 
he  could  do  was  to  take  Christ 
seriously  when  He  commanded  His 
followers  to  teach  all  nations.  With 
St.  Francis  Xavier  it  was  a pure 
question  of  honour.  It  was  not  to 
question  why;  it  was  but  to  do  or 
die.  A debt  to  God  had  been  in- 
curred by  man,  and  it  was  not  to 
be  shrugged  off  even  though  it  could 
never  be  fully  paid.  As  long  as 
there  was  one  corner  of  this  world 
into  which  the  Holy  Name  of  God 
had  not  penetrated,  someone  had  to 
go  there,  and  to  Francis,  that  some- 
one was  the  man  from  Navarre 
called  Xavier.  That  was  what 
brought  him  to  Japan. 


Some  time  ago  Japanese  Government  archeologists  in  Shimabara  unearthed  the 
graves  of  hundreds  of  Caffiolic  Martyrs.  The  bodies  had  been  buried  in  immense 
pits  during  the  persecution  of  1641.  It  is  claimed  that  more  Catholics  were  martyred 
in  Shimabara  than  in  Nagasaki,  itself,  the  center  of  the  persecution. 

The  graves  of  the  Martyrs  will  be  declared  national  shrines  and  the  parish 
church  of  Shimabara,  new  center  of  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society  in  Japan, 
will  enjoy  special  jurisdiction  over  them. 
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^cartioro'sf  l^oofe  of  ■ 

to  be  enshrined  permanen 
in  the  sanctuary  of  the  C 


NO  ONE  REMEMBERS  THEM  NOW 


What  Is  It?  As  tl 
desig 
pers( 

What  Is  Its  Purpo 


What  Is  the  Cost 
What  Page  May 


Address  inquiries 

Rev.  R.  Roberts,  | 
60  Crescent  Rd., 
Toronto  5,  Ont. 
Telephone:  RAndlo 


Bound  in  red  kid  with  a gold  imprint  of  the  insignia  of  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society  center] 
Scarboro's  Book  of  Remembrance  holds  365  gilt-edged  sheets  — a sheet  for  each  day  of  the  year.  TheJ 
on  one  side  only.  The  border  design  i«  in  light  blue  and  the  printed  words  in  black.  The  top  pr>n^| 

Priest  offering  the  Holy  Sacrifice  of  the  Mass  in  this  Chapel  on  this  the  day  of  

Then  follow  ten  lines  for  the  names  in  whose  memory  the  page  was  purchased.  The  bottom  lines 
all  the  other  Benefactors  of  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society,  who,  through  their  alms,  have  made 
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^rpetual  Eemembrame 

\and  open  to  public  view 
?el  of  our  New  Seminary 


le  implies,  Scarboro^s  Book  of  Perpetual  Remembrance  is  a book 
t give  a lasting  remembrance  in  the  Holy  Sacrifice  of  the  Mass  to  those 
lose  names  are  inscribed  therein. 

give  to  those  who  feel  they  can  afford  it,  an  opportunity  to  assure  a 
[rpetual  remembrance  of  their  loved  ones  and  at  the  same  time 
cotribute  a stated  sum  towards  the  building  of  our  new  Seminary. 


^\age?  $1,000.00,  which  may  be  paid  in  full  or  by  installments. 


^ave?  Any  page  you  desire  providing  that  it  has  not  already  been 
claimed.  Remember,  the  pages  are  arranged  in  order  of  the 
days  of  the  year.  The  most  popular  choice  is  a day  commem- 
I orating  the  death  of  one’s  parents,  husband  or  wife. 


M 


013 


^ la  cover, 
iV»  printed 
each 
<fl>ecially'': 
*wd:  "and 
3^  lossible." 


THEIR  MEMORY  WILL  NEVER  BE  FORGOTTEN 
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Another  Cross  for  Nagoya 

(Continued  from  page  11) 

ability  to  understand.  G.L’s  in 
Japan  often  think  all  you  have  to  do 
is  speak  loudly  enough  in  English 
and  anyone  will  get  the  idea.  I’ve 
found  out  differently.  But  now  it’s 
all  finished  and  maybe  I can  convey 
to  you  some  part  of  what  this  little 
church  means  to  me,  to  you  and, 
though  they  don’t  realize  it  yet,  to 
thousands  of  Japanese. 

If  you  could  fly  over  the  city  of 
Nagoya,  Japan’s  fourth  largest  city, 
you  would  see  a huge  sprawling 
mass  of  tiny,  poor  homes,  smoke- 
belching  factories  and,  in  the  down- 
town area,  modern  department 
stores  and  office  buildings.  Here  and 
there,  could  your  eye  pick  them  out, 
crosses  mark  the  tops  of  eleven  small 
Catholic  churches — ^the  little  bits  of 
leaven  in  the  large  mass  of  pagan 
dough.  Here  over  a million  souls 
struggle  for  their  daily  bread  with- 
out the  slightest  notion  of  the  One 
Who  gives  that  daily  bread.  The 
Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society, 
your  Mission  Society,  has  just  added 
another  little  cross  to  break  the 
monotony  of  the  ocean  of  tile  roofs 
which  cover  the  unransomed  bodies 
and  souls  of  all  these  people.  Pilot 
your  craft  over  the  latest  cross 
raised  in  Nagoya  and  below  you  will 
see  a yellow  stucco  church  centered 
like  the  hub  in  a solid  wheel  of 
houses.  Here  dwell  the  one  hun- 
dred thousand  pagans  who  make  up 
St.  Mary’s  Parish. 

St.  Mary’s,  a beautiful  name!  It 
conjures  up  thoughts  of  Mary’s  Son 
whose  parish  was  not  a mere 
hundred  thousand  but  a hundred 
billion  men  from  Adam  to  the  Judg- 
ment. Only  He  and  His  command 
to  teach  ALL  nations  keep  my  faith 
and  hope  alive  in  the  face  of  the 
staggering  numbers  to  be  taught  and 
won. 

Drop  your  plane  down  on  the  bean 
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patch  next  door  and  come  over  for  a 
close  look  at  my  place.  That  smiling 
man  at  the  door  is  my  catechist.  He 
will  be  my  voice  until  I become 
fluent  enough  to  teach  alone.  No, 
you  needn’t  shake  hands,  it’s  not  the 
custom,  just  bow  as  he  does.  Take 
off  your  shoes  and  try  these  slippers. 
The  floor  is  polished  cherry  wood. 
Look,  you  can  almost  see  your  face 
in  it.  Small  but  lovely  isn’t  it?  And 
should  not  the  house  wherein  dwells 
Beauty  Itself  be  beautiful!  Listen 
to  the  “Saa’s”  and  “Ah’s”  of  admira- 
tion and  wonder  the  sanctuary  brings 
from  pagan  visitors,  young  and  old. 
No  gloomy  pagan  temple,  with  its 
ugly  idols  and  burning  incense, 
evokes  similar  admiration.  Look  at 
that  main  altar  fronted  with  the 
beautiful  liturgical  colours,  the 
gleaming  brass  candlesticks,  the 
chaste  purity  of  the  candles,  the 
striking  image  of  the  Crucified 
Christ  on  a background  of  rich 
brocaded  silk.  See  the  w'hole  sur: 
mounted  by  the  rich  canopy  on  which 
St.  Michael  the  Archangel  stands 
guarding,  as  it  were,  the  throne  of 
His  King  and  Lord.  And  when  I 
explain  that  God  Himself  dwells 
within  that  beautiful  tented  taber- 
nacle centered  like  a jewel  in  all 
these  rich  trappings,  watch  their 
faces  take  on  an  awed,  reverent  look 
which  marks  the  working  of  grace 
within  them.  These  statues  of  our 
Blessed  Mother  and  the  Sacred  Heart, 
which  stand  in  the  niches  behind  the 
side  altars,  attract  a isimilar  chorus 
of  “Saa’s’  and  “Ah!s”  and  whis- 
pered discussions  of  their  meaning. 
When  they  are  told  that  Mary  is  the 
Mother  of  God  their  faces  again 
betray  the  grace  that  Mary  holds 
out  to  them.  Yes,  the  Church  is  a 
wise,  a very  wise  and  wonderful 
Mother.  She  knows  that  the  pagan 
heart,  like  the  heart  of  a little  child, 
is  attracted  by  beauty.  Her  whole 
liturgy  down  to  the  smallest  detail 
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His  Excellency  Bishop  Matsuoica,  Prefect 
Apostolic  of  Nagoya,  blessed  the  new  St. 
Mary's  Church  and  preached  at  the  opening. 


reflects  the  infinite  beauty  of  God 
and  gives  the  missionary  with  his 
stumbling  voice  his  first  hold  on  these 
poor  people. 

Now  let’s  walk  around  the  neigh- 
bourhood and  see  first-hand  what 
kind  of  people  we  have  in  this  dis- 
trict. You  will  be  stared  at  like 
monkeys  in  a zoo  and  children, 
depending  on  their  courage,  will 
either  follow  you  or  run  away  like 
deer  at  your  approach.  But  let’s  be 
on  our  way.  Don’t  forget  your  shoes 
again.  See  that  empty  lot  across  the 
lane  from  the  church?  If  I ever  get 
the  money  to  buy  it  I’ll  be  in  heaven. 
It’s  what  we  need  for  a school,  a play- 
ground or  a hall.  Maybe  in  time  we’ll 
have  it  if  someone  doesn’t  build  a 


factory  there,  God  forbid,  before  we 
pt  the  money.  That  house  or  shack 
back  of  it  is  the  home  of  the  woman 
with  the  many  children.  Watch  her 
bow  when  she  spots  us.  She’ll  be  bap- 
T in  a year  along  with  all  the 
iaros  and  Yaekos  who  call  her  Mom 

‘hat  yet! 

That  budding  across  the  road  is  a 
ospital.  You’d  never  know  it  was  a 
hospital,  would  you?  They  don’t 
have  many  like  the  big  beautiful  ones 
we  have  at  home.  Incidentally,  about 
twenty  student  nurses  were  over  look- 
ing at  the  church  the  other  day.  They 
were  sold  on  it  right  away.  I told 
them  to  come  over  and  I’d  teach  them 
wonderful  things  about  God.  They’ll 
be  oyer  for  sure.  With  them  as  friends 
J can  get  into  the  hospital  to  see  the 
patients  and  doctors. 


Let’s  go  down  this  street.  Did  you 
ever  see  so  many  houses  in  such  a 
small  area  in  your  life?  The  whole 
iamily  lives  in  one  or  two  rooms. 

y the  way,  if  anyone  gives  you  a 
friendly  look  or  bow,  give  it  right 
back.  I have  to  watch  for  these  marks 
of  friendship  all  the  time  even  if  I’m 
in  a hurry.  You  have  to  use  every- 
thing in  the  book  to  make  friends  and 
no  one  is  too  poor  for  a smile  or  a 
nod  of  peeting.  These  open  stores 
piled  with  goods  are  run  by  the 
family  which  lives  in  the  straw-matted 
room  just  behind  the  counters.  I 
generally  walk  around  here  every  day 
and  make  small  talk  with  the  store- 
keepers. When  they  find  out  I talk 
their  language,  though  poorly,  and 
I m a friendly  sort  of  a guy,  they 
come  right  around.  In  time,  with 
God’s  grace,  we’ll  be  real  pals.  I’m 
getting  used  to  the  stares  by  now, 
though  sometimes  I wonder  if  I have 
two  heads.  All  these  streets  are  the 
same.  P eople,  people  everywhere. 
And  more  being  born  every  day. 

(Continued  on  page  28) 
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Scarboro  Foreign  Missions 


The  Scarboro  Fathers  in  Japan  are  placing  bulletin  boards  in  the  railway  stations  ot  the 
districts  in  which  they  are  working.  On  the  left  is  a close-up  shot  of  one  of  the  bulletin  boards 
and  on  the  right  is  the  interior  of  the  Shimabaro  Station  with  the  bulletin  board  in  the  right 

background. 


Our  Regional  Superior  in  Japan,  V.  Rev.  Michael  Dwyer,  S.F.M., 
and  His  Excellency  the  Most  Rev.  Paul  Yamaguchi,  Bishop 
of  Nagasaki. 


Town  and  Country 


In  Japan^s  Island  Empire 


Fishermen  tallying  the  day's  catch.  In  Japan  street  shoes  must  be  removed  before  entering 

the  house. 


The  Catholic  Church  in  Shimabara  and  a Buddhist  Temple  in  Tokyo. 


Scarboro  priest  offers  Mass  for  his  flock  in  one  of  our  mission 
churches  in  Japan. 


WE  are  vacationing  in  Newfoundland,  first  time  in  fourteen  years.  We 
are  on  our  way  by  motor  boat  from  Ship  Harbour  to  the  great  Ameri- 
can base  at  Argentia.  At  this  moment  we  are  passing  the  twin  hills 
known  as  “The  Isaacs”  and  find  ourselves  almost  on  the  exact  historic  spot 
where,  in  August,  1941,  aboard  the  ill-fated  British  battleship  Prince  oi 
Wales,  the  equally  ill-fated  Atlantic  Charter  was  signed  by  Churchill  and 
F.D.R.  Today  the  battered  hulk  of  the  then  newest  addition  to  the  British 
fleet  lies  at  the  bottom  of  the  Malay  Straits.  The  Atlantic  Charter,  too,  lies 
buried  many  fathoms  deep,  its  lofty  principles  long  since  jettisoned  in  the 
interests  of  a policy  of  sustained  appeasement  of  unappeasable  Russia.  But 
its  demise  occasioned  no  violent  reaction  such  as  convulsed  the  Allied  world 
when  the  Prince  of  Wales  and  the  Repulse  fell  victim  to  Japanese  torpedo 
bombers.  We  have  become  so  surfeited  by  now  with  revelations  of  treachery 
and  betrayal  that  it  has  affectively  dulled,  if  not  utterly  destroyed,  our  capacity 
for  moral  indignation. 

* * * 

Father  Collin’s  sturdy  motor  cruiser  ploughs  resolutely  towards  Argentia 
and  we  find  ourselves  thinking  back  to  that  day  twelve  years  ago  and  to  the 
central  figures  in  that  grandiose  drama  of  futility.  Roosevelt  is  gone,  his  death 
shrouded  in  mystery.  Churchill  has  become  a pathetic  caricature  of  the  one  time 
lion-hearted  saviour  of  Britain  and,  serenely  oblivious  to  the  ravages  of  con- 
temporary appeasement,  has  out-Chamberlained  Chamberlain  in  his  desire 
for  “peace  in  our  time.”  Refusal  to  permit  victory  in  the  Korean  war;  recog- 
nition of  Red  China  and  aquiescence  in  her  brazen  attempt  to  shoot  her  way 
into  the  U.N. ; trade  and  still  more  trade  with  the  Oriental  enemy,  even  though 
it  mean  violent  death  for  ever  more  youthful  victims  of  the  Korean  debacle. 
From  this  great  man  who  would  “fight  them  on  the  beaches”  and  who  once 
stood  as  the  revered  embodiment  of  the  strength  of  the  British  Lion,  never  a 
word  or  gesture  of  uncompromising  strength  in  the  face  of  an  enemy  that 
respects  and  understands  nothing  else.  An  ignominious  defeat  for  the  United 
Nations  and  the  possible  Communist  domination  of  all  Asia  as  a direct  result 
of  British  pressure  upon  American  policy.  What  a ghastly  anti-climax  to 
a brilliant  political  career,  the  craven  surrender  of  principle  on  the  part  of  a 
weary  old  man  trying  to  hang  on  to  a few  more  years  of  precarious  political 
power. 

♦ * * 

Churchill  and  F.D.R.  Morituri  vos  salutamus.  From  betrayed  and  despair- 
ing millions  behind  an  ever  widening  iron  curtain  that  cry  of  anguish  has 
reached  us  down  the  years.  Small  wonder  that  the  finale  of  that  drama  off 
the  Isaacs  should  have  eclipsed  the  denouement  of  any  Grecian  tragedy.  The 
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dying  man  of  Yalta!  Alger  Hiss  the  traitor  in  the  key  position  in  those 
negotiations  that  were  the  despair  of  all  honorable  men.  The  invalid  coming 
home  to  die,  in  circumstances  that  may  well  remain  a mystery  in  our  generation. 

Somebody  knows,  of  course,  how  Roosevelt  met  his  death.  But  the 
unseemly  haste  with  which  his  mortal  remains  were  hidden  from  view  has 
given  rise  to  at  least  two  theories  of  violent  death — suicide  or  murder.  Why 
was  there  no  lying-in-state  for  one  of  the  most  idolized  of  American  Presi- 
dents? Why  was  the  casket  never  opened,  even  to  members  of  his  own  family, 
even  in  the  face  of  urgent  insistence  on  the  part  of  the  Russian  Ambassador? 
Why?  Who  knows?  The  proponents  of  each  theory  find  no  lack  of  motive 

to  justify  their  own  particular  solution  of  this  modern  mystery. 

* * * 

First  the  suicide  theory!  F.D.R.  was  determined  at  all  costs  to  bring 
Joe  Stalin  “into  the  fold”,  to  be  the  architect  of  a world  edifice  in  which  the 
lion  and  the  lamb  could  lie  down  together,  in  which  Communism  and  democ- 
racy could  co-exist  without  undue  interference  of  the  one  with  the  other. 
Keenly  aware  of  his  almost  hypnotic  power  over  the  masses,  he  felt  that  he 
could  handle  Uncle  Joe  in  his  stride.  Just  let  him  sit  down  at  a conference 
table,  turn  on  the  well  known  Rooseveltian  charm  and  the  Terror  of  Russia 
would  soon  be  mildly  eating  out  of  his  hand.  To  this  end  the  sky  was  the 
limit.  Poland  was  sacrificed.  China  was  betrayed.  Millions  of  frightened 
and  despairing  Germans  were  driven  from  their  centuries-old  ancestral  lands 
to  become  the  lost  tribes  of  Europe  in  the  interests  of  all  devouring  Com- 
munism. Stalin  was  to  be  convinced,  through  means  that  no  end  under  | 
Heaven  could  possibly  justify,  that  we  really  were  not  such  bad  fellows  after  j 
all,  that  we  really  had  his  interests  at  heart  and  that  it  would  pay  him — now — j 
to  learn  to  behave  like  a civilized  human  being.  Roosevelt  gambled  for  the  | 
highest  stakes  ever  known  to  man.  And  Roosevelt  lost  the  world.  Stalin  took  j 
it  all  without  batting  an  Asiatic  eye.  Icily  appraising  every  lavish  and  un-  I 
expected  concession  as  further  evidence  of  the  weakness  of  decadent  democ-  | 
racy,  he  took  all  that  was  offered  and  calmly  came  back  for  more.  At  no  | 
point,  then  or  later,  was  he  ever  confronted  with  a final  show  of  strength.  | 
Never  was  it  said — thus  far  and  no  further.  At  no  time  did  Stalin  ever  intend  j 
to  respect  any  of  the  agreements  he  had  made,  save  insofar  as  they  might  I 
serve  the  cause  of  world  Communism.  | 

* * * I 

I 

The  ailing  and  disillusioned  President  returned  from  Yalta.  And  it  was  | 
not  long  before  the  terrible  truth  dawned.  The  unconscionable  betrayal  of  | 
his  Allies  and  friends  had  been  in  vain.  Stalin  would  not  change.  Stalin  j 
would  not  “behave”.  Stalin  wanted  the  world.  In  one  appalling  lucid  interval  | 
the  picture  rose  to  haunt  him.  It  would  involve  an  accounting  to  Congress  | 
and  to  the  American  people,  to  the  Congress  whose  authority  he  had  so  often  | 
and  so  arbitrarily  ignored,  to  the  people  whom  he  had  so  often  beguiled  with  | 
his  benevolent  and  disarming  fireside  chats,  even  after  a Pearl  Harbour  that  | 
he  himself  had  cleverly  engineered  at  the  cost  of  thousands  of  American  lives.  | 
No  ...  It  was  too  much  . . . He  could  not  face  it,  now.  There  was  only  one  | 
way!  ...  1 

* * * I 

The  murder  theory  revolves  around  the  strange  presence  of  a mysterious  | 

Russian  lady  artist  at  the  “Little  White  House”  in  Virginia  where  Roosevelt  died.  | 
She  had  been  given  the  weird  commission  to  paint  the  portrait  of  a dying  man.  | 
Stalin,  say  the  proponents  of  the  murder  theory,  had  grown  suspicious  of  | 
F.D.R.  and  still  feared  his  tremendous  hold  upon  the  American  people.  Had  | 
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he  sensed  disillusionment  and  perhaps  despair  in  the  final  reactions  of  the 
American  President?  Be  that  as  it  may,  Roosevelt  must  not  be  permitted  to 
make  any  clean  breast  to  Congress,  above  all  to  indulge  in  any  denunciation 
of  Russia.  It  would  have  a fatal  effect  upon  the  large  section  of  American 
public  opinion  that  still  believed  Russia  could  do  no  wrong.  F.D.R.  was  to 
be  “taken  care  of”  before  he  could  get  to  Congress.  If  it  be  true  that  the 
authorities  around  the  “Little  White  House”  were  naive  enough  to  give  the  run 
of  the  place  to  a Russian  artist,  they  were  certainly  playing  into  Stalin’s  hands. 
The  lady  was  there,  so  they  say,  when  Roosevelt  died.  In  fact,  it  was  the  lady 
who  carried  out  her  orders  and  administered  the  coup  de  grace.  After  his 
death  she  was  heard  of  no  more.  It  would  never  do  to  let  it  be  known  that 
murder  had  been  done,  above  all  that  a Russian  had  any  part  in  the  dastardly 
scheme.  And  there  were  boys  aplenty  in  the  State  Department  who  were 
ready  and  willing  to  keep  the  secret  inviolate,  even  to  the  extent  of  preventing 
the  President’s  family  from  viewing  his  remains. 

There  are  the  theories.  You  may  take  your  choice.  Or  you  may  reject 
them  both  as  fantastic  or  impossible.  But,  like  the  rest  of  us,  you  will  be 
wondering  to  this  day  why  nobody  was  ever  permitted  to  look  inside  the  coffin 
that  held  the  mortal  remains  of  one  of  the  most  beloved  Presidents  and  one  of 
the  most  controversial  figures  of  our  time. 

* « * 

We  are  moving  from  the  scene  of  the  Atlantic  Charter.  Ahead  looms  the 
naval  base  of  Argentia;  to  our  starboard  the  great  open  sweep  of  Placentia 
Bay.  Behind  us  is  Fox  Harbour,  one-time  home  of  the  greatest  fishing  fleet  of 
the  entire  area.  It  brings  to  mind  the  stories  I used  to  hear  as  a boy  in  Oderin 
from  the  great  “fish  killers”  of  those  days,  especially  the  oft-told  story  of  the 
mysterious  “fire  boat”  that  appeared  periodically  on  the  coming  up  of  a stiff 
Nor’easter.  Men,  in  large  schooners  or  little  fishing  jacks,  would  come  upon 
this  mysterious  stranger  by  night,  riding  at  anchor,  all  lights  aglow.  Strangely 
dressed  figures  crowded  her  deck,  huddled  around  a great  fireplace  of  open 
stones.  As  they  grew  closer  the  figures  and  the  fire  boat  would  radually 
grow  more  dim  and  indistinct.  Before  they  could  ever  close  for  further 
identification,  she  would  disappear  from  view  . . . 

« « * 

Stories  grow  in  the  telling.  Newfoundland  folk  lore  and  the  sagas  of  the 

men  who  once  went  down  to  the  sea  would  fill  many  volumes.  Conceivably, 
some  day,  there  may  arise  the  story  of  another  fire  boat,  larger  and  more 
impressive  by  far  than  anything  that  ever  haunted  the  coves  and  harbours  of 
Placentia  Bay.  A great  luminous  battle  wagon,  about  two-and-a-half  miles 
i S.W.  of  the  Isaacs.  Fishing  boats  will  move  nearer  for  a close-up  view  and 
I see  the  wondrous  outline  of  a brand  new  Britisher,  a blaze  of  light  in  her 
I nocturnal  festive  attire.  Closer  and  closer,  till  they  spy  a solitary  figure  on 
! her  bow  and  then,  to  their  horror  and  amazement,  the  great  ship  will  rear 
I herself  stern  first  from  the  water,  taking  the  final  plunge  as  they  hurriedly 
steer  away.  In  whispers  the  story  will  be  told.  It  was  Roosevelt,  the  great 
F.D.R.,  the  man  whose  spirit  knows  no  rest,  the  lonely  figure  upon  the  mighty 
foredeck  of  the  ghost  of  the  Prince  of  Wales.  The  lights  were  going  out — as 
he  went  down. 

* * * 

Mirage  of  the  Isaacs!  Ironic,  symbolic  vision  of  the  spirit  of  the  Atlantic 
Charter  . . . For  there  will  ever  be  those  who  will  say  that  it  was  he  who 
touched  a switch  at  Yalta  and  lights  went  out  all  over  the  world. 
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The  new  doctor  at  the  asylum  was 
flattered  when  he  heard  that  the  in- 
mates liked  him  better  than  the  last 
doctor.  Unfortunately,  he  asked  the 
reason. 

“Because  you  seem  more  like  one  of 
us,”  was  the  answer  he  received. 


Millionaire:  “Scram,  bum!” 

Beggar:  “Don’t  get  so  touchy,  mister. 
The  only  difference  between  you  and 
me  is  that  you  are  making  your  second 
million,  while  I’m  still  working  on  my 
first.” 

★ 

“I  admired  that  last  piece  you  played 
immensely.  Professor.  It  had  a sort  of 
wild  freedom  about  it,  you  know  — a 
sort  of  get  up  and  go  that  just  suited 
me.  Was  it  a composition  of  your 
own?” 

“Madam,”  frigidly  responded  the 
eminent  musician,  “I  was  putting  a 
new  E string  on  my  violin.” 

★ 

“Do  you  use  tooth  paste?” 

“What  for?  None  of  my  teeth  are 
loose.” 

★ 

Definition  of  an  Elephant:  An 

animal  occurring  in  one  of  three  colors, 
depending  on  whether  you’re  on  a 
safari,  a church  committee,  or  a week- 
end party. 

★ 

We  do  not  stop  playing  because  we 
grow  old.  We  grow  old  because  we 
stop  playing. 

★ 

A motorist  and  his  wife  hadn’t 
spoken  for  many  miles.  They’d  had  an 
argument  and  neither  woidd  budge. 
Suddenly  the  man  pointed  to  a mule 
in  a pasture  they  were  passing.  “Rela- 
tive of  yours?”  he  asked.  “Yes,”  she 
replied,  “by  marriage.” 

★ 

Bill — Isn’t  it  awful  that  George  is 
going  to  get  married? 

Tom — What’s  awful  about  it? 

Why,  George  was  such  an  easy  chap 
to  borrow  money  from! 


“I  see  you  have  a sign  in  your  store, 
‘We  aim  to  please’.” 

“Yes,  sir;  that  is  our  motto.” 

“Well,  I just  thought  it  might  not  be 
a bad  idea  for  you  to  take  some  time 
off  for  target  practice.” 

★ 

The  little  boy’s  favourite  uncle  was 
shortly  to  be  married,  and  he  was 
questioning  his  mother  about  the  pro- 
cedure. 

“And  the  last  three  days  he  gets 
anything  to  eat  he  wants,  doesn’t  he?” 
asked  the  little  boy. 

★ 

“Liza,”  said  Rastus,  her  darker  half, 
“I  favors  a chicken  dinner  tomorrow.” 

“Now  dat’s  too  bad,”  replied  Liza. 
“I’se  ’afraid  de  stores  am  all  closed  by 
now  — it’s  after  9 o’clock.” 

“I  specks  so,”  agreed  Rastus,  “Did 
you  aim  to  buy  sumpin?” 

★ 

Said  Abie:  “Cohen,  I’ve  been  to  the 
bank  to  borrow  some  money,  but  they 
say  all  I need  is  that  you  sign  tO'  this 
note  your  name.  Then  I can  have  all 
the  money  I need.  Ain’t  that  fine?” 

“Abie,”  said  Cohen,  reproachfully, 
“you  and  I have  been  friends  for  many 
years,  and  yet  you  go  to  a bank  when 
you  need  money.  Abie,  you  just  go 
again  to  the  bank  and  say  that  they 
should  sign  the  note,  and  then  Cohen 
will  lend  you  the  money!” 

★ 

Sandy  MacGregor,  during  a visit  to 
London,  lost  his  pocketbook.  He  re- 
ported his  loss,  and  requested  that  the 
purse  should  be  kept  when  foimd  until 
his  next  visit  a month  later.  In  due 
time  he  went  back  to  London  again,  and 
was  handed  his  property.  Carefully 
he  counted  the  money  in  the  wallet. 
A clerk  grew  impatient. 

“Your  money’s  all  there,”  he  ex- 
claimed angrily. 

The  Scot  looked  at  him  sternly. 

“Aye,  it’s  a’  there,”  he  said.  “But 
where’s  the  month’s  interest?” 
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Dear  Buds, 

Did  you  notice  something  different  about  our  magazine  this  month? 
Well,  for  the  most  part,  the  articles  are  about  Japan, — Father  Macintosh 
writes  about  the  new  church  he  has  just  built  in  Nagoya,  Father  Villeneuve 
writes  about  his  first  year  in  Japan,  Father  McGoey  writes  about  why 
St.  Francis  Xavier  went  to  Japan  and  our  picture  page  contains  pictures 
of  Japan  and  the  Japanese  people. 

This  month  we  wanted  Japan  to  get  all  the  attention  because  we 
feel  that  Japan  right  now  is  like  an  apple  tree  chock  full  of  nice  ripe 
rosy  apples  and  unless  we  get  someone  to  pick  the  apples,  they’ll  fall 
off  the  tree  and  rot  on  the  ground. 

If  you’ll  read  Father  Macintosh’s  article  you’ll  see  just  how  much 
work  there  is  to  he  done  in  Japan.  Father  mentions  that  in  his  parish 
there  are  100,000  pagans  but  only  50  Catholics!  So  you  can  just  imagine 
how  much  hard  work  it  will  take  to  convert  all  those  people.  Like  the 
apples  on  the  tree,  the  Japanese  people  are  just  ripe  for  conversion  and 
if  someone  doesn’t  come  along  soon  to  scoop  them  up  off  the  tree  they 
will  fall  by  the  wayside  and  be  lost.  That’s  where  you  buds  come  in. 
We  want  you  to  pray  extra  hard  this  month  for  more  and  more  apple 
pickers  to  send  to  Japan.  And  who  are  the  apple  pickers?  Missionary 
priests,  of  course.  Ask  Our  Lord  to  grant  more  missionary  vocations  among 
our  boys  and  girls  over  here  in  Canada. 

I hope  you  gave  our  picture  page  a good  look  this  time.  It  will  give 
you  a good  idea  of  Japan,  its  people  and  its  customs.  You’ll  see  a picture 
of  a very  crowded  street  with  people  walking  all  over  the  road.  Then 
there’s  the  picture  of  the  countryside  with  its  sprawling  hills  rolling 
about  little  sheltered  rice  paddies.  And  did  you  see  the  picture  of  the 
doorstep  all  covered  with  shoes?  In  Japan  before  entering  a house,  it 
is  considered  polite  to  remove  your  shoes  and  put  on  special  slippers. 
Almost  like  removing  your  galoshes  and  snow  hoots  before  going  in  the 
house  in  winter,  isn’t  it?  Did  you  notice  the  picture  of  the  Catholic 
church  and  the  Japanese  temple? 

Goodbye  for  now,  boys  and  girls,  and  you  won’t  forget  to  pray  for 
our  missionaries  in  Japan,  will  you?  If  there  is  anything  they  need,  it 
is  your  prayers  and  just  knowing ‘that  all  the  buds  are  remembering  them 
in  their  prayers,  Masses  and  Communions  does  a lot  to  make  their  work 
easier. 

God  bless  you. 

Father  Jim. 
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of  ttie  ! 

I S>tarl)oro  JforeiBn  iWtoion  j 

j 1^  NOW  ye  all  men  by  these  presents  that  the  Scarboro  Foreign  i 
j Mission  Society  hereby  declares  the  following  schools  as  i 

j worthy  of  special  mention  in  the  annals  of  Canadian  Mission  ^ 
V History  because  of  their  share  in  this  apostolate.  Be  it  known  ^ 
5 that  by  their  prayers  and  monetary  sacrifices  which  they  have  i 
j offered  to  the  said  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society  they  have  ‘i 
j made  a notable  contribution  to  this  work  and  such  aid  must  'i 
j be  duly  acknowledged.  They  may  really  and  truly  call  them-  ^ 
y selves  friends  and  helpers  of  the  said  Society  and  must  be  recog-  j 
j nized  by  all  as  veritable  missionaries.  j 


R.C.  Schools, 

Bona  vista,  Nfld. 

St.  Mary’s  School, 

Chapel  Arm,  Trinity  Bay,  Nfld. 

All  Hallows  School, 
Humbermouth,  Nfld. 

Presentation  Convent, 

St.  John’s,  Nfld. 

St.  Mary’s  School, 

Church  Point,  N.S. 

St.  Anne’s  School, 

Glace  Bay,  N.S. 

Theresetta  School, 

Castor,  Alta. 

Grandin  School, 

Edmonton,  Alta. 

Senior  Room, 

St.  Teresa’s  Convent, 

Peake’s  P.O.,  P.E.I. 

St.  John’s  School, 

Arthur,  Ont. 


St.  Columban’s  Girl’s  School, 
Cornwall,  Ont. 

S.S.  No.  3 March  School, 
Dunrobin,  Ont. 

St.  Patrick’s  High  School, 
Fort  William,  Ont. 

Holy  Family  School, 
Hamilton,  Ont. 

St.  Mary’s  School, 

Howe  Island,  Ont. 

S.S.  No.  4,  Asphodel, 

Indian  River,  Ont. 

S.S.  No.  12,  Charlottenburg, 
Martintown,  Ont. 

Sacred  Heart  School, 

Sault  Ste.  Marie,  Ont. 

Room  1, 

St.  James  School, 

Sault  Ste.  Marie,  Ont. 


St.  Joseph’s  School, 
Blind  River,  Ont. 


9B,  Notre  Dame  High  School, 
Toronto,  Ont. 


& 
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BUDS  from  WAINWRIGHT,  ALTA. 


From  left  to  right:  Andre  Gingras,  Verle  Fahner,  William  Emter,  Paul  Sayer,  Adolph  Emter, 

James  Lafleur,  Lucien  Roy. 


From  left  to  right:  Dennis  Stafford,  Wendelin  Seberger,  Clement  Boisvert,  Eddie  Scherbinski, 
Raymond  Rajotte,  Eivyn  Hlady,  Roman  Bobinski. 


From  left  to  right:  Charles  Lagace,  Larry  Messier,  David  Reinhart,  Harvey  Weiss,  Dennis  Beaupre, 

Stanley  Baier,  Robert  Rajotte. 


Another  Cross  for  Nagoya 

(Continued  from  page  19) 

Hold  on  a minute.  Here’s  one 
of  my  parishioners.  Baptized  two 
years  ago  by  the  Divine  Word 
Fathers.  Name’s  Minaguchi.  “Hello 
there — how’s  tricks?  Say,  I didn’t 
see  you  at  choir  practice  the  other 
night.  Working,  eh?  These  are  some 
friends  from  Canada.”  (Just  bow  and 
smile — ^he  doesn’t  know  any  English.) 
“Well,  I’ll  see  you  later — ^maybe  at 
the  next  choir  practice,  eh?”  He’s  a 
nice  boy — one  of  the  few  boys  I can 
number  in  the  congregation.  Have 
about  fifty  Catholics.  Not  many  out 
of  100,000  but  . . . 


You  have  to  get  back  to  your 
plane?  Very  well,  let’s  take  a short 
cut  through  here.  Wouldn’t  I like  to 
be  going  home  to  Canada  with  you? 
Well,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  I wouldn’t 
mind  getting  home  for  a couple  of 
weeks  to  see  the  folks  but  after  that 
I’d  get  itching  feet  to  be  back  here. 
Sure  I get  lonely,  sure  I get  fed  up. 
Don’t  you?  But  you  know  there’s 
something  about  Japan  1 really  like 
and  on  top  of  that  I’m  a priest — a 
Missionary  Priest.  Only  another  mis- 
sionary can  understand  why  I’m  at 
home  here.  Now  give  my  best  to 
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Scarboro  Priests  in  Japan 


Rt.  Rev.  John  M.  Fraser,  S.F.M.,P.A., 
Bishop’s  House, 

Oura  Tenshudo, 

Nagasaki,  Japan. 

V.  Rev.  Michael  B.  Dwyer,  S.F.M., 
Regional  Superior, 

47,  Takanawa,  Minami-Cho, 

Shiba,  Minato-Ku, 

Tokyo,  Japan. 

Rev.  Gerald  Kelly,  S.F.M., 

Mission  Procurator, 

(Tokyo  address). 

Rev.  John  Bolger,  S.F.M., 

(Tokyo  address). 

Rev.  Maurice  Coady,  S.F.M., 

(Tokyo  address). 

Rev.  Alexander  MacDonald,  S.F.M., 
(Tokyo  address). 

Rev.  Wm.  P.  Schultz,  S.F.M., 

(Tokyo  address). 

Rev.  Cleary  Villeneuve,  S.F.M., 

(Tokyo  adless). 

Rev.  Lome  McFarland,  S.F.M., 

Pastor, 

Catholic  Church, 

Shimabara,  Kyushu,  Japan. 

Rev.  Michael  J.  Cox,  S.F.M., 

(Shimabara  address). 


everyone  back  there.  Is  there  any- 
thing you  can  do  for  me?  Yes,  why 
yes  there  is  something  you  can  do. 
Tell  everyone  back  there,  everyone 
you  meet — ^priests  and  lay  people,  the 
Sisters  and  the  children — teU  them 
what  you  saw  here.  And  tell  them 
it’s  the  same  all  over  Japan.  Tell 
them  we  need  thousands  of  churches 
like  this  and  thousands  of  priests  and 
Sisters  to  work  them.  Tell  them  that 


Rev.  Charles  Cummins,  S.F.M., 
Pastor, 

Catholic  Church, 

Aino-machi, 

Nagasaki-ken,  Kyushu,  Japan. 

Rev.  James  Macintosh,  S.F.M., 
Pastor, 

Catholic  Church, 

3 Chome  15,  Kikuodori, 

Nishi-ku,  Nagoya,  Japan. 

Rev.  Patrick  McNamara,  S.F.M., 
(Nagoya  address). 

Rev.  David  Fitzpatrick,  S.F.M., 
(Nagoya  address). 

Rev.  Rogers  J.  Pelow,  S.F.M., 
Pastor, 

Catholic  Church, 

78  Tawara-machi, 

Sasebo,  Japan. 

Rev.  Edgar  Geier,  S.F.M., 
(Sasebo  address). 

Rev.  Thomas  Morrissey,  S.F.M., 
Pastor, 

Catholic  Church, 

Kawatana,  Kyushu,  Japan. 

Rev.  Paul  Flaherty,  S.F.M., 
(Kawatana  address). 


the  crowd  of  kids  gawking  at  us  right 
now  depend  for  their  happiness  on 
their  prayers  and  alms.  Tell  them — 
well  what  can  you  tell  them  to  wake 
them  up?  When  I get  home  I’ll  try  to 
do  it  myself.  In  the  meantime  remem-  i 
ber  what  the  old  lady  over  there  said  | 
(give  her  a bow,  she’s  spotted  us) : j 

“A  church!  A church  is  good.  It  is  i 
good  for  the  morale  of  the  whole  I 
neighbourhood.” 


*^hey  (priests)  m fiie  apostles  of  grace  and  pardon:  therefore  they 
must  consecrate  themseives  entirely  to  the  salvation  of  men  and  draw 
them  to  the  altar  of  God  in  order  that  they  may  nourish  themselves  with 
the  bread  of  eternal  life.” 

— Pope  Pius  Xn. 
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MAKING  YOUR  WILL? 

Throughout  your  life  you  en- 
joyed the  help  and  consola- 
tion that  comes  from  your 
Faith,  and  in  death  this  same 
Faith  will  support  and  com- 
fort you. 

In  mission  lands  there  are 
millions  who  have  no  such 
consolation  in  life  and  no  such 
support  or  comfort  at  the  hour 
of  death. 

A remembrance  in  your 
Will  is  a means  of  helping  the 
Scarboro  Foreign  Mission 
Society  bring  your  Catholic 
Faith  to  the  people  of  the 
Pagan  World. 

Our  Legal  Title: 

Scarboro  Foreign  Mission 
Society, 

Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ont. 


NOTICE  TO  SCHOOLS 

Book  covers  are  again  avail- 
able for  student  text  books. 
They  may  be  obtained  from 
the: 

Promotion  Department, 

60  Orescent  Rd., 

Toronto  5,  Ont. 

Only  orders  coming  from 
teachers  will  be  considered. 
Order  should  be  accompanied 
by  postage  computed  at  the 
rate  of  2c  for  every  4 covers. 


PILGRIM  VIRGIN  STATUES: 

For  Home,  Church  and  School 


14"  $ 5.00 

*26"  30.00 

*50"  150.00  (Glass  Eyes) 


*P/us  Freight  from  Montreal 

SPECIAL  OUTDOOR  STATUES: 
Cement  Marble  Composition 


*26"  $ 55.00 

*50"  150.00 


*P/os  Freight  from  Montreal 

Beautiful  Color  Picture  of 
Pilgrim  Virgin  of  Fatima: 

8"  X 10"  25c 

(Suitable  for  framing) 


For  the  Reader: 

"Fatima  or  World  Suicide" 

Rt.  Rev.  Wm.  C.  McGrath, 
S.F.M.,  P.A. 

English  Edition  $1.00 

French  Edition  

Paper  Bound  .50 
Cloth  Bound  $1.00 

(Note:  Order  French  Edition  from 

Apostolate  of  the  Press,  128  8owen 
Street  North,  Sherbrooke,  Quebec.) 

Address  orders: 

SCARBORO  FOREIGN 
MISSION  SOCIETY 

Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ont. 
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SCARBORO’S  FILM  LIBRARY 


"SECRET 

CONCLAVE" 

(16mm) 

English  Dialogue 


The  thrilling  life  and  dramatic  death 
of  Pope  Pius  X.  The  year  s finest  con- 
tribution by  the  film  industry  to  a 
Catholic  audience.  No  rentals,  showings 
by  Scarboro  priests  only. 


"UPON  THIS 
ROCK" 

(16mm) 

Color  # In  English 
Length:  90  minutes 


Proclaimed  by  motion  picture  experts 
as  the  most  excellent  filming  of  the  Life 
of  Christ  the  industry  has  produced. 


"THAT 
I MAY  SEE" 

(16mm) 

Length:  60  minutes 


"THE  GIRL 
FROM  THE 
MARSHES" 

(16mm) 

English  titles 
Italian  Dialogue 
Length:  90  minutes 


A new  approach  to  the  filming  of  the 
Passion  of  Christ,  Produced  by  Fr, 
Peyton^ s Family  Theatre  and  filmed  in 
Hollywood,  Proceeds  divided  equally 
between  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission 
Society  and  Fr,  Peyton  s Family 
Theatre, 


The  tense  and  dramatic  story  of 
St,  Maria  Goretti  who  placed  God 
above  all  else,  even  life  itself. 


"NEVER  TAKE  NO 
FOR  AN  ANSWER" 

(16  and  35mm) 

In  English 
Length:  90  minutes 


A charming  story  about  a little  lad  who 
took  his  problem  straight  to  the  Pope 
and  was  rewarded  by  his  unfaltering 
faith  in  a private  philosophy  of  Never 
Take  No  For  An  Answer”,  With 
authentic  scenes  of  Assisi  and  the 
Vatican, 


I 

I 

I 


I 

I 

I 

I 

I 


I 


I 

I 

I 


I 

I 


All  showings  in  Canada  arranged  through  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society. 

For  bookings,  address  your  inquiries: 

Rev.  Roland  Roberts,  S.F.M.,,  60  Crescent  Rd.,  Toronto  5,  Ont. 
Telephone:  RAndolph  0013 
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Changing  Your  Address? 
Send  Us  This  Address  And 
New  Address  Three  Weeks 
Before  Moving  Date. 


CHECK 

YOUR 

EXPIRY 

DATE 


Do  These  Ring  a Bell? 


Sci 


My  Subscription  is  due. 

Note:  Expiry  date  appears  imme- 
diately above  your  name  and 
address  at  the  top  of  this  page. 

I am  changing  my  ad- 
dress. Have  I let  Scarboro 
Missions  know  my  new 
address? 

Note:  When  mailing  in  a change 
of  address,  be  sure  to  send  us  the 
address  above  as  well  as  the  new 
address. 

I am  now  receiving  dupli- 
cate copies  of  Scarboro 
Missions. 

Note:  When  notifying  us  of  dupli- 
cate copies  being  received,  please 
send  us  this  page  off  EACH  COPY 
and  mark  *'OK”  on  the  page  that 
carries  the  correct  address. 


Scarboro  Missions, 

Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society,  Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ont. 

Enclosed  please  find  $ to  pay  for  my  renewal  to 

Scarboro  Missions  for  year(s). 

DO  NOT  DETACH  RENEWAL  FORM— MAIL  FULL  PAGE.  ■ 

YOUR  NAME  AND  ADDRESS  IS  ON  THE  TOP.  I 

Subscription  Rates  to  Scarboro  Missions:  Yearly:  $1.00  — Life  $20.00 


ATTENTION 
YOUNG  MEN  and  BOYS! 


With  this  issue  we  begin  a series  of  four  articles  entitled: 

“THE  APPROACH  TO  THE  MISSIONARY  APOSTOLATE  ” 

addressed  to  you  by 
the 

VERY  REV.  FRANCIS  DIEMERT,  S.F,M. 

Rector,  St.  Francis  Xavier  Seminary,  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society 

Fr.  Diemert  is  a veteran  of  our  China  Missions  and  has  seen 
service  in  the  Mission  field  of  Santo  Domingo.  In  1949  he  was 
recalled  to  Canada  to  teach  in  our  seminary,  and  in  1951  was 
appointed  to  the  office  of  Rector.  He  was  re-appointed  for  a second 
term  this  year.  His  experience  on  the  missions  and  in  the  seminary 
well  qualify  him  to  write  on  the  subjects  he  has  chosen  for  this 
series  of  articles. 

See  Page  10 
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EDITORIAL 


Christmas  Is  A Missionary  Feast 

V ERY  shortly  we  will  be  hearing  Christmas  Carols.  Practically  every 
radio  and  television  program  will  include  at  least  one  of  these  hymns 
composed  to  commemorate  the  birth  of  the  Child  Jesus.  But  today  we 
will  find  this  Jesus  of  Christian  art  and  literature  debased  to  the  lowly  position 
of  a “come  on”  for  a Christmas-gift  commercial.  The  God-man,  in  whose 
honour  they  were  written,  will  be  over-shadowed  by  the  modern  gods  the 
commercial  world  would  foist  upon  a God-forgetting  people.  Gods  of  varying 
images,  having  unity  only  in  the  generic  term  “gift”,,  will  be  held  up  for 
adoration  on  Christmas  morning.  The  Holy  Babe  of  Bethlehem  will  be  but 
incidental  to  the  millions  of  dollars  that  will  flow  into  the  cash  drawers  of 
big-business. 

Meanwhile,  over  1900  years  have  elapsed  since  Christ  was  born,  and 
still  millions  of  human  souls  live  in  abysmal  ignorance  of  the  sublime  purpose 
of  His  coming.  That  purpose  He  stated  thus : “I  am  come  that  they  may  have 
life  and  have  it  more  abundantly.”  And  He  went  on  to  say:  “I  am  the  way, 
the  truth  and  the  life.”  To  know  Christ,  therefore,  and  to  express  one’s  belief 
in  Him,  is  to  acquire  of  a more  abundant  life  — the  life  you  as  baptized 
Christians  enjoy — the  participation  in  the  very  life  of  God  Himself. 

You  enjoy  this  life  because  the  message  of  Christmas  was  first  preached 
to  our  forefathers  by  the  early  missionaries  of  the  Church  who  were  conscious 
of  the  fact  that  Christmas  was  meant  for  all  men  of  good  will  regardless  of 
race  or  colour.  To  the  early  Christians,  Christmas  was  a missionary  feast 
and  the  message  of  Christmas  was  a challenge  to  spread  abroad  the  good 
tiding  of  man’s  kinship  with  God. 

It  is  no  less  a missionary  feast  today.  That  is  why  in  our  Masses, 
prayers,  yes,  and  in  our  gifts  on  Christmas  mom  our  thoughts  should  fly  to 
those  who  as  yet  have  never  heard  of  the  Holy  Babe  of  Bethlehem.  On 
Christmas,  perhaps  more  than  at  any  other  time,  we  should  express  our  faith 
in  the  missionary  work  of  the  Church  and  renew  our  resolution  to  support 
that  work  that  soon  all  men  may  come  to  know,  love  and  adore  the  Infant 
God  in  Bethlehem’s  crib. 
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AD  MULTOS  ANNOS 


• 

^^Sut  3 ntoH  g,ladl^ 
will  ^pend  and  be 
^pent  my,^elf  ^or 
^our 

—2  Cor.  XII,  15 


These  words  of  St.  Paul  may  readily  be  applied  to  one  who  has 
just  recently  completed  twenty-five  years  in  the  Sisterhood.  Born  in 
Sault  Ste.  Marie,  Ontario,  Sister  Mary  Catherine  (nee  Catherine  Doyle) 
attended  primary  school  there  and  completed  her  high  school  at  Loretto 
Catholic  High  School,  Sault  Ste.  Marie,  Mich.  Later  she  trained  for  her 
R.N.  in  the  Sisters  of  Charity  Hospital,  Buffalo,  N.Y.  Shortly  after  her 
graduation  she  entered  the  newly  formed  novitiate  of  the  Grey  Nuns  of 
the  Immaculate  Conception,  Pembroke,  Ont.,  making  her  first  vows  on 
July  26,  1929.  She,  Sister  Oswald  and  Sister  St.  Anthony  formed  the 
first  group  of  Grey  Sisters  to  go  to  China,  arriving  in  Lishui,  December  8, 
1930.  She  took  her  final  vows -(Profession)  in  Lishui. 

To  Sister  Catherine,  her  missionary  work  in  China  was  a career — a 
career  to  which  she  gave  her  whole  being.  To  this  career  she  devoted 
untold  hours  in  the  dispensary  and  native  homes,  giving  to  all  the  poor 
sick  the  benefit  of  her  training.  Her  career  found  its  stimulus  in  a deep 
personal  love  for  God  and  the  certain  knowledge  that  the  poor,  and  oft 
repulsive  bodies  that  sought  her  care,  were  in  fact  the  temples  of  her 
Divine  Lover.  Through  war,  famine,  floods,  bandit  scares,  personal 
illnesses  and,  finally.  Communist  persecution  Sister  Mary  Catherine, 
now  attached  to  the  Chinese  Mission  in  Vancouver,  survived  with,  as 
one  who  knows  her  well  has  so  beautifully  expressed,  "the  Mission  flame 
still  burning  in  (her)  heart,  showing  how  God  watches  over  His  own." 

May  God  preserve  her  and  grant  her  many  more  years  of  fruitful 
service  in  His  vineyard. 
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THE  SUPEHIDH  GEIVEML’S 
CHRISTMAS  GHEETmG 


TO  ALL  OUR  CONSTANT 
FRIENDS  WHO  BY  THEIR 
PRAYERS,  ALMS,  LABOUR 
AND  ENCOURAGEMENT 
PARTAKE  IN  OUR 
MISSIONARY  WORK. 


Superior  General 


Dear  Associates, 

Marvellous  was  the  faith  of  the  shepherds  on  that  first  Christmas 
night  when  they  knelt  before  the  Infant  and  adored  Him  as  their  God. 
Even  more  marvellous  is  the  faith  of  Catholic  people  as  they  kneel 
before  the  tabernacle  and  adore  Him  really  present  in  the  Blessed 
Sacrament,  true  God  and  true  Man.  The  shepherds  heard  the  angels 
sing,  ''Glory  to  God  in  the  Highest  and  on  earth  peace  to  men  of  good 
will”,  and  at  the  same  time  gave  thanks  to  God.  At  each  Mass, 
Catholics  join  the  priest  in  saying,  "It  is  truly  meet  and  just,  right  and 
available  to  salvation  that  we  should  always,  and  in  all  places  give 
thanks  to  Thee,  O Holy  Lord”. 

As  we  commemorate  the  coming  of  Christ  on  that  first  Christmas 
night,  we  thank  God  who  in  His  goodness  and  kindness  sent  His  only 
begotten  Son  into  the  world  that  He  might  save  mankind.  And  as 
we  do  so,  we  cannot  but  thank  all  you  friends  — hierarchy,  clergy, 
religious  and  laity  — who  assist  us  so  generously  by  your  prayers  and 
alms  in  the  work  it  is  so  necessary  that  we  do,  the  work  of  having  others 
learn  of  that  first  Christmas  and  of  Christ’s  continual  coming  to  man- 
kind in  the  Mass  and  of  His  yielding  to  His  desire  to  remain  with  us 
in  the  Blessed  Sacrament. 
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To  give  gifts  is  a common  practice  at  Christmas.  What  greater 
gift  can  be  given  to  anyone  than  the  gift  of  Faith?  We  have  been  the 
instruments  of  you  good  people  in  bringing  faith  to  some  and  of 
aiding  others  to  strengthen  that  faith  in  which  they  had  become 
careless.  For  all  your  gifts  to  us  in  the  form  of  prayers  and  financial 
help,  the  fruit  of  your  sacrifices,  for  your  prayers  for  Bishop  Turner 
who  continues  to  eke  out  an  existence  as  best  he  can  in  his  close 
quarters  surrounded  by  avowed  disbelievers  in  what  Christmas  means 
because  they  deny  the  very  existence  of  God,  for  your  remembering 
Father  Venadam  and  Father  Kam  who  may  have  lost  count  of  the 
days  in  their  Communist  jail  and  thus  be  unaware  that  another 
Christmas  Day  has  dawned,  and  Father  McKernan  who  is  constantly 
in  danger  of  joining  other  priests  in  Shanghai  Communist  jails,  for  all 
your  kindnesses  we  ask  the  Infant  Jesus  at  Christmas,  His  great  Feast- 
day,  as  we  do  at  Mass  each  day,  to  bless  you  all,  while  we  join  in  spirit 
with  you  and  with  any  whom  we  may  have  been  instrumental  in  drawing 
closer  to  that  Infant,  in  the  hymn  of  the  angels  on  that  first  Christmas 
night,  ^^Glory  to  God  in  the  Highest  and  on  earth  peace  to  men  of 
good  will.’’ 

Thomas  McQuaid,  S.F.M., 

Superior  General. 
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BEHIND  THE  BAMBOO  CURTAIN 

Dear  Fathers, 

It  is  ages  since  I have  dropped  a line  to  you,  and  longer  since  I received 
any  mail  from  anybody.  Don’t  answer  this,  I won’t  receive  anything  you 
write  anyway. 

Feeling  is  quite  high  in  the  city  again.  It  is  really  getting  it  for  the  first 
time,  and  the  action  of  the  lay  Catholics  is  nothing  short  of  heroic.  I could 
fill  a book  with  stories  of  what  they  have  done  for  the  Faith,  but  will  only 
relate  one,  which  is  a fair  sample.  One  Christian  got  up  at  a meeting  and 
was  asked  to  accuse  the  Sisters.  He  started  off  by  saying  he  was  not  a very 
good  Christian,  and  so  did  not  know  too  much  about  the  Sisters.  However 
as  the  government  had  given  him  money  so  that  he  would  get  up  and  say  some- 
thing bad  about  them,  he  felt  that  in  conscience  he  must  give  the  government 
back  its  money.  He  dropped  the  bribe  on  the  stage  and  walked  back  to  his 
seat.  Such  an  action  makes  him  a marked  man.  All  the  Catholics  are  marked 
anyway,  and  they  are  determined  to  show  up  the  attack  on  the  Church  at 
every  opportunity. 

Since  the  arrests  at  Christ  the  King  Parish,  the  crowds  are  tremendous. 
The  soldiers  tried  to  frighten  the  Catholics  by  opening  the  windows  of  the 
church  and  pushing  machine  guns  through  the  windows.  They  then  put  guards 
at  the  big  street  gate,  to  keep  the  people  in.  The  people  derided  the  soldiers, 
and  went  inside  and  yelled  the  Stations  of  the  Cross.  After  that  they  came 
out  and  knelt  on  the  stones  and  sang  the  Rosary  at  the  top  of  their  voices. 
By  this  time  thousands  had  gathered  to  see  what  would  happen,  busses  couldn’t 
pass,  traffic  all  snarled  up.  The  guards  left  the  gate  so  the  people  could  leave, 
however  they  refused  and  continued  to  say  the  Rosary.  Finally  one  hour  later, 
when  the  soldiers  had  shame-facedly  pulled  in  their  guns,  and  closed  the 
windows,  the  people  stood  up  and  sang  Christus  Vincit,  and  marched  orderly, 
singing  Christ  Will  Conquer,  out  into  the  street.  The  pagans  came  out  of  the 
lanes  and  houses  and  offered  the  Catholics  tea  and  biscuits.  The  act  was 
spontaneous.  There  are  even  greater  displays  of  strong  faith  at  Zikawei  and 
other  places  throughout  the  city.  God’s  grace  is  flowing  like  a river,  the  faith 
is  assured  in  China,  these  Chinese  Christians  have  the  stuff  that  made  the 
Martyrs  of  Rome  die  for  the  Faith,  they  can  do  it  too,  and  many  of  them 
already  have,  and  many  more  will.  Churches  are  packed,  and  many  spies 
are  also  in  the  crowd.  Sermons  are  taken  down  word  for  word,  mine  too. 
The  people  want  to  hear  the  doctrine,  and  the  clergy  must  tag  along. 

Sounds  strange  to  hear  that  the  clergy  tag  along.  But  it’s  true.  The 
Bishop  rates  his  young  people  first,  the  women  second,  the  men  third,  then 
the  priests,  and  lastly  himself.  There  have  been  only  a few  defections  among 
the  people  in  spite  of  terrific  pressure,  you  really  have  no  idea.  Some  day 
perhaps  I can  tell  you.  To  tell  you  what  is  going  on  here  is  not  easy,  it  is 
like  telling  a boy  a ghost  story  in  broad  daylight.  If  you  tell  the  same  boy 
that  story  at  night,  then  it  has  a different  effect.  The  Communists  create  that 
ghostly  atmosphere.  Wagon  loads,  trucks  running  day  and  night  to  the 
shooting  ground  with  poor  souls.  These  people  here  are  just  wading  through 
human  blood.  It  is  estimated  at  more  than  fourteen  million  souls,  and  it  is 
still  continuing.  Everyone  is  astonished  at  the  showing,  the  courage,  the  zeal 


of  the  Catholics.  They  are  the  only  group  to  openly  defy  the  tyranny  so  far. 
The  Protestants  just  disappeared,  they  were  de-Christianized  in  a matter  of 
a few  weeks.  Protestants  here  now,  among  the  business  men,  still  wonder, 
what  have  those  Catholics  got.  It  is  the  best  proof  possible  of  the  true  Church, 
the  people  have  sanctity,  and  you  have  only  to  see  their  determined  faces  as 
they  sin^  in  a body:  “Faith  of  our  Fathers  living  still,  in  spite  of  dungeon, 
fire  and  sword”.  They  mean  every  word,  and  are  ready  to  prove  it.  Many 
of  them  have  proved  it  already,  and  many  others,  dozens  of  them,  are 
proving  it  today.  They  are  in  God’s  hands  now,  and  we  will  likely  never 
know  what  happened  to  them. 

Two  days  ago,  five  local  clergy  were  rounded  up.  They  were  the  top 
men.  Others  have  been  warned  to  shut  up,  but  are  getting  up  and  con- 
tinuing to  talk  straight  to  the  people.  It  has  become  customary  now,  for 
the  clergy  to  talk  straight  to  the  people  what  they  can  do  and  what  they  cannot 
do,  and  then  tell  them  that  if  ever  they  hear  that  he  (the  priest  giving  the 
talk)  says  anything  different,  then  to  be  sure  he  is  not  talking  of  his  own 
free  will,  and  will  be  wrong.  This  has  prevented  the  government  from  mak- 
ing use  of  some  of  them.  So  it  goes  on,  each  day  brings  something  new, 
everybody  is  getting  into  the  spirit  of  the  thing  now,  and  I think  we  will 
win.  I feel  sure  that  the  Church  will  not  be  stamped  out  here,  it  has  a deep 
root.  Most  of  the  foreigners  will  likely  be  taken  in  for  a while,  but  if  you 
hear  I am,  don’t  worry,  eventually  they  will  kick  us  out.  Pray  for  the  local 
Christians,  and  the  local  clergy,  there  will  be  no  kick-out  for  them.  It  is 
their  show,  so  let  us  all  pray  that  they  will  come  through  for  the  glory  of  the 
Church,  and  lay  a good  foundation  for  the  day  when  God  calls  this  people 
to  Himself. 

Our  Lady  of  Fatima  has  come  into  her  own  during  the  trouble.  The 
Statue  is  doing  the  rounds  of  all  the  parishes,  at  this  place  you  couldn’t  get 
near  the  door,  unless  you  were  an  hour  early.  Christ  the  King  same,  Zikawei 
all  night  vigils,  eight  thousand  people  were  on  hand  to  welcome  her.  Every 
place  has  Rosary  and  Benediction  every  night,  and  all  packed.  As  for  Holy 
Communion,  every  day  is  like  Easter  Sunday. 

Well,  Fathers,  all  for  now.  Don’t  forget  to  say  one  for  me  once  in  a 
while.  God  bless  you. 


GRAND  DRAW  WINNERS 

The  following  are  the  prize  winners  in  the  Annual  Draw  held  in  connection 
with  the  Giant  Bridge  & Euchre  Party,  Columbus  Hall,  Toronto,  October  8, 
1953. 

1st  prize — ^Cedar  Chest;  Mrs.  M.  Cunningham,  583  Church  St.,  Toronto. 
2nd  prize — Pop-up  Toaster;  Mrs.  Peggy  Thaw,  Rm.  440,  Lambert  Lodge, 
Toronto. 

3rd  prize — ^Occasional  Chair;  David  Benoit,  371  Friel  St.,  Ottawa. 

4th  prize — ^Bridge  Set;  Alice  C.  Daniel,  7 Hocken  Ave.,  Toronto. 

5th  prize — Silverware;  C.  Hudson,  220  Lisgar  St.,  Toronto. 

6th  prize — Electric  Kettle;  Mary  Dever,  27  Highland  Ave.,  Toronto. 
Seller  s Prizes:  Radio — Miss  E.  Bevington,  235  Glebeholm  Ave.,  Toronto; 
Candlesticks — Mrs.  Anne  O’Leary,  178  Lauder  Ave.,  Toronto. 
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The  Approach  To  The  Missienary  Apostolate 

by 

Francis  Diemert,  S.F.M.,  Rector, 

St.  Francis  Xavier  Seminary 

Part  1 

The  Spiritual  Year 


ONE  of  the  most  difficult  things 
for  us  to  do  is  to  keep  good 
news  to  ourselves  because 
good  news,  like  goodness  itself,  natur- 
ally tends  to  be  shared  with  others. 
Experience  tells  us  that  even  in  little 
and  unimportant  things  it  is  next  to 
impossible  to  keep  good  news  to  one- 
self, in  fact,  we  are  anxious,  even 
bursting  to  tell  someone  else,  to  let 
someone  else  in  on  the  news.  It  is 
natural  for  us  to  want  to  share  our 
good  fortune  with  others.  This 
natural  trait  is  seen  most  clearly  in 
young  boys  who  have  not  yet  been 
affected  by  the  selfishness  and  greed 
of  the  modern  world,  who,  to  be 
happy,  must  share  what  they  have, 
even  if  that  sharing  means  only  a 
bite  of  an  apple. 

The  best  news  which  ever  thrilled 
the  heart  of  man,  and  the  best  fortune 
which  ever  fell  to  the  human  race 
was  heard  and  given  on  the  first 
Christmas  night.  That  news  was  so 
good  that  it  came  straight  from 
heaven  and  heralded  the  Gift  of  the 
Son  of  God  as  the  long-awaited 
Saviour  of  the  world.  The  tre- 
mendous boon  to  mankind,  the  un- 
speakable blessing  which  the  birth 
of  the  Saviour  meant  to  the  human 
race  made  that  event  the  greatest 
news  ever  permitted  to  mortal  ear 
to  hear. 

That  news  which  the  angels  called 
the  “good  news  of  great  joy  which 
shall  be  to  all  the  people”  was  the 


best  news  ever  heard  because  it  told 
of  God’s  infinite  love  for  us.  It  spoke 
of  a greater  manifestation  of  Divine 
Love  than  was  ever  shown  before.  It 
was  a greater  proof  of  the  Heavenly 
Father’s  mercy  than  that  shown  to 
the  Hebrews  of  old  when  they  were 
led  out  of  Egypt  after  years  of  cruel 
slavery,  by  a pillar  of  cloud  in  the 
daytime  and  a pillar  of  fire  at  night. 
It  was  a greater  token  of  Divine 
Providence  than  the  Manna  sent  down 
from  Heaven  to  feed  those  same 
people  during  their  long  stay  in  the 
desert. 

The  proof  of  God’s  love  in  the 
Birth  of  Christ  was  greater  even  than 
that  of  creation,  when  He  fashioned 
man  out  of  the  slime  of  the  earth 
and  made  of  him  a living  soul  capable 
of  sharing  in  God’s  own  infinite 
happiness.  Because  in  the  Birth  of 
Christ  God  showed  His  love  in  a 
still  more  marvellous  manner  by 
coming  down  from  Heaven  and  be- 
coming one  of  us  in  order  to  live 
amongst  us  and  show  us  by  word  and 
deed  how  to  be  really  happy,  not 
only  in  the  life  hereafter  but  even 
on  this  earth. 

Christmas,  since  it  is  such  a con- 
vincing proof  of  God’s  love  for  us, 
should  inspire  us  with  the  spirit  in 
which  it  was  given  to  us.  The  spirit 
of  Christmas  is  the  spirit  of  Christ, 
the  spirit  of  God,  the  efficacious  will 
and  the  insatiable  desire  to  share 
goodness  and  happiness  with  others. 
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Every  young  man  must  ask  himself  this  question:  "What 
am  I going  to  do  in  life?"  To  some  this  and  the  three 
articles  to  follow  may  be  the  answer  to  that  all  important 
question. 


For  Christmas  then  to  mean  for  us 
what  it  should,  we  must  want  to  share 
its  spirit  with  others,  we  must  want 
to  tell  the  whole  world  of  God’s  in- 
finite love  for  all  men.  If  we  know 
what  the  Saviour  of  the  World  means 
to  us,  if  we  realize  what  tremendous 
benefits  our  faith  in  God’s  all  power- 
ful love  brings  to  us  we  must  logically 
want  to  share  those  benefits  and  joys 
with  others.  To  broadcast  through- 
out the  entire  world  the  good  news  of 
God’s  love,  was  Christ’s  last  command 
to  His  Church:  “Going  therefore 
preach  the  Gospel  (good  news)  to 
every  creature.”  That  command  ex- 
plains why  the  Church  of  Christ  must 
be  Catholic  and  why  many  men  and 
women  leave  their  homelands  to  work 
in  the  Foreign  Missions. 

Christ  came  on  earth  to  point  out 
the  way  to  happiness.  With  infinite 
benevolence.  He  wants  us  to  be  happy, 
not  for  ourselves  alone  but  He  wants 
others  also  to  be  happy  through  us. 
For  this  reason  He  gave  to  joy  the 
unique  quality  of  multiplying  itself, 
that  is,  the  more  we  share  it  with 
others  the  more  we  will  have  of  it  for 
ourselves.  If  we  have  the  true  spirit 
and  joy  of  this  holy  season  it  will  be 
impossible  for  us  to  harbour  in  our 
hearts  any  ill-will  against  anyone,  or 
hold  a grudge  against  anyone.  More 
than  that,  it  will  inspire  us  to  do  all 
in  our  power  to  help  spread  the  Gos- 
pel of  joy  throughout  the' world. 

God  no  longer  sends  His  Angel  to 
tell  men  of  His  love  for  them  and  of 
the  consequent  joy  which  flows  from 
that  love.  He  wants  the  Church  to 
be  His  messenger.  But  the  Church  is 
His  Mystical  Body  and  each  member 


of  the  Church  is  a cell  in  that  Mystical 
Body  which  means  that  He  wants  you 
to  do  your  share  in  making  His  love 
known  to  the  world  at  large.  This 
thought  was  very  beautifully  put  by 
Bishop  Sheen  when  he  said:  “The 
responsibility  to,  extend  the  Mystical 
Body  of  Christ  falls  upon  each  of  its 
members.  Any  member  who  refuses 
it  is  guilty  of  a breach  of  trust.  The 
privilege  of  being  a cell  in  the  Mysti- 
cal Body  is  the  privilege  of  steward- 
ship and  service  and  PROPAGA- 
TION. Through  loyalty  to  this 
missionary  imperative,  each  member 
may  pay  the  debt  of  thanks  for  the 
gift  o,f  Faith.” 

When  we  realize  the  joy  that  is 
ours  at  Christmas  and  know  that  by 
its  very  nature  it  craves  to  be  shared 
with  others,  each  one  asks  himself 
“What  can  I do  about  it?”  We  know 
that  not  everyone  is  able  to  go  off 
to  other  lands  and  spread  around  the 
good  news  of  Christianity,  but  at  least 
we  can  help  by  our  prayers  and  alms 
those  who  do  go  to  the  Foreign  Mis- 
sions and  thus  do  our  share.  If  among 
the  readers  of  this  article  there  should 
be  some  young  men  who  have  ordi- 
nary intelligence  and  enjo,y  ordinary 
good  health  who  wish  to  share  the 
joys  of  their  Faith  with  others  who 
as  yet  have  never  heard  the  “good 
news”,  I want  to  show  them  what  they 
can  do  about  it. 

First  of  all,  let  us  try  to  imagine, 
as  far  as  is  possible  for  human  minds 
to  imagine,  the  joy  that  must  have 
been  caused  among  the  angels  in 
Heaven  at  the  Birth  of  Christ  and 
what  a wonder  it  must  have  caused 
them  to  know  that  the  event  took 
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place  on  earth  with  nobody  but  the 
immediate  ones  concerned  knowing 
that  it  had  happened.  Then  too,  we 
can  imagine  what  an  honour  and  pri- 
vilege it  must  have  been  for  the  angel 
whom  God  chose  as  His  special  mes- 
senger to  make  known  the  fact  to  a 
group  of  shepherds  who  were  peace- 
fully tending  their  sheep  in  a pasture 
near  Bethlehem.  And  we  can  be  sure 
that  the  message  he  was  to  deliver 
was  well  understood  by  the  angel  and 
contained  a wealth  and  depth  of 
meaning  that  would  never  be  able  to 
exhaust  the  most  inquiring  human 
mind. 

That  message  we  are  told  by  the 
Gospel  was:  “A  Saviour  has  been 
born  to  you  who  is  Christ  the  Lord 

you  will  find  the  infant 

wrapped  in  swaddling  clothes  and 
laid  in  a manger”.  The  words  are 
simple  enough  but  they  contain  the 
whole  story  of  man’s  redemption  and 
salvation,  the  unfathomable  mystery 
of  Christ’s  goodness  and  humility, 
and  the  incomprehensible  fact  of 
God’s  wisdom  and  love.  We  can 
readily  understand  that  the  shepherds 
could  not  have  grasped  the  full  impact 
of  the  message,  but  at  least  we  know 
that  it  was  strong  enough  to  make 
them  hurry  to.  see  “the  word  which 
is  come  to  pass”. 

Another  detail  that  the  Evangelist 
relates  in  the  account  of  that  blessed 
night  is  that  the  shepherds  were 
very  startled  at  the  sight  of  the  angel 
resplendent  with  light  and  surrounded 
by  the  “glory  of  God”.  In  this  way 
they  were  stirred  out  of  their  worldly 
thoughts  and  ideas,  leaving  their 
minds  clear  to  receive  such  a heavenly 
and  surprising  message,  the  like  of 
which  has  never  been  repeated  in 
human  history. 

With  a similarity  that  is  astonish- 
ingly striking  to  the  events  we  have 
just  been  considering,  there  takes 
place  here  on  earth  something  which 
merits  our  deepest  consideration.  We 
know  that  up  to  now  Christianity  has 
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penetrated  in  a more  or  less  degree 
into  the  lives  of  one  third  of  the 
human  race.  The  other  two  thirds, 
still  steeped  in  ignorance  and  super- 
stition, know  nothing  of  the  fact  of 
Christianity.  These  souls  are  as  dear 
to  the  Heart  of  Christ  as  are  ours. 
And  from  among  all  the  favoured 
souls,  as  with  the  countless  angels  of 
Heaven,  God  chooses  out  certain  ones 
to  whom  He  wishes  to  entrust  His 
message  o.f  Divine  Love  and  to  have 
them  act  as  His  messengers  in  mak- 
ing known  that  message  to  those  who 
still  “sit  in  the  darkness  and  shadow 
of  death”.  And  thus  is  begotten  a 
vocation  to  the  Foreign  Missionary 
Priesthood. 

To  know  whether  one  has  such  a 
vocation  it  is  not  necessary  to  have 
a special  revelation  from  God.  It 
is  suflSicient  that  one  have  normally 
good  health,  average  mental  ability 
and  a sincere  desire  to  bring  hope 
and  comfort  and  happiness  to  those 
who  know  nothing  of  the  real  mean- 
ing of  those  things.  Because  it  is 
only  in  the  Church  of  Christ  that 
such  hope  and  comfort  and  happiness 
can  find  fulfillment. 

If  we  consider  it  to  have  been  a 
very  great  honour  and  privilege  for 
the  angel  who  was  chosen  by  God 
to  deliver  the  Christmas  message,  let 
us  not  forget  that  such  a singular 
honour  can  be  the  possession  of  any 
young  man  who  has  the  above  men- 
tioned qualities,  because  God  wants 
workmen  for  His  harvest  and  will 
graciously  accept  anyone  who  will- 
ingly and  cheerfully  accepts  His  in- 
vitation. Did  you  ever  think  that 
perhaps  you  are  one  of  those  to  be 
so  singularly  honoured?  If  you  have, 
then  you  will  want  to  know  just  what 
answering  that  invitation  will  mean. 

If,  as  we  said  before,  the  angel 
chosen  to  present  God’s  message  on 
that  first  Christmas  night,  was  well 
briefed  on  how  to  deliver  the  message 
and  if  he  understood  well  the  con- 
tents and  importance  of  the  message, 
then  we  can  easily  see  that  a human 
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Young  man,  if  you  are  interested  in  your  future,  read  this 
article  and  the  three  to  follow.  If  you  are  not  interested  in 
your  future,  pass  it  by  for  nothing  will  help  you. 


messenger  will  also  have  to  be  well 
briefed  on  how  to  act  and  will  have 
to  know  well  what  is  the  message  he 
is  to,  deliver.  And  all  that  is  com- 
prised in  the  words  Novitiate  and 
Seminary  Training. 

There  are  many  Orders,  Congrega- 
tions and  Societies  in  the  Church 
which  do  Foreign  Mission  work  and 
all  are  equally  pleasing  to  Almighty 
God,  yet  in  this  and  subsequent 
: articles  I will  deal  only  with  that 

Society  with  which  I am  fully 
' acquainted,  the  Scarboro  Foreign 

j Mission  Society.  So,  then,  let  us  con- 

! sider  what  training  is  required  by  one 

I who  wishes  to  devote  his  life  to  the 

j Foreign  Mission’s. 

A young  man  with  a High  School 
; education  whose  application  for  ad- 

I mittance  has  been  accepted  will  be 

I asked  to  spend  the  greater  part  of 

I one  year  at  our  house  of  preparation, 

I a spacious  and  beautiful  residence 

1 situated  in  the  town  of  St.  Mary’s, 

Ontario.  This  place  is  commonly 
called  a novitiate  because  of  its 
similarity  to  such  institutions  run  by 
Religious  Orders  and  Congregations, 
but  the  term  is  not  strictly  or  canon- 
ically correct  when  referred  to  our 
Society. 

The  year  spent  at  Nazareth  House, 
the  official  name  of  our  property  in 
St.  Mary’s,  is  more  correctly  known 
as  a “spiritual  year”,  because  it  is  a 
preparation,  an  initiation  into  the 
spirit  of  the  Society  and  because 
emphasis  is  put  more  on  the  spiritual 
training  than  on  the  academic  train- 
I ing  of  the  future  seminarian  and 

i priest.  The  name  Nazareth  House 

was  a happy  choice  and  explains 
perfectly  both  the  reason  and  the  kind 
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of  life  that  is  led  there.  It  reminds 
us  of  the  home  of  the  Holy  Family 
where  Jesus,  the  Son  of  God,  spent 
nearly  thirty  years  of  His  earthly  life 
in  obscure  and  humble  obedience  to 
Mary  and  Joseph  as  preparation  for 
His  three  years  of  active  ministry. 

The  virtues  which  Our  Saviour  so 
heroically  practised  at  Nazareth  are 
the  same  virtues  which  the  young 
men,  who  later  are  to  be  associated 
with  Him  in  the  active  work  “on  the 
missions”,  must  learn  and  practise. 
T o build  a character  modelled  on  that 
of  the  Eternal  High  Priest  is  essen- 
tially the  purpose  of  the  Spiritual 
Year  spent  at  Nazareth  House. 

The  daily  life  and  Rule  is  so 
arranged  and  planned  as  to  provide 
for  the  spiritual,  intellectual  and 
physical  development  of  the  prospec- 
tive missionary.  The  spiritual  side 
allows  for  daily  Mass,  the  heart  and 
core  of  the  priestly  life;  meditation, 
the  well-spring  or  source  from  which 
comes  the  powerful  motives  so  neces- 
sary for  the  continual  and  persevering 
practice  of  the  virtues,  and  the  means 
by  which  are  kept  constantly  before 
the  mind  the  true  value  and  final 
purpose  of  all  things;  spiritual  read- 
ing and  lectures,  the  fountains  from 
which  spring  the  material  for  medita- 
tion. And  ample  scope  is  left  for  the 
performance  of  private  devotions 
according  to  the  attractions  which 
these  have  for  the  individual. 

Although,  as  we  said,  there  is  not 
so  much  stress  laid  on  the  academic 
training,  studies  are  not  overlooked, 
and  a certain  amount  of  time  each 
day  is  assigned  to  classwork  and 
study.  Because  of  the  importance  of 
Latin  for  a priest,  this  is  the  pre- 
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It  also  forms  the  basis  or  foundation  | 
upon  which  the  seminary  training  • 
can  produce  more  solid  and  durable  ^ 
results.  V. 

We  said  at  the  beginning  of  this 
article  that  the  missionary  is  a 
“messenger  of  the  good  news  of 
Christianity”  and  if  he  is  to  do  that 
well  he  must  be  briefed  on  how  to 
act  and  how  to  present  the  message, 
and,  like  the  Christmas  angel,  he  must 
be  surrounded  by  the  “glory  of  God” 
which  means  nothing  more  than  that  , 
his  life  radiate  the  brilliance  of  the  t 
Christian  virtues  for  which  life  at  ^ 
Nazareth  House  is  the  preparation 
and  the  beginning.  { 

In  your  prayers  to  the  Infant  Jesus  V 
this  Christmas,  add  an  extra  one  for  ^ 
our  young  men  at  Nazareth  House. 
Pray,  that  with  the  Grace  of  God  they 
may  profit  much  from  their  year  | 
there,  and  persevere  in  their  voca-  | 
tion  until  that  happy  day,  when  in  i 
some  foreign  country,  they  will  ac-  ; 
tually  make  known  the  joyful  news 
of  the  Gospel  and  bring  into  the  lives 
of  many  people  the  true  joy  and 
spirit  of  Christmas,  that  it  may  no  ' 
longer  be  just  another  day  of  the 
year  as  it  is  now. 


MAYBE  YOU  ARE  ALREADY  INTERESTED  IN  BEING 
A MISSIONARY  PRIEST.  IF  SO,  STUDY  THE 
APPLICATION  FORM  ON  THE  OPPOSITE  PAGE. 


iHemonam 

MAY  YOUR  CHARITY  MOVE  YOU  TO  REMEMRER  lh|  YOUR  PRAYERS 
THE  SOULS  OF  OUR  DEPARTED  BENEFACTORS,  ESPECIALLY  FOR: 

Rt.  Rev.  Monsignor  McGrand,  Toronto. 

Sister  Mary  Frances,  School  Sisters  of  Notre  Dame,  Waterdown,  Ont.,  sister  of 
Rev.  Joseph  Emewein,  S.F.M. 

Mrs.  F.  Sweeney,  Hamilton  Beach,  Ont  Mr.  Wilbert  Clark,  Swansea,  Ont. 
Miss  Mary  Regan,  Toronto.  Mrs.  Nora  Dear,  Mimico,  Ont. 

Mrs.  Mary  Hannon,  Hamilton,  Ont 


dominant  subject  taught  during  the 
Spiritual  Year.  Other  subjects  include 
Ascetical  Theology,  which  gives  the 
principles  upon  which  the  spiritual 
life  is  built  and  also  explains  the 
nature  and  various  aspects  of  solid 
spirituality.  Ecclesiastical  Music, 
some  aspects  of  the  Church’s  Liturgy, 
and  Public  Speaking  make  up  the  rest 
of  the  Curriculum  of  studies.  Allied 
to  studies  is  a period  each  week  de- 
voted to  the  history,  nature  and  con- 
stitutions of  our  Society. 

Experience  has  taught  us  that  good 
health  is  an  important  factor  and  a 
tremendous  asset  in  the  life  of  a 
missionary  and  that  on  the  missions 
the  priest  must  be  a “Jack  of  all 
trades”,  and  therefore  a great  part  of 
the  day  at  the  novitiate  is  divided 
between  recreation  and  sports  and 
manual  labour  which  might  include 
carpentry  work,  laying  cement,  paint- 
ing, plumbing  and  whatever  is  neces- 
sary to  keep  the  buildings  in  good 
shape. 

The  over-all  picture  of  the  life 
spent  at  Nazareth  House  shows  that 
everything  is  conducive  to  the  proper 
training  of  those  who  will  later  devote 
their  lives  to  the  Foreign  Missions. 
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APPLICATION  FOR  ENTRANCE 

into 

ST.  FRANCIS  XAVIER  SEMINARY, 
SCARBORO  FOREIGN  MISSION  SOCIETY 

1.  Name  in  full  

2.  Address  


3.  Date  of  birth  

4.  Place  of  birth  


5.  Are  your  family’s  circumstances  such  as  to  require  your  assistance? 

6.  Names  of  schools  attended  before  high  school  


7.  Name  schools  attended  since  high  school  entrance,  time  spent  in  each 


I 8.  Has  matriculation  been  obtained,  what  high  school? 

I 

i 9.  Did  you  attend  any  university?  Name  .. 

I 10.  Have  you  secured  any  academic  degree?  

11.  Have  you  been  out  of  school  and  how  long?  

12.  Occupation  while  out  of  school  

13.  Have  you  ever  had  any  serious  illness?  

State  its  nature,  when,  how  long,  etc 


14.  Have  you  any  physical  defect,  such  as  poor  eyesight,  deafness,  lameness, 

heart  ailment,  etc?  

15.  Applicant’s  parish  

16.  Applicant’s  parish  priest  

Address  

17.  Date  of  application  

18.  Applicant’s  signature  

Now  mail  to: 

Very  Rev.  F.  Diemert,  S.F.M.,  Rector, 

St.  Francis  Xavier  Seminary,  ; 

Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society, 

Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ont. 
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Four  ]Vew  Priests  For  Scarburo 


Top  left:  Rev.  Michael  O'Kane,  S.F.M.,  (Assumption  Parish,  North  Bay,  Ont.),  the  son  of  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Leslie  O'Kane,  was  born  in  North  Bay,  Ont.  He  attended  St.  Joseph's  and  St.  Rita's 
Separate  Schools  in  North  Bay  and  received  his  high-school  education  at  Scollard  Hall,  North 
Bay  College.  Fr.  O'Kane  will  be  ordained  December  19th  in  the  Pro-Cathedral  of  the 

Assumption,  North  Bay,  Ont. 

Top  right:  Rev.  Gerald  Donovan,  S.F.M.,  (St.  Philip  Neri  Parish,  Toledo,  Ont.),  the  son  of  Mr. 
Neil  Donovan  and  the  late  Mrs.  Donovan,  is  a native  of  Toledo,  Ont.  He  attended  Judgeville 
Public  School  and  St.  Patrick's  College,  Ottawa,  where  he  completed  his  high-school  course 
and  received  his  Bachelor  of  Arts  degree  from  that  institution.  Fr.  Donovan  will  be  ordained 
December  20th  in  the  Cathedral  of  the  Immaculate  Conception,  Kingston,  Ont. 

Bottom  left:  Rev.  Kenneth  MacAulay,  S.F.M.,  (St.  Mary's  Parish,  Souris,  P.E.I.),  the  son  of  the 
late  Frank  MacAulay  and  Mrs.  MacAulay,  was  born  in  Souris  Line  Road,  P.E.I.  He  attended 
Souris  Line  Road  South  School  and  St.  Dunstan's  College,  Charlottetown,  P.E.I.  Fr.  MacAulay 
will  be  ordained  December  19th  in  St.  Dunstan's  Basilica,  Charlottetown,  P.E.I. 

Bottom  right:  Rev.  Joseph  MacNeil,  S.F.M.,  (St.  Ann's  Parish,  Glace  Bay,  N.S.),  the  son  of  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Thomas  P.  MacNeil,  was  born  in  Glace  Bay,  N.S.  He  attended  St.  Ann's  School, 
Glace  Bay,  and  holds  a Bachelor  of  Arts  degree  from  St.  Francis  Xavier  University,  Antigonish, 
N.S.  Fr.  MacNeil  will  be  ordained  December  19th  in  St.  Ninian's  Cathedral,  Antigonish,  N.S. 


Pag«  Sixtaan 


SCARBORO 


rUBTHEB  APPOINTMENTS  MADE  IN  1953 


Top  left:  Rev.  Armand  Clement,  S.F.M.  (Montreal),  Pastor, 
Blessed  Sacrament  Parish,  Wainwright,  Alta. 

Top  right:  Rev.  Ronald  Reeves,  S.F.M.  (London,  Ont.),  Pastor 
Chinese  Mission,  Victoria,  B.C. 

Centre:  Rev.  Joseph  Moriarty,  S.F.M.  (Harbour  Grace,  Nfid.), 
assistant,  Wainwright,  Alta. 

Bottom  left:  Rev.  Allan  McRae,  S.F.M.  (St.  Raphael's,  Ont.), 
Royal  Canadian  Army  Chaplain. 

Bottom  right:  Rev.  Howard  Shea,  S.F.M.  (Tignish,  P.E.I.), 
post-graduate  course,  Laval  University,  Quebec,  P.Q. 
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DGidnm  in  ihs  jAopicA 

by 

William  H.  McNabb.  S.F.M. 


Boy  scouts  would  be  right  at 
home  in  many  a kitchen  in 
this  tropical  land.  Cooking 
out  of  doors  is  very  common  here — 
all  the  good  housewife  needs  is  three 
or  four  good-sized  stones  and  some 
dry  branches  and  her  stove  is  ready 
to  operate.  The  stones  support  the 
pot  and  between  the  stones  are  the 
burning  branches. 

For  cooking  utensils  there  are 
various  homemade  articles — an  empty 
quart  tin  (that  once  contained  oil  for 
cars)  is  cut  open  at  one  end  and 
serves  admirably  as  a coffee  pot  or 
is  used  for  cooking  beans,  etc. 

Rice,  the  main  food  item  here  as 
in  China,  Japan  and  other  lands  in 
the  Far  East,  is  usually  cooked  in  an 
iron  pot  shaped  like  the  end  of  an  egg. 

For  a cheese  grater — an  empty 
sardine  can  is  perforated  with  nails 
so  that  the  bottom  of  the  can  will 
mince  cheese,  cocoanut,  etc. 

For  a wash  basin — to  clean  dishes, 
your  hands,  etc.,  there  is  a kind  of 
gourd  that  grows  on  trees — and 
when  cut  in  half  makes  a dandy  dish 
or  wash  basin.  Some  houses  have 
a dozen  or  more  hanging  up.  I pre- 
sume these  serve  as  plates  for  children 
also.  They  are  used  to  scoop  water 
from  the  ever  present  “tinaja”  (a 


large  earthen  jar)  which  contains  the 
family  water  supply. 

" Once  I gave  some  empt}'  milk  tins 
to  a country  grandmother  and  later 
she  came  back  scolding  me  roundly 
for  not  knowing  how  to  open  milk 
tins.  She  said  I open  them  upside  i 
down.  I now  know  that  milk  tins  i 

have  a tiny  piece  of  soft  metal  seal-  | 

ing  the  opening  where  the  milk  was 
poured  in — and  this  hole  is  on  the 
bottom  of  the  can.  Since  I was  open- 
ing them  right  side  up,  as  one  reads 
the  label,  when  they  were  put  on 
the  fire  the  soft  metal  melted  allow- 
ing the  contents  to  spill  out  into  the 
fire.  In  obedience  to  granny’s  in- 
structions, I now  turn  the  milk  tins 
bottom  up  before  opening  them.  = 

Five  gallon  oil  tins  are  seen  every-  y 
where — especially  on  women’s  heads  | 
because  these  tins  are  cut  open  at  | 
one  end  and  are  used  to  carry  water  J 

from  rivers,  ponds  or  wherever  else  |[ 

water  can  be  had  for  home  use.  | 

Now,  good  reader,  look  at  your  | 
kitchen  with  all  its  equipment,  run-  £ 
ning  water,  good  convenient  stoves,  r 
etc.,  and  see  if  you  haven’t  cause  to  ' 
thank  God  that  you  were  not  born  to  It 
labour  under  such  hardships  as  do  h 
these  poor  people.  And  don’t  forget 
to  say  that  “Thank  you,  dear  good  | 
God!”  right  now. 


The  Incarnation  withdraws  man  from  evil.  First  of  all,  it  shows  him 
that  he  must  prefer  God  and  himself  to  the  devil,  who  brought  about  the 
ruin  of  human  nature.  Secondly,  it  shows  man  his  own  great  dignity. 
God  has  united  to  Himself  no  other  nature  but  the  nature  of  man.  Surely, 
then,  man  is  something  wonderful  in  God’s  eyes  and  in  the  universe. 
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and  the 

WORLD  LAUGHS 
WITH  YOU 


The  eldest  son  went  into  his  father’s 
bedroom  during  the  night. 

“Father,  I think  there’s  a burglar 
downstairs,”  he  said. 

“That’s  all  right,  my  boy,”  sleepily 
replied  Father.  “He’ll  get  nothing  here 
but  practice.” 

it 

“Johnny,”  said  his  mother  severely, 
“some  one  has  taken  a piece  of  ginger 
cake  out  of  the  pantry.” 

Johnny  blushed  guiltily. 

“Oh,  Johnny,  I didn’t  think  it  was  in 
you!” 

“It  ain’t  all,”  replied  Johnny.  “Part 
of  it’s  in  Elsie.” 

★ 

The  guest  at  the  small  coimtry  hotel 
was  indignant. 

“Didn’t  I ask  you  to  be  sure  to  leave 
me  some  hot  water?”  he  demanded  of 
the  maid  in  the  morning. 

“Yes,  sir,  you  did,”  replied  the  girl, 
“and  to  make  sure  of  it,  I left  it  for 
you  overnight.” 

★ 

Walter  was  going  to  have  a birthday 
party,  and  his  mother  insisted  on  his 
inviting,  among  others,  a neighbor’s 
boy  with  whom  he  had  quarrelled.  He 
finally  promised  that  he  would  do  so, 
but  on  the  day  of  the  party  the  neigh- 
bor’s boy  failed  to  turn  up.  Walter’s 
mother  became  suspicious.  “Did  you 
invite  Charlie?”  she  asked. 

“Of  course,  I did,  mother.  I not  only 
invited  him  to  come  — I dared  him  to.” 

★ 

Mrs  Bindler — ^Is  there  any  difference, 
Thomas,  between  a fort  and  a fortress? 

Mr.  Bindler — I should  imagine,  my 
dear,  that  a fortress  would  be  more 
difficult  to  silence. 

★ 

“I  took  up  this  game,”  the  hopeless 
aovice  said  apologetically  to  his  caddy, 
“merely  to  practice  self-control.” 

“You  ought  to  have  gone  in  for 
caddying,  sir.” 


A little  girl  went  to  a party  and  ate 
herself  to  a standstill.  She  realized 
this,  but  an  elderly,  benevolent  gentle- 
man did  not,  and  tried  to  tempt  her  to 
further  gastronomic  feats.  Tempting 
her  with  a dish  of  pastries,  he  asked: 
“Won’t  you  have  another  cake?” 

She  eyed  the  dish  sadly  as  she 
replied: 

“I  could  chew  it,  but  I couldn’t  swal- 
low it!” 

★ 

It  was  the  night  before  Sandy  Mc- 
Tosh’s  wedding.  He  was  talking  over 
arrangements  with  his  best  man. 

“I  suppose  ye’ll  be  givin’  us  a send- 
off?”  he  inquired. 

“That’s  usually  the  thing  to  do,” 
replied  the  best  man. 

“Wi’  rice  and  confetti  and  white 
ribbons?”  inquired  the  husband-to-be. 
“Ay!”  said  the  other. 

Sandy  looked  pensive.  Presently  he 
said: 

“And  old  shoes  thrown  after  us?” 
“Oh,  ay,  of  course!”  replied  the  best 
man  wonderingly. 

“Weel,”  said  Sandy,  “I  wear  tens  an’ 
Jessie  tak’s  saxes.” 

★ 

There  was  a thin  maiden  called  Lena, 
Who  bought  a new  vacuum  cleana, 
But  she  got  in  the  way. 

Of  its  suction  one  day. 

And  since  then  nobody  has  seena. 

★ 

A negro  entered  the  general  store  of 
a small  town  and  complained  to  the 
storekeeper  that  a ham  that  he  had 
purchased  a few  days  before  had 
proved  not  to  be  good. 

“The  ham  is  all  right,  Sam,”  insisted 
the  storekeeper. 

“No,  it  ain’t,  boss,”  insisted  the  other. 
“Dat  ham’s  sure  bad.” 

“How  can  that  be,”  continued  the 
storekeeper,  when  it  was  cured  only 
last  week?” 

Sam  reflected  solemnly  a moment 
and  then  suggested: 

“Maybe  it’s  done  had  a relapse.” 
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Scarboro  Foreign  Missions 


Two  views  of  the  Novices'  Residence,  Nazareth  House,  St.  Mary's,  Ontario.  For  information  on 
Nazareth  House,  read  Father  Diemert's  article  beginning  on  page  10. 


j 


The  Novices  who  entered  Nazareth  House  in 
September:  standing  (left  to  right):  Brian 

Sweeney,  Fredericton,  N.B.;  Alex.  McIntosh, 
Glace  Bay,  N.S.;  Rene  St.  Germain,  Montreal; 
Rev.  Cameron  MacDonald,  S.F.M.,  Bursar, 
Montreal;  Anthony  Marsh,  Reserve  Mines, 
N.S.;  Reginald  Potter,  Hamilton,  Ont.; 
sitting  (left  to  right):  Robert  Williams,  Scar- 
boro Bluffs,  Ont.;  Frederick  Walseham,  St. 


A manual  labour  detail  at  Nazareth  House, 
clears  ground  for  a tennis  court  and  hand-  ;| 
ball  alley.  In  the  background  is  a stable  I 

which  is  to  be  converted  into  a club  house.  J 

John's,  Nfld.;  Lewis  Dalton,  Ottawa;  John  I 
Morgan,  Hamilton,  Ont.  Arriving  after  pic-  I 
ture  was  taken,  is  Patrick  Lawn,  Campbells  J 

Bay,  P.Q.  M 
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At  Home  And  In  Fields  Afar 


I 

i 

j 


The  Mass  for  the  blessing  of  Hato  Mayor's 
(Santo  Domingo)  new  church  was  celebrated 
by  the  pastor.  Rev.  John  Fullerton,  S.F.M. 
The  deacon  (incensing  the  celebrant)  was 
Rev.  Francis  O'Grady,  S.F.M.,  and  the  Sub- 
deacon was  Rev.  Lawrence  Hart,  S.F.M. 


Among  the  crowd  of  out-of-town  visitors 
who  came  to  Hato  Mayor  for  the  blessing  of 
the  new  church,  were  the  Sisters  and  school 
girls  from  the  neighbouring  town  of  San 
Pedro  de  Macris. 


%,TH 


'CKCm  NBT 

/?r^£V.  W.C.M^QRATH, 


"s.  ; i J • * ' 


I HAVE  just  finished  reading  two  booklets  that  would  literally  “give  you 
the  creeps”.  Not  fiction.  Not  detective  story  thrillers  in  International 
intrigue  but  the  frightening  revelation  of  the  real  thing;  the  contem- 
porary attempt — ^that  came  perilously  near  succeeding — ^to  hand  over  America 
to  Communist  enslavement.  One  booklet  is  entitled  ^^McCarthyism,  the  Fight 
for  America”,  Senator  McCarthy’s  own  documented  story  of  Communist  in- 
filtration into  high  places.  The  other  is  ‘^Interlocking  Subversion  in  Govern- 
ment Departments”,  the  oifficial  record  of  the  Senate  Investigating  Committee 
as  reported  to  the  Eighty-Third  Congress  of  the  United  States.  When  you  have 
read  them  both  you  ask  yourself  how  America  could  possibly  have  survived. 

* ♦ * 


The  fight  to  save  the  country  has  at  least  partially  been  brought  out  into 
the  open.  But  it  is  by  no  means  won.  Washington  is  still  infested  with 
traitors  and  fellow-travellers  and  borers-from-within,  the  deadly  legacy  of 
entrenched  untouchables  handed  down  by  the  previous  administration.  That 
is  not  so  surprising,  in  view  of  the  stranglehold  they  so  recently  exerted  upon 
the  State  Department.  What  is  surprising  is  the  attitude  to  this  day  of  so 
many  people  who  seem  to  resent  every  effort  to  beat  Russia  at  her  own  game. 
It  is  almost  true  to  say  that  the  greater  part  of  the  free  world  today  is  still 
clamoring  for  appeasement  of  Russia,  The  world-wide  acclaim  that  greeted 
Adlai  Stevenson’s  recent  advocacy  of  the  same  old  dreary  appeasement  policy 
just  goes  to  show  that  very  few  nations  and  comparatively  few  people  are 
prepared  to  take  a stand  against  Russia’s  determination  to  enslave  the  world. 

* * * 

Nowhere  is  this  more  evident  than  in  the  “popular”  attitude  towards 
Senator  McCarthy,  a man  who  is  literally  fighting  to  save  America.  The 
Moscow  party  line  in  his  regard — (as  in  the  case  of  Hurley,  Wedemeyer  and 
McArthur  to  mention  just  a few)  is  being  faithfully  followed  by  the  majority 
of  Americans,  including  many  people  who  should  know  better.  ? The  Catholic 
World  recently  carried  an  article  that  was  favorable  to  the  Senator  and  several 
priests  were  numbered  among  those  who  indignantly  cancelled  their  sub- 
scriptions. To  me  that  is  a tremendous  tribute  to  the  effectiypess  of  Mos- 
cow’s smear  campaign  that  has  to  date  succeeded  in  siding  some  of  the 
greatest  contemporary  Americans  to  disgrace  or  to  death.  In  Canada  this 
summer  I was  appalled  at  the  attitude  of  so  many  Catholics  regarding  Senator 
McCarthy.  It  was  equally  surprising  to  find  so  mqny  who  string  along  with 
Lester  Pearson’s  policy  of  craven  appeasement  towards  Red  China  and 
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Russia.  In  case  you  may  not  know  it,  the  Moscow  line  in  the  Senator’s 
regard  is  that  he  is  a threat  to  the  freedom  of  America  and  that  he  has 
injured  untold  numbers  of  innocent  people  by  his  wild  and  irresponsible 
charges  of  disloyalty.  The  fact  is  that  Senator  McCarthy  has  “injured”  only 
those  who  are  plotting  to  destroy  America.  When  you  ask  any  of  those  glib 
critics  who  parrot  the  party  line  just  to  name  one  innocent  person  who  has 
been  injured  by  the  McCarthy  investigations,  they  are  utterly  unable  to  sub- 
stantiate the  charge.  If  you  doubt  this  just  go  ahead  yourself  and  name 
one  . . . now. 

* * * 

Let  us  take  one  typical  example  of  “reaction”  to  facts  as  presented  by 
the.  Senator  from  Wisconsin.  On  October  10th,  1950  he  made  a speech  in 
San  Diego  in  which  he  charged  that  120,000  tons  of  lend-lease  arms  and 
ammunition  had  been  dumped  into  the  Bay  of  Bengal  instead  of  being  deliv- 
ered to  Chiang  Kai-Shek.  The  Milwaukee  Journal  rushed  promptly  to  press 
with  an ‘indignant  editorial  entitled  HOW  BIG  CAN  A LIE  GET?  We  quote: 
“Nobody  is  much  surprised  any  more  at  Senator  McCarthy’s  careless  use  of 
what  he  calls  ‘facts’  but  he  can  still  startle  you  with  his  ability  to  multiply 
misinformation.  How  big  can  a lie  get?  ...  Just  before  election  McCarthy 
hysterically  told  a Washington  audience  that  120,000  tons  of  ammunition  the 
United  States  had  earmarked  for  the  Nationalist  regime  in  China  had  under 
‘state  department  planning’  been  deliberately  dumped  by  our  army  into  the 
Indian  ocean — a waste  of  billions  of  dollars.  Peter  Edson,  highly  reputable 
Washington  correspondent,  was  flabbergasted  and  looked  up  the  record. 
Ammunition  was  dumped,  all  right,  back  in  1945 — 120  tons  of  it,  not  120,000 
tons  . . . 

How  big  can  a lie  get?  McCarthy  can  multiply  it  1000  times  and  assess 
it  as  ‘billions  of  dollars’  without  the  bat  of  an  eyelash.” 

# * * 

The  Senator  doesn’t  take  that  sort  of  stuff  lying  down.  In  his  book  he 
comments  as  follows:  “I  already  had  a letter  from  General  Witsell  admitting 
that  the  ammunition  which  had  been  earmarked  for  Chiang  Kai-Shek  was 
dumped  in  the  ocean.  Nevertheless,  in  order  to  nail  down  the  lie  I wrote  to 
the  Chief  Counsel  of  the  Senate  Special  Investigating  Committee  and  asked 
him  to  check  into  this  matter  for  me.  His  answer  to  my  request  is  reproduced 
on  the  opposite  page.”  The  answer  in  question  is  a photostatic  copy  of  the 
official  letter  from  F.  D.  Flanagan,  Chief  Counsel  and  the  pertinent  paragraph 
is  as  follows:  “However,  the  Army  has  stated  that  approximately  120,000 
short  tons  of  this  ammunition  was  dumped  in  the  Bay  of  Bengal  under  the 
supervision  of  the  Army.”  Of  interest,  too,  is  the  fact  that  this  ammunition 
was  listed  by  the  officials  back  home  as  part  of  the  military  supplies  delivered 
to  the  Chinese  Nationalist  Army. 

* * * 

A few  paragraphs  back  we  stated  that  Moscow’s  smear  campaign  had  sent 
some  of  our  greatest  Americans  to  disgrace  or  death.  To  the  names  already 
mentioned.  Hurley,  Wedemeyer  and  McArthur  let  us  add  Adolphe  Berle, 
one-time  State  Department  official  in  charge  of  security  who  was  the  first 
to  bring  to  the  attention  of  the  State  Department  the  facts  in  the  Alger  Hiss 
conspiracy.  In  his  testimony  to  the  House  Committee  on  Un-American  acti- 
vities in  August  1938  he  testified,  inter  alia,  “I  got  trimmed  in  that  fight 
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and,  as  a result,  went  to  Brazil  and  that  ended  my  diplomatic  career.”  Joseph 
Grew,  Undersecretary  of  State,  made  the  mistake  of  insisting  upon  prose- 
cution in  the  notorious  Amerasia  case.  Soon  afterwards  he  was  obliged  to 
resign  from  the  State  Department  because  of  “bad  health”  and  Acheson 
replaced  him  immediately  with  John  Vincent  Carter.  Ambassador  to  Poland, 
Arthur  Bliss  Lane  was  also  “trimmed”  in  a fight.  He  opposed  the  granting 
of  a $90,000,000  loan  to  Red  Poland,  pointing  out  that  American  citizens 
were  even  then  being  imprisoned  and  that  much  of  the  loan  was  slated  to 
equip  the  Communist  terror  police.  He  cabled : “I  beg  the  Department  not  to 
approve  the  extension  of  any  credits  at  this  time.”  Acheson  granted  the  loan, 
for  which  his  own  law  firm  received  a $50,000  commission  and  Ambassador 
Lane  resigned.  He  has  since  told  the  whole  sordid  story  in  his  book  “/  Saw 
Poland  Betrayed”, 

« » « 

The  case  of  General  McArthur  needs  no  comment.  Neither  he  nor  his 
successor  Van  Fleet  was  permitted  to  end  the  Korean  war.  Perhaps  not  so 
well  known  is  the  story  of  General  Albert  Wedemeyer.  Sent  to  China  on  a 
special  mission  by  the  President,  he  prepared  a report  on  how  to  save  that 
country  from  Communist  enslavement.  This  report  never  reached  Congress. 
When  the  Senate  Armed  Services  Committee  asked  General  George  C.  Mar- 
shall why  he  had  joined  in  the  suppression  of  the  Wedemeyer  report  his  reply 
was  illuminating:  “I  did  not  join  in  the  suppression  of  the  report.  I per- 
sonally suppressed  it.”  General  Wedemeyer  was  appointed  as  Ambassador  to 
China  by  President  Truman.  The  appointment  was  actually  on  his  desk 
when  Acheson  sent  for  him  to  tell  him  it  had  been  cancelled.  A cable  from 
Marshall,  then  in  China,  stated  that  the  Communists  were  protesting  violently. 
Wedemeyer  was  later  assigned  to  some  inconsequential  post  in  San  Fran- 
cisco and,  at  the  age  of  59,  resigned  from  the  army. 

* * * 

Need  we  go  on?  Do  we  need  further  proof  that  it  is  dangerous  these 
days  to  be  a loyal  100%  American?  As  for  those  who  met  death  as  a result 
of  their  efforts  to  prevent  Russian  expansion  we  think  of  General  George 
(Blood  and  Guts)  Patton  whose  policy  would  have  averted  the  Berlin  debacle 
and  who  later  died  in  a motor  “accident”  and  Secretary  of  the  Navy  Jimmy 
Forrestal  who  literally  cracked  up  in  his  almost  single-handed  efforts  to  stem 
the  Communist  tide  in  Washington.  He  jumped  to  his  death  from  the  Beth- 
esda  Naval  hospital  in  Maryland. 

* * * 

If  you  want  further  hair-raising  evidence  of  the  Communist  conspiracy  we 
suggest  that  you  read  McCarthy  ism,  the  Fight  for  America”.  You  will  find 
it  on  very  few  newsstands  and  in  very  few  bookstores.  Why?  Possibly  you 
can  guess  by  now.  We  suggest  that  you  send  one  dollar  direct  to_the  Devin 
Adair  Co.,  23  East  26th  St.,  New  York,  for  two  copies  of  this  100-page  book- 
let. You  will  have  something  to  present  to  your  misguided  friends  who  still 
believe  that  “McCarthyism”  is  a menace  to  America. 


St.  Thomas  also  remarks  that  Christ  came  into  the  world  at  just  the 
right  time.  Had  He  come  immediately  after  Adam  sinned,  man  would 
not  have  appreciated  the  value  of  his  redempti<m  by  Christ.  To  appreciate 
the  value  of  the  divine  gifts  he  threw  away  by  sin,  man  needed  to  live 
for  some  time  on  his  own  resources. 


Page  Twenty-Four 


SCARBORO 


Dear  Buds, 

I am  going  to  tell  you  a short  story  about  Santa  Claus,  or  St.  Nicholas  as 
he  is  known  to  many  children  in  the  world.  St.  Nicholas  was  a Bishop.  He 
was  a very  holy  man  and  loved  to  help  the  poor.  He  especially  loved  children 
and  used  to  give  them  many  gifts.  In  some  parts  of  the  world  today,'  instead 
of  distributing  gifts  to  one  another  on  Christmas  Day,  people  do  so  on  the 
feast  of  St.  Nicholas,  December  6th.  The  children  and  their  parents  all  gather 
in  the  parish  hall,  and  there  is  a hush  of  expectancy  as  the  children,  each  one 
on  his  best  behaviour,  I might  add,  wait  for  the  great  moment  when  St.  Nicholas 
is  due  to  arrive.  Soon  the  sound  of  the  tinkling  bells  on  his  sleigh  is  heard, 
and  then  St.  Nicholas  himself,  dressed  in  his  Bishop’s  robes,  enters  the  hall 
followed  by  several  angels  whose  arms  are  filled  with  gifts.  But  skulking  into 
the  hall  comes  the  devil  all  dressed  in  black,  followed  by  several  lesser  devils, 
and  instead  of  gifts  they  are  carrying  pussy  willow  branches  to  distribute  to 
the  bad  children.  Each  child’s  name  is  called  out  and  if  it  is  St.  Nicholas  who 
calls  the  name,  the  child  knows  that  he  will  receive  a lovely  present  for  being 
good.  But  if  the  child  has  been  naughty  he  will  get  nothing  but  a good  switch 
by  the  devil  with  a pussy  willow  branch. 

Now  I am  sure  that  you  Buds  have  been  good  hoys  and  girls  all  year  and 
it  will  be  presents  for  you  from  Santa  Claus  on  Christmas  morning  and  no 
spankings  with  pussy  willow  branches.  I am  sure  that  you  are  saving  your 
pennies  to  buy  your  parents  and  friends  little  gifts  at  Christmas,  too.  But  what 
are  you  going  to  give  the  Baby  Jesus?  When  He  comes  into  your  heart  on 
Christmas  day  at  Holy  Communion  is  your  heart  going  to  be  as  cold  and 
bare  as  the  stable  was  on  that  first  Christmas  night?  How  about  preparing  a 
crib  for  Jesus  in  your  own  heart — a crib  as  beautiful  as  you  can  make  it? 
You  can  offer  a Mass  and  one  Holy  Communion  and  let  that  stand  for  a 
wonderful  crib,  and  each  Rosary  you  say  can  represent  a nice  soft  pillow  or  a 
warm  blanket.  Oh,  there  are  so  many  nice  things  you  could  think  of  to  make 
your  hearts  a welcome  place  for  Jesus  to  come  into  on  Christmas  day. 

Well,  goodbye  dear  Buds.  Merry  Christmas  to  all  of  you.  God  bless  you 
every  one  and  don’t  forget  our  missionaries  in  your  prayers  at  Christmastime. 

Father  Jim. 
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Dear  Father  Jim, 

Enclosed  please  find  one  dollar  as 
a gift  to  the  missions,  I would  he 
glad  to  he  a Rose  Bud.  I am  ten 
years  old  and  in  the  fifth  grade  at 
St,  Augustine’s  School  in  Montreal. 
Surely  I can  get  other  girls  to  join 
your  Rose  Garden. 

Wishing  you  success  in  your  work 
and  promising  to  pray  for  Bishop 
Turner  in  China, 

I am, 

Carolyn  Daley, 

2255  Melrose  Ave., 

N.  D.  G., 

Montreal,  Que. 

Dear  Carolyn, 

Thank  you  for  your  lovely  gift  to 
the  missions.  May  I extend  a big 
welcome  to  you?  I see  that  you  are 
already  familiar  with  the  aims  and 
rules  of  the  Rose  Garden.  I’m  glad 
you  are  because  I feel  sure  you  will 
be  a very  fine  Rose  Bud  and  do  good 
work  for  the  missions.  At  any  rate 
you  are  certainly  off  to  a good 
start. 

Keep  up  the  good  work  and  God 
will  bless  you  for  your  kindness  to 
His  missions. 

Sincerely  yours  in  Christ, 

Father  Jim. 

Dear  Father  Jim, 

I would  like  to  become  a member 
of  the  Little  Flower’s  Rose  Garden. 
I will  pray  for  the  missions.  Please 


send  me  a mite  box  and  membership 
card.  / am  nine  years  old  and  in 
grade  six. 

Thank  you, 

Denise  Walsh, 

7520  Pivot  St., 
Downey,  California, 
U.S.A. 


Welcome  to  the  Rose  Garden.  We 
hope  you  will  enjoy  working  with 
us  and  also  invite  some  of  your 
friends  to  become  Rose  Buds  and 
help  the  missions  too. 

Our  priests  are  working  in  various 
parts  of  Santo  Domirigo  with  the 
little  Spanish  children.  You  should 
pray  for  these  little  ones  because 
that  is  the  work  of  the  members  of 
the  Rose  Garden  - - to  help  the  mem- 
bers of  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission 
Society  by  prayers  and  little  acts  of 
sacrifice.  By  doing  this,  you  will 
enable  our  priests  to  bring  souls  to 
God.  What  could  be  more  worth- 
while? Be  a faithful  Rose  Bud  and 
you  will  do  good  work  for  the  mis- 
sions. 

Sincerely  yours  in  Christ 

Father  Jim. 

Dear  Father  Jim, 

1 am  enclosing  a money  order  of 
three  dollars  for  the  missions.  1 do 
hope  it  will  be  of  some  little  help 
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to  you  in  your  work  of  saving  souls 
for  God. 

I will  send  you  some  stamps  in  the 
near  future.  I will  remember  the 
missions  in  my  prayers  each  day. 

Yours  truly 

Theresa  Marrie, 
St.  Catherines, 
Salmonier,  Nfld. 

Dear  Theresa, 

Thank  you  for  your  letter  and 
very  generous  donation  to  the  mis- 
sions. I’m  sure  your  patron  saint 
must  be  very  pleased  with  you  as 


well  as  Our  Blessed  Lord.  Keep  up 
the  good  work  and  God  will  bless 
you  and  yours  for  your  kindness  to 
His  missions. 

Please  remember  Bishop  Turner 
in  your  prayers.  As  you  know,  he  is 
still  in  China  along  with  some  of 
our  priests.  They  all  need  our 
prayers  so  ask  Our  Blessed  Mother 
to  protect  and  strengthen  them  dur- 
ing these  difficult  days. 

Thanks  again,  and  may  God  bless 
you. 

Father  Jim. 


NEW  MEMBERS  AND  PEN  PALS 


Mary  LeBlanc,  Age  13  yrs..  Black 
Point,  Sydney  Mines,  C.B.,  N.S.,  Karen 
Emery,  Age  8 yrs.,  16  Rosalind  Gres., 
Toronto  13,  Ont. ; June  Korack,  Age  11 
yrs.,  324  Wellington  St.,  Brantford,  Ont.; 
Marjorie  Cornell,  Age  10  yrs.,  Rocking- 
ham P.O.,  Halifax  Go.,  N.S. ; Mary 
Kielly,  Age  13  yrs..  Point  La  Have,  St. 
Mary's  Bay,  Nfld. ; Rose  Kielly,  Age  10 
yrs..  Point  La  Have,  St.  Mary’s  Bay,  Nfld. ; 
Donald  Chemets,  Age  13  yrs.,  151  Lein- 
ster Ave.  N.,  Hamilton,  Ont.;  Catherine 
Kennedy,  Age  9 yrs.,  Le  Marchant  St., 
Hr.  Grace,  Nfld. ; Ann  Elaine  Foster, 
Age  10  yrs.,  533  Romaine  St.,  Peterboro, 
Ont. ; Beth  Turpin,  Age  6 yrs.,  Blackfolds, 
Alta.;  Jean  Turpin,  Age  9 yrs..  Black- 
folds,  Alta. ; Marie  Mannone,  Age  11  yrs., 
150  Langford  Ave.,  Toronto,  Ont.;  Betty 
Wilsack,  Age  13  yrs.,  628  Hudson  St., 
Stellarton,  N.S. ; Carolina  Temedio,  Age 
14  yrs.,  53  Parkview  Rd.,  St.  Catharines, 
Ont. ; Felix  Peter  Menard,  Age  13  yrs., 
127  Victoria  Pk.  Ave.,  Toronto,  Ont. ; 
Shannon  Perkin,  Age  13  yrs.,  1820-20th 
Ave.  N.W.,  Calgary,  Alta. ; Diane  Good- 
fellow,  Age  10  yrs.,  1287  Wellington, 
Ottawa,  Ont. ; Margaret  Waddell,  Age  12 
yrs.,  85  Cornhill  St.,  Chatham,  Ont.; 
Susan  Manion,  Age  8 yrs.,  112  Hayes 
Ave.,  Guelph,  Ont. ; Iris  Manion,  Age  12 
yrs.,  112  Hayes  Ave.,  Guelph,  Ont. ; ' 
Gayle  Goodfellow,  Age  9 yrs.,  1287  Wel- 
lington Ave.,  Ottawa,  Ont.;  Bernice  Shy- 
nal.  Age  13  yrs.,  43  Concord  Ave.,  St. 
Catharines,  Ont.;  Denise  Walsh,  Age  9 
yrs.,  7520  Pivot  St.,  Downey,  California, 
U.S.A. ; Catherine  MacPherson,  Age  14 
yrs..  Upper  South  River,  R.  R.  3,  Anti- 
gonish  Co.,  N.S. ; Rita  MacDonald,  Age 
10  yrs..  Red  Islands,  Richmond  Co., 
N.S. ; Mary  Ellen  Chiasson,  Age  11  yrs., 
150  Wilson  Ave.,  New  Waterford,  N.S., 
Box  466. ; Florence  MacKenzie,  Age  10 
yrs..  Red  Island,  Richmond  Co.,  C.B., 
N.S. : Freda  Jennings,  Age  13  yrs., 

1081  Brook  St.,  North  Bay,  Ont. ; Shirley 
Fisher,  Age  14  yrs.,  1125  Franklin  St., 
North  Bay,  Ont. ; Anne  Mae  MacDougall, 
Age  8 yrs..  Box  523  Sydney  St.,  Anti- 
gonish,  N.S. ; Mary  Agnes  Bowes,  Age 
8 yrs.,  Mt.  St.  Patrick,  Ont.;  Dorothy 
White,  Age  19  yrs.,  89  Royal  Ave., 
Hamilton,  Ont. ; Rosetta  Evers,  Age  10 
yrs.,  R.  R.  8,  Dunville,  Ont.;  Josephine 


Evers,  Age  8 yrs.,  R.  R.  8,  Dunville, 
Ont. ; Catherine  Evers,  Age  9 yrs.,  R.  R. 
8,  Dunville,  Ont. ; Linda  LeBlanc,  Age  5 
yrs.,  404-5  East,  Cornwall,  Ont.;  Mari- 
lyn Williams,  Age  12  yrs.,  376  Kingsville 
Rd.,  Lancaster,  N.B. ; Bridget  Hayes,  Age 

13  yrs..  Empire  Ave.,  St.  John’s  Nfld.; 
Tara  Benson,  703  Burgess  Ave.,  Hamilton, 
Ont. ; Theresa  Briller,  Age  8 yrs.,  61 
Pinke,  Kitchener,  Ont. ; Prances  Fraser, 
Age  9 yrs.,  R.  R.  1,  Lancaster,  Ont. ; 
Iris  Pare,  Age  13  yrs.,  Kingsville  Rd., 
Lancaster,  N.B. ; Anita  Van  Lurken,  Age 

14  yrs.,  920-14th  St.  S.,  Lethbridge,  Alta. ; 

Mary  Florence  McLarney,  6 Fallingbrook 
Cres.,  Toronto,  Ont.;  John  McLarney,  6 
Fallingbrook  Cres.,  Toronto,  Ont.;  Mur- 
ray Wilcox,  16  Fallingbrook  Cres.,  Tor- 
onto, Ont. 


NOTICE  TO  SCHOOLS 

Book  covers  are  again  avail- 
able for  student  text  books. 
They  may  be  obtained  from 
the: 

Promotion  Department, 

60  Orescent  Rd., 

Toronto  5,  Ont. 


Only  orders  coming  from 
teachers  will  be  considered. 
Order  should  be  accompanied 
by  postage  computed  at  the 
rate  of  2c  for  every  4 covers. 
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PILGRIM  VIRGIN  STATUES: 

For  Home,  Church  and  School 

14"  $ 5.00 

*26"  30.00 

*50"  150.00  (Glass  Eyes) 

*Plus  freight  from  Montreal 


SPECIAL  OUTDOOR  STATUES: 

Cement  Marble  Composition 

26" $55.00  50" 

Plus  freight  from  Montreal 


$150.00 


Beautiful  Color  Picture  of  Pilgrim  Virgin  of  Fatima: 

8"  X 10"  25c 

(Suitable  for  framing) 

For  the  Reader:  '"Fatima  or  World  Suicide" 

Rt.  Rev.  Wm.  C.  McGrath,  S.F.M.,  P.A. 

English  Edition  $1.00 

French  Edition  Paper  Bound  .50 

Cloth  Bound  $1.00 

(Note:  Order  French  Edition  from  Apostolate  of  the  Press 
138  Bowen  St.  North,  Sherbrooke,  Que.) 

Address  orders: 

SCARBORO  FOREIGN  MISSION  SOCIETY 

Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ont. 


Making  Your  Will? 

Throughout  your  life  you  enjoyed  the  help  and  consolation  that 
comes  from  your  Faith,  and  in  death  this  same  Faith  will  support 
and  comfort  you. 

In  mission  lands  there  are  millions  who  have  no  such  conso- 
lation in  life  and  no  such  support  or  comfort  at  the  hour  of  death. 

A remembrance  in  your  Will  is  a means  of  helping  the  Scarboro 
Foreign  Mission  Society  bring  your  Catholic  Faith  to  the  people  of 
the  Pagan  World. 

Our  Legal  Title: 

SCARBORO  FOREIGN  MISSION  SOCIETY 
Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ont. 
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1^  NOW  ye  all  men  by  these  presents  that  the  Scarboro  Foreign 
Mission  Society  hereby  declares  the  following  schools  as 
worthy  of  special  mention  in  the  annals  of  Canadian  Mission 
History  because  of  their  share  in  this  apostolate.  Be  it  known 
that  by  their  prayers  and  monetary  sacrifices  which  they  have 
offered  to  the  said  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society  they  have 
made  a notable  contribution  to  this  work  and  such  aid  must 
he  duly  acknowledged.  They  may  really  and  truly  call  them- 
selves friends  and  helpers  of  the  said  Society  and  must  be  recog- 
nized by  all  as  veritable  missionaries. 


Our  Lady’s  School,  Separate  School  No.  3 March, 

Vancouver,  B.C.  Dunrohin,  Ont. 


Presentation  Convent  School, 
Harbour  Grace,  Nfld. 

St.  Michael’s  School, 

St.  George’s,  Nfld.. 

St.  Joseph’s  Convent, 

Windsor,  Nfld. 

St.  Rose’s  School, 

Lancaster,  N.B. 

Notre  Dame  School, 

Sydney  Mines,  N.S. 

Holy  Redeemer  Convent, 
Sydney,  N.S. 


St.  Mary’s  School, 
Deep  River,  Ont. 

St.  Emeric  School, 
Hamilton,  Ont. 

St.  Helen’s  School, 
Hamilton,  Ont. 

St.  Peter’s  School, 
Toronto,  Ont. 

St.  Joseph’s  Convent, 
Charlottetown,  P.E.I. 


C.C.S.M.C. 

Mt.  St.  Vincent  College, 
Halifax,  N.S. 


Souris  Convent  & Sunday 
School, 

Souris,  P.E.I. 


MISSIONS 
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The  Story  of  Blessed  Pius  X 

Filmed  in  Italy  and  directed  by 
Umberto  Scarpelli 

(ENGLISH  DIALOGUE) 

The  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society  proudly  announces  that 
‘‘THE  SECRET  CONCLAVE”  has  now  been  added  to  its  Film 
Library. 

“The  Secret  Conclave” — a biographical  film  story  based  on  the 
life  of  Blessed  Pius  X,  reverently  known  as  the  Pope  of  the  Blessed 
Eucharist — comes  at  a most  timely  moment  in  Church  history,  for 
it  is  reported  that  Blessed  Pius  X will  be  canonized  either  in  late 
May  or  early  June  of  the  coming  year. 

“The  Secret  Conclave”  has  many  dramatic  sequences  as  it 
follows  the  life  of  Blessed  Pius  X from  his  boyhood  until  his  death 
in  1914.  We  see  him  as  the  young  school  boy,  the  seminarian,  the 
curate,  the  humble  parish  priest  and  the  equally  humble  Bishop 
and  Cardinal.  We  follow  him  through  the  tense  moments  of  the 
conclave,  from  which  he  emerged  Pope  Pius  X. 

Rumours  of  possible  war  in  Europe  reached  the  Vatican  and 
Pope  Pius  X strove  to  have  the  nations  come  to  a peaceful  settlement 
of  their  grievances.  Despite  his  efforts,  the  World  War  of  1914-18 
was  launched.  When  approached  by  a representative  of  one  of  the 
warring  nations  with  a request  that  he  bless  their  armies,  Pius  X, 
in  a dramatic  sequence  of  the  film,  proclaims:  “I  bless  peace,  not 
war!” 

To  every  Catholic,  man,  woman  and  child,  seeing  “The  Secret 
Conclave”  will  he  an  experience  long  to  be  remembered  and  one 
which  will  arouse  keen  interest  in  the  forthcoming  canonization  of 
Blessed  Pius  X. 
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SCARBORO’S  FILM  LIBRARY 

"THE  SECRET 
CONCLAVE" 

(16mm) 

English  Dialogue 

The  thrilling  life  and  dramatic  death 
of  Pope  Pius  X.  The  year  s finest  con- 
tribution by  the  film  industry  to  a 
Catholic  audience.  No  rentals,  shoivings 
by  Scarboro  priests  only. 

"UPON  THIS 
ROCK" 

(16mm) 

Color  * In  English 
Length:  90  minutes 

Proclaimed  by  motion  picture  experts 
as  the  most  excellent  filming  of  the  Life 
of  Christ  the  industry  has  produced. 

"THAT 
1 MAY  SEE" 

(16mm) 

Length:  60  minutes 

A new  approach  to  the  filming  of  the 
Passion  of  Christ.  Produced  by  Fr, 
Peyton’s  Family  Theatre  and  filmed  in 
Hollywood.  Proceeds  divided  equally 
between  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission 
Society  and  Fr.  Peyton  s Family 
Theatre. 

"THE  GIRL 
FROM  THE 
MARSHES" 

(16mm) 

English  titles 
Italian  Dialogue 
Length:  90  minutes 

The  tense  and  dramatic  story  of 
St.  Maria  Goretti  who  placed  God 
above  all  else,  even  life  itself. 

"NEVER  TAKE  NO 
FOR  AN  ANSWER" 

(16  and  35mm) 

In  English 
Length:  90  minutes 

A charming  story  about  a little  lad  who 
took  his  problem  straight  to  the  Pope 
and  was  rewarded  by  his  unfaltering 
faith  in  a private  philosophy  of  Never 
Take  No  For  An  Answer”.  With 
authentic  scenes  of  Assisi  and  the 
Vatican. 

All  showings  in  Canada  arranged  through  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society. 

for  bookings,  address  your  inquiries: 

Rev.  Roland  Roberts,  S.F.M.,  60  Crescent  Rd.,  Toronto  5,  Ont. 
Telephone:  RAndolph  0013 

MISSIONS 
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Changing  Your  Address? 
Send  Us  This  Address  And 
New  Address  Three  Weeks 
Before  Moving  Date. 


CHECK 

YOUR 

EXPIRY 

DATE 


NAME 


WELL,  originally  he  was  St.  Nicholas,''  as  you  al] 
know.  But  what  about  this  fellow  we  call  Santi 
Claus— what  does  he  look  like? 

If  you  really  want  to  know — he  looks  just  like  you 
Why?  Because  Santa  Claus  is  a kind  of  spirit,  a spirit 
of  giving  that  is  contained  in  every  one  of  us.  When 
you  give  to  others,  especially  at  Yule  tide,  you  per 
petuate  the  spirit  of  Santa  Claus.  We  know  it  as  the 
virtue  of  charity. 

So  look,  you  Santas,  how  about  remembering  to  buy 
a brick  for  our  new  seminary  come  Dec.  25?  They  sell 
at  $5.00  each,  but  of  course,  all  donations  will  be  grate- 
fully accepted.  Just  send  your  contribution  to: 

Very  Rev.  Superior  General, 

Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society, 

Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ont. 

Dear  Father  General: 

Enclosed  please  find  $.... as  my  Christmas’! 

contribution  for  the  new  seminary.  Please  send  me  anp 
official  receipt  for  computing  Income  Tax  Deductions. 
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